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This  new  ami  attractive  Series  of  Mr.  James's  Works 
It  commenced  on  the  1st  of  July,  1844,  and  the  following 
appeared : — 

Vol.  I.  containing  THE  GIPSY 


Vol.  II. 
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Vol.  V. 
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•»*  The  Third  Vohune,  in  addition  to  the  usual  niustration,  contains 
a  new  and  highly-finished  Portrait  of  the  Author. 


The  following  are  extracts  from  a  few  of  the  favourable  Reviews  which  have  appeared 

of  this  Series: — 


Times. 

"  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  and  Co.,  of  Cornhill,  have 
just  published  the  first  volume  of  a  New  Edition  of  the 
Works  of  this  gentleman,  which  has  the  advantage  of 
the  latest  revisions  and  corrections  of  the  author.  The 
writings  of  James  are  so  well  known  to  the  readers  of 
fiction,  that  it  is  unnecessary  to  call  their  attention  to 
them,  or  to  say  anything  which  previous  criticism  may 
have  left  unsaid.  The  present  edition  is  well  got  up. 
the  type  is  clear,  sharp,  and  legible,  and  the  size  of  the 
volume  convenient  for  the  reaxler,  and  appropriate  for 
the  shelves  of  a  bookcase.  The  book,  as  it  is,  will  foi-m 
a  pleasing .  addition  to  the  collections  of  readers  of 
modem  literature,  of  the  class  to  which  it  belongs." 

Xilterary  Gazette. 

"  We  are  glad  to  see  our  prognostication  respecting 
the  New  Edition  of  Mr.  James's  Works  more  than  ful- 
filled by  the  rapid  absoi-ption  of  a  very  large  first  edi- 
tion, and  a  second  in  the  com-se  of  speedy  disappear- 
ance. This  i(s  as  it  should  be  with  a  writer  whose 
vraisemblance  is  always  so  perfect ;  and  even  what  he 
invents  so  like  truth,  that  we  can  never  fancy  we  are 
reading  fiction,  nor  indeed  arc  we,  in  the  liistorical 
portions  of  his  publications, — and  these  form  tlie  far 
greater  division, — which  arc  all  drawn  from  diligent 
research,  deep  study,  and  elaborate  comparison." 


Scotsman. 

"  Mr.  James  is  a  pure  and  pleasing  writer,  and  we  are 
glad  to  sec  that  his  Works  are  now  to  be  thrown  into  a 
handy,  handsome,  and  accessible  shape." 

Atlas. 

"  This  is  a  most  admirable  edition  of  the  Works  of 
this  popular  author,  convenient  in  size,  and  handsome 
in  appearance.  It,  moreover,  possesses  the  advantaue 
of  being  revised  and  corrected  by  the  author, — no  small 
recommendations,  since  the  generality  of  Mr.  James's 
Works  being  connected  with  history,  a  careful  perusal 
of  his  productions  increases  their  value,  and  rendei's 
them  a  som'cc  of  amusement,  througli  the  medimn  of 
instruction." 

Plymouth  Herald. 

"  We  are  glad  to  perceive  tbat  such  volumes  are  being 
published  .at  a  price  which  will  pl.ice  them  within  the 
reach  of  the  middle  classes,  and  wo  simll  find,  as  the 
result  of  this  movement,  that  tradesmen  and  others  will 
furnish  their  book-shelves  with  good  and  select  works, 
instead  of  subscribing  to  circulating  libraiMes.  We 
learn  it  is  the  publishor.s'  intention  to  ciintinuo  the 
volumes  until  all  the  author's  works  are  republisliod  in 
this  style." 
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WITH  AN  INTRODUCTORY  PREFACE. 


"  D'autres  auteurs  I'ont  encore  plus  avilj,  (le  roraan,)  en  y  melant  les  tableaux  degoutant  du 
vice ;  et  tandis  que  le  premier  avantage  des  fictions  est  de  rassembler  autour  de  I'homnie  tout 
ce  qui,  dans  la  nature,  pent  lui  servir  de  le9on  ou  de  modele,  on  a  imagine  qu'on  tirerait  une 
utilite  quelconque  des  peintures  odieuses  de  mauvaises  moeurs;  comme  si  elles  pouvaient  jamais 
laisser  le  coeur  qui  les  repousse,  dans  une  situation  aussi  pure  que  le  coeur  qui  les  aurait  toujours 
ignorees.  Mais  un  roman  tel  qu'on  peut  le  concevoir,  tel  que  nous  en  avons  quelques  raodeles,  est 
une  des  plus  belles  productions  de  I'esprit  humain,  une  des  plus  influentes  sur  la  morale  des  indi- 
Wdus,  qui  doit  former  ensuite  les  mcEurs  publiques." — Madame  de  Stael.   Essai  sur  les  Fictions. 

"  Poca  favilla  gran  fiamma  seconda : 
Forse  diretro  a  me,  con  miglior  voci 
Si  preghera.perche  Cirra  risponda." 

Dante.  Paradiso,  Canto  I. 
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TO 
HIS  MAJESTY 

LEOPOLD    I. 

KING  OF  THE  BELGIANS. 


Sire, 

Your  Majesty's  condescension  and  kindness  to- 
wards me  might  well  draw  forth  some  tribute  of  gratitude  ; 
but  in  dedicating  this  work  to  you,  there  are  other  feelings 
that  mingle  with  and  exalt  personal  respect.  In  the  first 
place,  I  cannot  but  remember  that  the  early  years  of  my  own 
illustrious  and  beloved  sovereign  owe  much  to  your  fostering 
care,  and  the  pride  which  every  Englishman  feels  in  his 
Queen  naturally  inspires  veneration  for  one  who,  besides 
being  connected  with  her  by  many  near  ties,  has  ever  dis- 
played towards  her  the  affection  of  a  second  Father. 

During  the  last  fifteen  or  sixteen  years,  I  have  passed 
through  Belgium  very  frequently,  pausing  at  difTerent  places 
and  marking  with  an  eye  habitually  observant  the  changes 
that  have  been  wrought  in  that  period.  During  the  last  ten 
years,  while  your  Majesty  has  filled  that  throne  to  which  you 
were  called  by  the  voice  of  a  people  now  haj)py  in  your 
rule,  the  most  immense  and  extraordinary  progress  is  ob- 
servable in  the  condition  of  the  country  that  you  govern. 
Were  I  to  say  that  the  whole  of  the  benefits  which  have  been 
wrought,  and   the   whole   of  the  improvements  which  have 
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taken  place,  are  attributable  to  your  Majesty  individually,  I 
should  be  wronging  several  wise  and  good  men,  your  coun- 
sellors ;  and  offering  to  you  adulation  which  your  clear  and 
discriminating  mind  would  be  the  first  to  reject :  for  not  only 
has  a  part  been  effected  by  ministers  and  statesmen,  but  the 
very  feeling  of  separate  nationality,  which  the  people  of 
Belgium  experience  since  your  accession,  has  prompted 
great  endeavours  and  produced  remarkable  results.  Never- 
theless, your  Majesty's  own  wisdom  and  foresight  have 
originated  much,  and  you  have  also  had  a  high  share  in 
the  general  improvements  which  have  been  carried  on  by 
others.  You  have  protected,  supported,  and  directed  every 
great  effort  and  every  good  design  :  you  have  encouraged 
reasonable  enterprise,  and  rewarded  honest  endeavour 
wherever  it  was  to  be  found:  you  have  fostered  and  confirmed 
that  nationality  fi'om  which  such  benefits  must  accnie  to  your 
people :  you  have  triumphed,  by  generosity,  over  the  oppo- 
sition of  those  who  were  once  attached  to  another  dynasty  ; 
and  have  won  to  you  those  who  were  formerly  inimical  to 
your  rule. 

It  would  occupy  too  much  space  to  dwell  upon  all  those 
matters  in  which  your  Majesty's  own  mind  is  perceptible  ; 
but  when  I  see  all  that  you  have  done  to  honour  genius,  to 
encourage  literature  and  the  arts  both  in  your  own  and  other 
countries ;  when  I  look  to  the  admirable  arrangement  and 
preservation  of  the  archives  of  your  realm,  and  the  efforts 
made  to  obtain  every  document  which  has  escaped  the  de- 
structive power  of  time  and  political  convulsions,  I  may  well 
feel,  as  a  literary  man  and  an  historian,  not  only  admiration 
but  gratitude.  Nor  when  1  find  the  same  continuous  efforts, 
made  under  various  ministries,  to  ascertain  the  causes  and 
diminish  the  amount  of  crime,  to  mitigate  punishment  while 
vice  is  repressed,  and  to  lead  to  virtue  by  enlightening  and 
instructing  the  people,  can  I  help  feeling  veneration,  as  a 
lover  of  my  fellow-creatures,  for  him  who  has  so  steadily 
pursued  such  a  great  and  noble  object. 
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On  the  beneficent  influence  which  your  Majesty  may  have 
exerted  by  your  wise  and  prudent  counsels  upon  the  fate 
and  policy  of  other  states,  it  does  not  become  me  to  touch. 
It  is  sufficient  that,  wherever  I  turn  my  eyes  in  your  own 
dominions,  I  see  the  most  enlightened  efforts  to  promote 
commerce  and  the  arts,  the  great  sources  of  national  pros- 
perity and  national  glory,  and  to  foster  industry  and  virtue, 
the  only  sure  grounds  of  national  happiness.  Many  men 
may  combine  to  carry  such  designs  into  execution ;  but  they 
cannot  exist  in  a  country  where  they  are  not  powerfully 
directed  by  the  sovereign  himself. 

On  the  pages  which  are  to  follow  this  dedication  I  shall  say 
but  little.  At  first  sight,  the  offering  of  a  mere  romance  may 
seem  but  an  inappropriate  tribute,  and  I  am  well  aware  that 
anything  I  can  write  must  be  totally  unworthy  of  your  JNIa- 
jesty's  acceptance ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  a  romance,  if 
directed  to  those  high  purposes  which  I  conceive  to  form  its 
legitimate  object,  has  a  nobler  end  than  mere  amusement  in 
view. 

I  believe  that,  while  the  mind  is  interested  and  the  feelings 
excited,  great  lessons  may  be  taught,  gi'eat  morals  pointed 
out,  great  principles  inculcated,  far  better  than  in  the  colder 
and  more  apathetic  moments  of  mere  study  ;  and,  besides  the 
views  abstractedly  put  forth,  romance,  like  history,  teaches 
by  example,  and  applies  its  doctrines  to  the  human  heart  by 
showing  the  natural  result  of  hvunan  actions.  It  thus  may 
rise  to  the  highest  dignity  that  any  work  of  man  can  attain ; 
for  there  is  no  range  of  poetical  thought  that  it  may  not 
embrace,  and  no  mighty  object  which  it  may  not  promote. 
However  feeble  may  be  my  execution  of  the  task,  the  end  I 
have  still  proposed  to  myself  in  writing  has  been  to  elevate 
the  mind  of  the  reader,  to  offer  him  a  high  rather  than  a 
grovelling  philosophy,  and  at  once  to  expand  and  purify  his 
heart.  Such  views  I  know  your  Majesty  will  fully  a])preciate, 
while  your  generous  nature  will  pardon  the  defective  manner 
in  which  they  may  be  carried  out. 
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Allow  me  to  add,  upon  the  subject  of  the  story  itself,  that 
the  main  incident  upon  which  the  whole  turns  is,  unfortu- 
nately, a  recorded  fact,  and  that  it,  as  well  as  most  of  the 
minor  particulars,  may  be  found  in  Auvigny's  Life  of  the 
Marechal  de  Brissac  and  in  the  Memoirs  of  the  Marechal  de 
Vieilleville. 

That  God  may  long  preserve  your  Majesty's  days,  and 
bless  you  with  health,  success,  and  every  sort  of  earthly  hap- 
piness, is,  I  know,  the  unfeigned  prayer  of  all  your  own  sub- 
jects, and  in  that  prayer  none  more  sincerely  joins  than, 

Sire, 
Your  Majesty's  most  humble 

and  most  devoted  Servant, 

G.  P.  R.  JAMES. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

There  arc  a  thousand  small  and  apparently  accidental 
circumstances,  which,  in  our  course  through  life,  bring  a 
temporary  gloom  upon  us,  render  ovu*  expectations  from  the 
future  feaiful  and  cheerless,  and  diminish  our  confidence  in 
all  those  things  whereon  man  either  rashly  relies  or  builds 
his  reasonable  trusts.  Strength,  youth,  wealth,  power,  the 
consciousness  of  rectitude,  the  providence  of  God:  all  these 
will  occasionally  lose  then*  sustaining  influence,  even  upon 
the  most  hopeful  mind,  from  causes  too  slight  to  justify  such 
an  effect. 

These  accidental  circumstances,  these  mental  clouds,  re- 
semble much  those  other  clouds  which  sometimes  at  the  close 
of  a  bright  day  come  over  a  landscape  previously  wann  and 
shining,  cast  a  grey  shade  over  its  rich  hues,  shut  out  the 
redoubled  glory  of  the  setting  sun,  and  make  gloom  and 
shadow  spread  over  the  summer  scene.  Though  nothing  is 
changed  but  the  light  in  which  things  dwell,  though  the 
colour  of  the  tree  and  the  form  of  the  rock  are  the  same,  yet 
the  brightness  of  the  whole  is  departed,  and  the  lustre  gone 
out  as  ii"  for  ever. 

There  are  times,  however,  when  a  gloom,  which  seems  to 
have  no  counterjiart  in  the  physical  world,  comes  over  the 
mind;  when  all  has  gone  fairly  with  us;  when  every  object 
around  is  full  of  brightness  and  hope ;  when  the  horses  of 
Fortune's  car  have  never  once  even  stumbled  on  the  way; 
and  not  a  sorrow  rough  enough  to  rub  the  down  from  the 
wing  of  a  butterfly  has  fallen  upon  our  hearts  for  years; 
and  yet  a  deep  and  shadowy  despondency  steals  over  our 
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spirits,  as  if  the  immortal  within  us  were  telling  the  mortal 
of  anxieties  and  giiefs,  and  dangers  approaching  —  dis- 
covered by  the  fine  sympatliies  of  the  liigher  part  of  our 
bemg  with  things  undiscoverable  by  the  mere  material 
creature. 

Cares,  sorrows,  and  perils,  corporeal  agony,  and  anguish 
of  the  heart,  are  often  but  as  the  fii'e  which  tempers  the  pure 
iron  into  the  fine  steel,  at  once  proving  and  strengthening 
the  spirit.  Tlie  last  grand  lesson  wliich  leads  generous  youth 
to  vigorous  manhood,  which  confirms  our  powers,  and  gives 
the  gi'eat  man's  master}'  over  Fate,  is  to  endure ;  and  I  am 
inclmed  to  believe  that  such  sudden  and  unaccountable  feel- 
ings of  despondency — I  do  not  mean  the  ordinary  fits  of 
gloom  that  haunt  a  moody  and  a  wayward  spirit,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  the  dark  impression,  the  heavy  shadow  that  once  or 
twice,  in  the  midst  of  a  bright  lifetime,  comes  irresistibly 
upon  a  gay  or  placid  mind  —  I  am  inclined  to  think,  I  say, 
that  such  despondency  is  only  given  to  the  high-minded  and 
the  great — a  prophetic  voice,  announcing  not  to  the  ear,  but 
to  the  heart,  that  the  day  of  trial  comes — the  trumpet  of 
Fate  calling  on  a  champion,  dauntless  and  strong,  to  rouse 
him  to  the  battle,  and  arm  his  spuit  for  some  awful  strife. 

The  day  had  been  as  bright  and  beautiful  as  a  summer 
day  in  the  south  of  Emope  can  be ;  and  yet  it  had  spared 
the  traveller  and  the  laboiu'er  many  of  the  inconveniences 
and  discomforts  which  those  beautifid  days  of  tlie  south 
sometimes  bring  along  with  them:  for  the  year  was  yet 
young,  and  with  all  the  brightness  of  youth  it  had  all  the  ten- 
derness too.  There  had  been  a  fresh  breeze  in  the  sky 
dming  the  hotter  part  of  the  day;  and  one  woidd  have  felt 
that  it  blew  from  the  cool  tops  of  snowy  mountains,  even  had 
one  not  seen  from  time  to  time  some  of  the  distant  peaks  of 
the  liigh  Alps  towering  white  over  the  greener  hills  below. 

There  was  also  a  world  of  sti'eams  and  rividets,  and  cas- 
cades about,  which  gave  additional  fresluiess  and  life  to  the 
air  that  blew  heavy  with  the  perfume  of  the  flowers  upon 
the  banks;  and  the  high  swelling  of  the  moimtains  rovuid, 
still  gave  a  pleasant  shade  to  one  side  of  the  valley.  Each 
sense  had  something  to  delight  it;  and  there  was  over  every 
object  which  natm-e  i^resented,  that  aspect  of  peaceful  enjoy- 
ment Avhich  is  the  greatest  soother  of  man's  heart. 

The  spot  was  in  the  extreme  verge  of  Savoy,  bordering 
upon  France.  It  would  litde  benefit  the  reader  to  say  ex- 
actly where,  for  the  aspect  of  the  land  has  changed:  the 
towns  of  that  age  and  their  laborious  denizens  would  not  be 
recognised  by  their  successors  of  the  present  day;  the  castle, 
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the  fortress,  and  the  pahicc  arc  ruined  and  swept  away,  and 
even  the  roads  themselves  now  wind  through  other  valleys 
or  climb  over  other  hills.  It  was  soniewlune  hetwecn  Nice 
and  St.  Jean  de  Maurienne:  that  space  is  surely  limited 
enough  to  afford  the  reader  a  definite  idea  of  the  scene.  Let 
him  take  a  map  and  a  pair  of  compasses,  he  will  find  it  but 
a  span;  and  in  reality  it  is  less  —  with  a  universe  around  it. 

Nevertheless  it  was  a  very  lovely  scene,  as  I  have  said, 
with  the  hills  tall  and  blue,  and  the  snowy  mountains  look- 
ing down  upon  one  through  the  long  defiles ;  with  the  val- 
leys green  and  fresh,  and  the  streams  bright  and  sparkling. 
Here  and  there,  too,  upon  some  rocky  height  which  com- 
manded the  entrance  of  the  gorges  of  the  mountain,  a  fevulal 
castle  woidd  raise  its  battlements,  grey,  and  stem,  and  war- 
like ;  and  either  in  the  open  plain  —  where  such  a  thing  was 
found,  —  or  in  the  Avann  valleys  in  the  hills,  were  seen  the 
villages  and  small  towns  of  Savoy,  with  their  greyish  white 
walls,  and  their  gracefid  church  towers  crowning  the  loveli- 
ness of  the  whole  with  the  aspect  of  human  life.  The  period 
of  the  world's  history  whereof  I  speak  was  one  of  gorgeous 
l)ageantry,  and  gay  wit  and  deeds  of  arms  —  a  period  when 
chivalry  and  the  feudal  system,  just  about  to  be  extinguished 
for  ever,  blazed  with  a  dying  flame.  IMontmorency  still  lived, 
though  Bayard  and  Francis  had  left  the  busy  scene  but  a  few 
years  before,  and  Henry  the  Second  had  not  yet  closed  his 
career  in  the  last  tom'nament  which  Europe  was  destined  to 
witness.  The  songs  of  Marot  and  the-  wit  of  Rabelais  still 
rang  in  the  ear,  and  Ronsard,  Dorat,  and  Montaigne  were 
entering  gaily  upon  the  path  of  letters. 

It  was  in  the  year  1558,  then,  and  towards  the  close  of  the 
day,  that  a  small  party  of  horsemen  wound  along  through  the 
bright  scenery  of  which  we  have  spoken.  It  consisted  only  of 
four  persons,  two  of  whom  Avere  merely  armed  servants,  such 
as  usually  attended  ujDon  a  cavalier  of  those  times,  not  exactly 
acting  the  part  of  soldier  on  ordinary  occasions,  but  very 
well  fitted  so  to  do  when  any  particular  exigency  required 
the  exertion  of  the  strong  hand.  The  third  was  a  youth  of 
no  very  remai-kable  appearance,  in  the  garb  of  a  page ;  but 
the  fourth  was  e-sidently  the  leader  of  the  whole,  and,  as 
such,  the  person  who  merits  the  most  accurate  description. 
1  will  attempt  to  paint  him  to  the  eye  of  the  reader,  as  I 
have  myself  seen  him  representedby  the  hand  of  an  unknown 
artist  in  one  of  the  palaces  on  the  banks  of  the  Brcnl;i. 

He  was  in  person  about  the  middle  height,  rather  above  it 
than  below,  and  at  this  period  was  not  more  than  twenty- 
three  years  of  age.     His  forehead  was  broad  and  fine,  with 
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short  dark  hair  curling  round  it:  his  features  were  small,  ex- 
cept the  eye  and  brow,  the  former  of  which  was  large  and 
full,  and  the  latter  strongly  marked.  The  mouth  was  very 
handsome,  showing  when  half  open  in  speaking,  the  brilliant 
white  teeth,  and  giving  to  the  whole  countenance  a  look 
of  playful  gaiety ;  but  when  shut,  there  was  an  expression 
of  much  thoughtfulness,  approaching  perhaps  to  sternness, 
about  it,  which  the  rounded  and  somewhat  prominent  chin 
confirmed.  The  upper  lip  was  very  short;  but,  on  either 
side,  divided  in  the  middle,  was  a  short  black  mustache,  not 
overhanging  the  mouth,  but  raised  above  it;  and  the  beard, 
which  was  short  and  black  like  the  hair,  was  only  suffered  to 
grow  in  such  a  manner  as  to  ornament,  but  not  encumber, 
the  chin. 

In  form,  the  cavalier  was  muscular,  and  powerfully  made, 
his  breadth  of  chest  and  shoulders  giving  the  appearance 
of  a  more  advanced  period  of  life  than  that  at  which  he  had 
yet  arrived.  He  was  evidently  a  soldier,  for  he  was  fidly 
armed,  as  if  having  lately  been  or  being  still  in  scenes  of 
strife  and  danger;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  a  man  fully  armed 
in  those  days  was  certainly  more  loaded  with  weapons,  offen- 
sive and  defensive,  than  was  probably  ever  the  case  before 
or  since. 

The  picture  I  have  spoken  of  represents  him,  with  not 
only  the  complete  armour  which  was  then  still  used  to  encase 
the  person,  Avith  the  long  heavy  sword,  the  dagger,  and  the 
large  pistols,  but  also  with  four  short  carbines  —  at  least 
such  they  appear  to  be  —  one  at  each  corner  of  the  saddle. 
His  head,  indeed,  is  seen  unencumbered  by  the  steel  cap, 
which  usually  completed  the  armour,  but  which  is  borne  by 
the  page  at  his  saddle-bow,  while  the  cavalier  himself  appears 
wearing  upon  his  head  the  somewhat  cooler  covering  of  a 
black  velvet  cap,  without  feather  or  any  other  ornament. 

The  horse  that  earned  him,  which  was  a  tall,  powerful 
charger,  fared  better  in  some  respects  than  his  master,  for 
before  this  epoch  the  heavy  armour  with  which  steed  as  well 
as  man  used  at  one  time  to  be  encumbered  was  lightened 
in  favour  of  the  quadruped ;  and  the  horse  which  bore  the 
young  gentleman  of  whom  we  speak  was  only  covered  with 
such  pieces  as  might  protect  his  head  and  chest  in  the  shock 
of  the  charge. 

The  day,  I  have  said,  had  been  bright  and  sweet,  and  all 
nature  had  been  as  fresh  and  happy  as  a  young  heart  upon 
a  holyday.  Similar,  too,  had  been  the  mood  of  Bernard  de 
Rohan  as  he  rode  along  ;  not  so  much  that  the  scene  and 
its  charms  created,  as  that   they  found  sympathetic  feelings 
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in  his  bosom ;  for  liis  disposition  was  naturally  cheerful  and 
bright,  full  of  gay  thoughts  and  luippy  enthusiasms,  lie  was 
returning,  too,  from  another  country,  from  the  midst  of  stran- 
gers, and  i)erils,  and  fatigues,  to  enjoy  an  interval  of  triin- 
quillity,  in  his  own  bright  land,  and  the  society  of  those  he 
loved. 

France  was  within  his  sight,  the  tongues  that  he  heard 
around  him  spoke  nearly  the  same  language  as  that  which 
he  had  used  from  infancy;  and  though  the  nominal  frontier 
of  Savoy  lay  some  fifteen  miles  before  him,  yet,  in  all  but 
the  name,  he  was  in  his  own  country.  There  was  little  of 
that  cold  restraint  about  him  which  is  either  acquired  by 
harsh  dealings  with  e\i\  men,  or  is  natural  from  some  inward 
pravity  of  the  heart;  and  the  cheerfid  mood  of  his  mind  found 
its  way  forth  in  many  an  outward  sign.  From  time  to  time, 
he  had  turned  round  to  speak  to  the  page,  or  to  one  of 
the  servants,  with  some  light  jest  or  gay  inquuy.  Now  he 
would  ])oint  out  a  distant  spot  in  the  landscape  as  they  stood 
upon  some  beetling  point  half  way  up  the  mountain,  and  ask 
if  they  recognised  this  or  that  town  in  Dauphine ;  now  he 
would  pat  the  proud  crest  of  his  stout  horse,  and  talk  to  the 
noble  animal  as  if  he  expected  an  answer ;  and  now  would 
even  break  forth  into  a  snatch  of  song.  His  heart,  in  short, 
was  as  a  fountain,  so  fiUed  with  happiness  that  it  welled  over, 
and  the  waters  sparkled  as  they  overflowed  the  brim. 

The  servants  smiled  to  see  their  lord  so  gay,  especially  an 
elder  one,  who,  commenting  \fith  the  other,  remarked  that 
he  might  well  look  happy,  bearing  back  home  such  glory  as 
he  had  won. 

Thus  passed  the  earlier  part  of  the  day's  journey;  but 
towards  the  evening  the  mood  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  changed. 
His  open  brow  did  not  grow  cloudy,  it  is  true,  but  there 
came  a  look  of  gloom  upon  it ;  the  lips  no  longer  opened 
with  a  bland  smile,  and  the  teeth  were  shut  together  with 
that  stern  expression  we  have  already  noticed.  His  eyes 
gazed  on  upon  the  scene,  but  with  somewhat  of  a  vacant 
aspect,  and  everything  told  that  the  spirit  was  busy  in  its 
tabernacle  dealing  with  high  thoughts.  Nor  could  any  one 
who  looked  upon  him  suppose  that  those  thoughts  were  other 
than  sad  ones.  Intense  they  certainly  were;  and  ceitainly 
they  were  not  gay. 

Yet  Bernard  de  Rohan  had  no  remembered  gi'ief.  Fate 
had  indeed  once  struck  him  severely,  but  ever  after  had 
spared  him  altogether,  had  plucked  not  a  flower  from  his 
bosom,  nor  cast  a  shadow  on  his  path. 

In  early  years  he  had  lost  both  his  parents,  but  that  was 
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the  only  misfortune  Avhich  had  befallen  him,  and  it  was  long 
ago.  He  scarcely  remembered  them ;  and  all  that  remained 
was  a  soft  memory,  affectionate,  but  not  painful.  Since  then 
his  course  had  been  from  one  bright  thing  to  another.  Wise 
and  tender  fr-iends,  the  amusements,  the  sports,  the  studies 
of  youth,  virtue  and  honour,  wealth  and  station,  praise,  suc- 
cess, and  glory  had  been  his.  He  had  no  thirst  for  power ; 
so  what  could  he  want  more?  Had  any  one  asked  him  that 
question,  he  would  have  replied.  Nothing — nothing  but  what 
he  might  well  hope  to  attain;  and  yet  about  an  hour  before 
the  sun  reached  the  edge  of  the  sky,  a  fit  of  gloom  fell  upon 
him,  dark,  vague,  unaccountable,  like  one  of  those  mists  that 
in  mountain  lands  suddenly  surround  the  wayfarer,  shutting 
out  the  beauty  and  the  brightness,  and  leaving  all  around  dull, 
chilly,  vague,  uncertain,  and  confused. 

For  nearly  half  an  hour  he  gave  way  to  the  sensations 
that  oppressed  him.  They  seemed  at  first  too  mighty  to  be 
struggled  with.  It  was  what  in  the  language  of  northern 
poetry  is  called  "having  the  cloud  upon  him,"  and  he  could 
not  cast  it  off;  till  at  length  it  seemed  to  rise  gradually,  and 
the  power  returned,  first,  of  arguing  with  himself  upon  the 
unreasonableness  of  such  feelings,  and  then  of  smiling  — 
though  with  a  mingled  smile  —  at  his  own  weakness  in  giving 
way  to  them. 

The  effect  wore  off;  but  he  was  still  communing  with  liim- 
self  on  the  sensations  he  had  just  experienced,  when  the  page 
called  his  attention  to  the  clouds  that  were  gathering  round 
the  mountains.  With  that  quick  transition  so  common  to 
hill  countries,  especially  in  the  south,  the  sky  was  becoming 
rapidly  obscured.  The  lurid  masses  of  stormy  vapour  writhed 
themselves  round  the  peaks;  and  although  beneath  their  dark 
canopy  a  gleam  of  intense  red  light  was  seen  marking  the 
far  Avestern  sky  on  the  side  of  France,  the  whole  heaven  above 
was  soon  covered  with  a  thick  expanse  of  deep  grey  cloud. 
At  a  considerable  distance,  in  the  more  open  pait  of  the 
country,  which  lay  beyond  the  mouth  of  the  defile,  stretching 
in  long  lines  of  dark  purple  towards  the  sunset,  appeared  a 
large  square  tower,  with  some  other  neighbouring  buildings, 
cutting  with  their  straight  lines  the  rounded  forms  of  the  trees. 

"  That  must  be  Voiron,"  said  the  cavalier,  as  if  in  answer 
to  his  page's  observation  regarding  the  coming  storm. 
"  We  must  qiucken  our  pace  and  reach  shelter,  or  we  shall 
have  to  pass  half  the  night  in  cleaning  our  arms,  if  yonder 
fi'owning  cloud  fulfil  one  half  its  menaces." 

"  Voiron  must  be  ten  leagues  off,  sir,"  replied  one  of  the 
attendants ;  "  we  shall  not  reach  it  this  night." 
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"Then  we  must  find  some  other  covciiuf,',"  repHed  the 
master,  gaily ;  "  but  at  all  events  put  to  your  spurs,  for  the 
battle  has  already  begim." 

Even  as  he  sj^oke  the  large  di'ops  fell  slowly  and  heavily, 
denting  the  dusty  covering  of  the  road.  Bernard  de  Kohan 
and  his  followers  rode  on  at  full  speed,  though  the  descent 
was  steep,  the  way  bad,  and  the  grey  twilight  cree])ing  over 
the  scene.  Five  minutes  more  brought  them  to  a  turn,  where 
they  could  obtain  a  wider  view ;  but,  alas !  no  place  of  refuge 
was  to  be  seen,  except  where  the  same  tall  dark  tower  rose 
heavily  across  the  streaks  of  red  light  in  the  west,  marking 
the  place  of  some  distant  town  or  village.  The  attendants 
who  had  pictured  to  themselves  during  the  morning's  ride 
all  the  comforts  of  the  cheerful  inn,  the  good  rich  wine  of 
Dauphine,  the  stretching  forth  at  ease  of  the  sti'ong  laborious 
limb,  the  easy  gossip  with  the  village  girls,  the  light-hearted 
song  in  the  porch,  and  all  the  relaxing  joys  of  an  hour's 
idleness,  now  began  to  think  of  the  long  and  tedious  task  of 
cleaning  arms  and  clothing,  and  spending  many  an  hour  in 
rubbing  the  cold  steel;  and  to  say  sooth,  their  lord  also  would 
have  been  better  pleased  with  fau"er  weather. 

The  road,  as  such  roads  ever  must  do,  woimd  its  way  round 
many  a  tiun  and  angle  of  the  rock ;  so  that  it  was  very  pos- 
sible for  several  persons  to  be  witliin  a  short  distance  of 
each  other,  without  the  one  who  followed  ever  seeing  him 
who  was  but  a  few  hundred  yards  before  him.  At  the  spot 
which  we  have  mentioned,  Bernard  de  Rohan  paused  for  a 
moment  to  look  round  for  some  place  of  shelter,  and  the 
road  before  him  seemed  perfectly  clear  and  free.  He  could 
see  completely  into  the  valley  on  his  right,  and  across  the 
plains  beyond,  while  the  path  wliich  he  was  following  could 
be  ti-aced  along  the  side  of  the  hill,  round  two  or  three  shai^p 
angles  of  the  rock,  about  two  hundred  yards  apart  from  each 
other.  All  at  first  was  clear,  as  I  have  said,  when  suddenly 
there  emerged  at  the  salient  point  which  cut  that  part  of 
the  sky  where  the  light  still  lingered,  the  figui'e  of  a  human 
being,  wliieh  was  lost  again  round  the  turn,  almost  as  soon 
as  it  was  seen. 

"  There  is  a  peasant  on  a  mule,"  exclaimed  the  cavalier, 
gladly.     "  We  cannot  be  far  from  some  village." 

"  It  looks  more  like  a  piiest  on  an  ass,  my  lord,"  replied 
the  attendant  who  had  spoken  before. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  his  master,  "  we  shall  find  the  better 
lodgings." 

"  And  the  better  wine,"  rejoined  liis  follower;  "  but  perhaps 
not  the  better  welcome." 
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"  Oh  they  are  good  men,  these  priests  of  Savoy,"  repUed 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  spurring  on;  "  but  we  must  not  lose  him 
again." 

In  a  few  minutes  they  again  caught  sight  of  the  object  of  their 
pursuit.  He  was  now  much  nearer,  but  still  it  was  somewhat 
difficult  to  distinguish  whether  he  were  priest  or  peasant, 
till,  coming  up  with  him  by  dint  of  hard  riding — for  his  long- 
eared  charger  was  bearing  him  on  at  a  rapid  pace — they 
found  that  he  was,  as  the  attendant  had  supposed,  a  jovial 
priest;  not,  indeed,  extravagantly  fat,  as  but  too  many  were 
in  that  day,  but  in  good  case  of  body,  and  bearing  a  coun- 
tenance rosy  Avith  health,  and  apparently  sparkling  with  a 
cheerful  disposition.  He  seemed,  indeed,  to  be  of  a  character 
somewhat  eccentric,  for,  contrary  to  all  clerical  ride,  he  had 
covered  his  head  with  one  of  the  large  straw  hats  of  the 
peasantry,  which  accorded  but  ill  with  the  rest  of  his  habili- 
ments. His  features,  which  the  young  cavalier  thought  he 
had  seen  somewhere  before,  were  good,  with  an  expression 
of  much  sharpness ;  and  though  undoubtedly  he  heard  the 
tramp  of  horses'  feet  behind  him,  in  a  land  and  in  times  not 
famous  for  safe  travelling,  either  his  conscience  or  his  courage 
were  so  good,  that  he  turned  not  his  head  to  see  wdio  followed 
him  thus  closely,  but  kept  his  ass  at  the  same  brisk  canter, 
while  the  young  cavalier  rode  up  to  Ms  side,  and  gave  him  the 
ordinaiy  salutation  of  the  day. 

"A  good  evening  to  you,  father!"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
riding  between  him  and  the  edge  of  the  precipice. 

"  Fray  let  us  have  it  quickly,  my  son,"  replied  the  priest; 
"  for  the  one  we  have  got  seems  likely  to  be  as  bad  a  one  as 
ever  I  saw,  at  present." 

"  Indeed  it  is,"  answered  the  young  gentleman,  smiling  at 
his  somewhat  cynical  reply ;  "  I  am  heartily  glad  to  have 
met  with  you,  my  good  father,  for  I  trust  you  can  show  us 
some  place  of  shelter." 

"  Good  faith,"  replied  the  priest,  turning  for  a  moment  to 
look  at  the  cavalier's  followers,"  I  cannot  say  I  am  so  glad  of  the 
encounter;  for  where  I  am  going,  we  cannot  be  sure  of  find- 
ing too  many  of  the  good  things  of  this  life,  and  the  lion's 
portion  is  always  sure  to  go  to  the  fighting  men." 

"  Nay,  nay !  we  will  share  alike  !"  rejoined  Bernard. 

"  Ay !  but  I  am  a  king  in  those  matters,"  answered  the 
priest ;  "  I  do  not  like  to  share  at  all.  But  come  on,  come  on ; 
I  am  only  jesting.  We  shall  find  jjlenty,  I  doubt  not;  for 
when  last  J  passed  that  little  inn,  there  was  good  meat  and 
wine  enough  to  have  fed  a  refectory  for  a  week,  or  an  army 
for  a  year.     Come  on  (piick,  I  say,  for  yon  foul-mouthed 
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rtiiler  at  the  top  of  the  liill  is  beginning  to  voar  at  us,  us  well 
as  spit  at  us.  A\'e  have  still  far  to  go,  and  a  stonn  in  these 
mountains  is  like  a  dull  jest,  I  can  tell  you,  young  gentle- 
man; for  one  never  knows  what  may  come  next." 

"  Why,  what  can  come  next,"  demanded  the  cavalier,  "  but 
line  wx'ather  after  the  storm  ?" 

"•  A  rock  ujjon  your  head,"  replied  the  priest,  "  or  an  ava- 
lanche at  your  heels,  which  would  smother  vou  in  your  steel 
case  like  a  lobster  in  his  shell.  Come  on  !  ct)me  on  ! — Sancta 
Maria,  why  my  small  ass  will  outrun  youi'  tall  charger  now ;" 
and  bestowing  a  buffet  with  his  straw  hat  upon  the  Hank  (jf 
his  bearer,  the  beast  ([uickened  his  pace  still  more,  and,  with 
a  malicious  whisk  of  the  tail  and  Hing  with  his  hind  feet,  set 
off"  into  a  gallop.  But  we  must  pause  to  change  the  scene, 
and  precede  the  travellers  on  their  way. 


CHAPTER  II. 

There  are  few  situations  in  life  which  convey  to  the  mind  of 
man  more  completely  the  sensation  of  comfoit,  security,  and 
repose,  than  when,  after  a  long  day's  ride,  he  sits  at  ease  by  a 
glowing  fire,  and  hears — while  all  the  ready  service  of  a  well- 
conducted  inn  is  in  bustling  activity  to  minister  to  his  wants 
or  satisfy  his  appetite — the  rain  patter  and  the  tempest  roar 
without.  Nor  is  it  from  any  selfish  comparison  of  their  own 
fate  with  that  of  others  less  happy  that  men  derive  this  sen- 
sation, notwithstanding  the  dictum  of  the  most  selfish  of 
w^oiUd-be  pliilosophers.  It  is,  on  the  contrary,  from  a  com- 
parison of  their  own  situation  at  the  moment  with  what  that 
situation  sometimes  has  been,  or  might  even  then  be,  that 
the  good  and  the  generous  experience  such  feelings;  and 
though  the  thought  of  others,  exposed  to  the  tempest,  must 
naturally  cross  their  minds,  yet  that  thought  is  mixed  with 
jjity  and  regi'et. 

The  little  inn  towards  which  Bernard  de  Rohan  and  his 
companions  were  proceeding,  under  the  guidance  of  the  priest, 
when  last  we  left  them,  though  the  village  in  which  it  stood 
contained  not  above  nine  or  ten  cottages,  was  good  for  the 
time  and  the  country.  Its  only  sitting  room,  of  course,  was 
the  great  kitchen,  into  which  the  door  opened  from  the  road; 
but  that  kitchen  was  well  fenced  fi-om  the  wind  and  rain ;  the 
windows  were  small  and  cased  in  stone;  the  door  was 
sheltered  by  a  deep  porch,  where  host  and  travellers  sat  and 
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amused  themselves  in  the  summer  daytime;  and  as  it  ^Yas 
the  first  house  met  ^yith  after  passing  some  of  the  steejjest 
nioimtains  between  France  and  Piedmont,  everything  was 
done  to  make  it  attractive  in  the  eyes  of  weary  wayfarers. 

The  thunder  had  passed,  the  air  had  beccnne  cohl  and  raw, 
the  night  was  as  dark  as  a  bad  man's  thoughts,  a  lierce  wind 
was  blowing,  and  the  heavy  rain  dashed  in  gusts  against  the 
clattering  casements;  but  all  those  indications  of  the  harsh 
and  boisterous  state  of  the  Avcather  without  did  but  serve  to 
make  the  scene  within  seem  more  comfortable  to  the  eyes  of 
a  ti-aveller  who  sat  in  one  of  the  large  seats  within  the  shel- 
tering nook  of  the  chimney,  watching  the  busy  hostess 
prepare  more  than  one  savoury  mess  for  his  supper  on  the 
bright  wood  fire  that  blazed  upon  the  hearth.  In  the  mean- 
time, several  attendants  of  various  kinds  might  be  seen  in 
different  parts  of  the  wide  kitchen  cleaning  and  drying  har- 
ness, clothes,  baldrics,  and  weapons,  or  preparing  other 
matters  for  the  service  of  their  lord,  with  all  the  devices  of 
courtly  luxury. 

Those  attendants,  however,  were  not  the  attendants  of 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  nor  was  the  traveller  that  cavalier  himself; 
he  being  yet  upon  his  way  thither,  and  endming  all  the  fury 
of  the  storm. 

The  one  of  whom  I  now  speak  was  a  man  of  about  the 
same  age,  but  rather  older.  He  was  decidedly  a  handsomer 
man  also :  his  featm'cs  Avere  all  hner  in  form  ;  he  was  taller; 
his  complexion  was  fairer,  without,  however,  being  effeminate, 
and  it  was  evident,  too,  that  he  knew  his  personal  advantages, 
and  was  somewhat  vain  of  them.  He  was  dressed  with  much 
splendour,  according  to  the  fashion  of  that  day ;  and  though 
he  seemed  to  have  met  with  some  part  of  the  storm,  it  was 
clear  that  he  had  not  been  long  exposed  to  it. 

In  short,  as  he  sat  there,  he  might  well  be  pronounced  one 
of  the  handsomest  and  most  splendid  cavaliers  of  his  day ; 
but  there  was  a  som(;thing  which  a  closely  observing  eye 
might  detect  in  the  hanging  brow  and  curling  lip  that  was  not 
altogether  pleasant.  It  et)uld  scarcely  be  called  a  sneer ;  yet 
there  was  something  supercilious  and  contemptuous  in  it  too. 
Nor  was  it  altogether  haughty,  though  pride  undoubtedly  had 
its  share.  It  was  a  dark  and  yet  not  a  gloomy  expression. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  heart  that  lay  l)eneath  was  full  of  many 
an  unfathomable  idea,  and  proud  of  its  impenetrability.  The 
thoughts  miglit  be  good  or  bad;  but  it  was  evidently  a 
counttniauc(!  of  nnu;h  thought  under  a  mask  of  lightness — a 
deep  lake  beneath  a  rij)pk'. 

The  stranger  had,  as  we  have  said,  been  looking  on  while 
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the  hostess,  with  a  bustling  maid,  prepared  nuinifold  dishes 
for  his  sui)per,  and  he  added,  from  time  to  time,  a  gay  jest  to 
either  of  tlieni  uj^on  the  progress  of  the  work.  His  tone  was 
familiar  and  easy ;  but  it  might  be  remarked  tliat  his  jest 
always  arose  from  sometliing  that  came  bent^ath  his  eye,  and 
that  in  general  he  took  no  notice  whatever  of  the  re])ly, 
scarcely  seeming  to  hear  that  any  one  else  S])oke,  and  m:iking 
no  rejoinder,  but  letting  the  matter  droj)  till  he  thought  lit  to 
jest  again. 

At  length,  however,  he  said,  "  1  prithee,  dame,  double  yon 
portion  of  steaks  from  the  roe-deer,  and  add  me  some 
twenty  eggs  to  the  omelet.  You  will  have  more  visitors 
shortly." 

The  good  woman  started  up  with  a  look  of  some  surprise, 
and  might,  perhaps  have  thought  her  guest  a  conjuror,  luul 
not  his  words  been  followed  so  closely  by  the  noise  of  horses' 
feet,  that  the  source  of  his  knowledge  was  evident  at  once. 
A  moment  after,  voices  were  heard  calling,  and  the  aubergiste, 
who  had  been  aiding  some  of  the  servants  at  the  other  side 
of  the  kitchen,  opened  the  door  carefully  and  looked  forth. 
The  cold  wind  rushed  in  fiercely,  like  a  besieging  army  into 
a  stormed  city,  and  the  yellow  wax  flambeau  which  the  host 
carried  to  the  door,  and  which,  in  that  land  of  bees,  was  in 
those  days  common  to  every  country  inn,  was  exthiguished 
in  a  moment,  notAvithstanding  the  fierce  flame  wherewith  it 
burned. 

All  on  that  side  of  the  wide  dingy  room  was  now  in  dark- 
ness ;  but  voices  were  heard  as  of  many  persons  speaking, 
with  cries  for  horseboys  and  hostlers,  in  the  easily  dis- 
tinguished tongues  of  attendants,  while  the  landlord  assured 
the  travellers  again  and  again  that  he  w  ould  bestow  upon 
them  a  thousand-fold  better  accommodation  and  entertain- 
ment than  there  was  the  least  chance  of  their  obtaining  in 
reality. 

At  the  same  time,  a  full  rich  merry  voice  was  heard  chuck- 
ling at  the  boasts  of  mine  host,  and  exclaiming,  "  Ay,  ay, 
landlord!  is  it  not  so  ?  We  shall  have  dolphins  and  mullets, 
ortolans  and  beccaficos,  musk  slierbet  from  Constantinople, 
true  Roman  Falernian  mingled  with  honey,  and,  to  crown  all, 
a  Pythagorean  peacock  !  Nothing  less  will  serve  us  in  this 
cold  niglit ;  though,  methinks,  a  good  capon  and  a  tankard  of 
mulled  Avignon  claret*  w^ould  warm  me  well,  were  it  but 
ready  this  minute." 

While  the  jovial  priest,  whom  I  have  described  in  the  first 

*  The  first  time  I  ever  find  the  word  claret  used,  it  is  applied  to  the  wine  of 
Avignon. 
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chapter  of  this  true  history,  descended  fioin  his  ass,  joking 
at  every  movement  with  the  host,  Bernard  de  Rohan,  smiling 
at  his  new  companion's  merriment,  sprang  to  the  ground  and 
entered  tlie  kitchen  of  the  inn,  leaving  his  attendants  to  lead 
round  the  horses  to  the  stables  at  the  hack  of  the  huilding. 
It  might  not,  it  is  tnie,  be  very  satisfactory  to  him  to  fnid  that 
the  inn  was  so  fidly  tenanted,  as  he  soon  saw  that  it  was  ; 
but  he  was  one  of  those  who  fail  not  to  enjoy  what  may  fall 
to  their  lot,  as  far  as  possible  ;  and  as  he  advanced  towards 
the  iire,  he  thanked  Heaven  for  a  place  of  shelter  from  the 
rude  buffeting  of  the  storm. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  first  occupant  of  the  inn  continued, 
with  that  air  of  self-satisfied  indifference  which  has  been  a 
part  of  the  affectation  of  the  pampered  and  insolent  in  all 
ages,  to  look  at  nothing  but  the  proceedings  of  some  rebel- 
lious sticks  upon  the  hearth,  which  resisted  all  the  soft  per- 
suasions of  the  woman  whom  the  hostess  had  left  to  tend  the 
savoury  messes  at  the  fire,  while  she  herself  aided  her  hus- 
band in  receiving,  like  Hope,  her  new  visitors  with  false 
promises.  The  occupant  of  the  chimney  corner  looked 
neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left;  and  to  have  judged  by 
his  countenance,  one  would  have  supposed  that  he  heard  not 
one  sound  of  all  the  many  that  were  stirring  around  him, 
nor  had  a  greater  interest  in  anything  on  earth  than  in  the 
cooking  of  a  steak  of  roe  venison.  Even  when  Bernard  de 
Rohan  advanced  with  his  arms  jingling  as  he  trod,  and  after 
a  momentary  glance  at  him,  laid  hold  of  his  ann  with  a 
fi-iendly  smile,  the  stranger  merely  turned  round  with  a  look 
of  perfect  unconcern  to  see  who  it  was  that  either  in  enmity 
or  good-fellowship  thus  called  his  attention. 

When  he  saw  who  it  was,  however,  he  became  more  ani- 
mated, and  rising  with  a  smile,  shook  hands  with  him  warmly. 
"  Ha !  Bernard  de  Rohan  !"  he  exclaimed — "  I  can  liardlv 
believe  my  eyes.  Why,  Baron,  who  would  have  thought  to 
meet  you  thus  in  a  Savoyard  inn }  Have  you  then  quitted 
Italy  to  follow  Guise,  and  meet  the  enemy  in  the  north  ?  You 
have  not  thrown  by  the  spear  and  sword,  1  see  !  But,  in  a 
word,  say,  what  do  you  here  V^ 

"  Why,  to  say  truth,"  rei)lied  the  other,  "  nothing  is  now 
to  be  done  beyond  the  A])ennines  ;  and  though,  as  you  might 
well  know,  after  all  that  occurred  at  Civita,  I  am  as  little 
likely  to  follow  Guise  as  a  greyhound  is  to  hunt  in  ct)m])any 
with  a  lion,  yet  there  is  no  use  in  staying  behind  when  he  has 
not  only  left  the  field  himself,  but  taken  all  his  forces  with 
him.    I  am  tired  (jf  this  warfare,  too  !    I  long  for  souie  re])ose. 
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I  have  now  been  three  years  absent  from  Franee,  and  1  have 
a  yearning  to  see  my  own  hind  once  more." 

"  Yes,  and  some  fair  dame  therein,"  rejoined  his  com- 
panion. "  Is  it  not  so,  Do  Rohan  ?  I  r('mcml)er  well  voii 
seemed  to  have  but  small  delij^ht  in  the  bright  eyes  of  the 
young  Italians,  and  I  often  thought  that  it  must  be  some 
remembered  love  of  the  past  that  kept  you  thus  heart- 
whole." 

"  It  may  be  so,  Count,"  replied  Bernard,  gaily.  "  What 
man  is  there  Avithout  a  lady-love .?  If  there  be  one,  he  is 
neither  fit  for  war  nor  peace :  he  wants  the  great  excitement 
to  glory,  and  courtesy,  and  great  deeds.  But  even  had  it  not 
been  for  that,  Meyrand,"  he  added,  more  seriously,  "  I  love 
the  ladies  of  my  own  land  best.  Bright  looks  are  little  to  me 
without  true  hearts,  and  beauty  but  a  frail  substitute  for 
goodness." 

"  Pshaw,  sir  moralizer  !"  cried  his  companion, — "  beauty 
is  a  woman's  best  possession  till  she  be  old ;  and  then,  when 
she  has  done  with  the  graces,  let  her  take  up  with  the  virtues, 
or  the  muses,  or  anything  else  she  likes." 

"  Let  her  take  up  with  anything,  in  short,"  said  the  jolly 
priest,  coming  forward  to  the  fire,  and  sliaking  his  gown  to 
dry  it — "  Let  her  take  up  with  anything  but  a  libertine,  a 
fop,  or  a  courtier.  Let  her  bear  age,  or  ugliness,  or  anything, 
but  children  to  fools — so  shall  she  do  well  in  this  world  and 
the  next!     Is  it  not  so,  gay  sir?" 

The  Count  de  Meyrand  stared  at  him  with  a  look  of 
haughty  surprise ;  but  he  found  that  the  priest  was  as  indif- 
ferent as  he  could  be,  and  he  relapsed  for  a  minute  or  two 
into  silence,  while  the  page  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  came  up  to 
chsarm  his  lord.  The  operation  was  somewhat  long,  and  bv' 
the  time  it  was  accomplished,  the  trestles  had  been  brought 
forth  from  their  corner,  the  long  wooden  boards  which,  joined 
up  the  middle,  served  for  a  table,  had  been  taken  from  the 
wall  against  which  they  stood,  and  laid  ui)on  those  trestles, 
and  over  all  a  fine  white  tablecloth  had  been  spread,  with 
the  salt  in  the  midst. 

Plate  after  plate  of  well-cooked  viands,  emitting  an  odour 
most  savomy  to  hungry  men,  was  next  placed  on  the  board 
by  the  neat  hostess,  and  the  Count,  with  Ik'rnard  de  Rohan 
in  the  buff"  jerkin  he  had  worn  under  his  armour,  moved  to 
take  their  seats  at  the  head  of  the  table.  The  priest  sat 
down  beside  his  young  travelling  companion,  while  a  sneer- 
ing smile  curled  the  lip  of  Meyrand,  and  he  could  not  refrain 
fi'om  saying,  in  a  low  l)ut  not  inaudible  voice,  "  \\'hy,  Baron, 
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what  a  princely  youth  you  have  become,  to  travel  with  your 
fool,  and  in  canonicals  too."  i 

Bernard  did  not  reply ;  and  the  priest,  though  he  heard 
every  word,  said  nothing  till,  the  attendants  having  all 
ranged  themselves  at  the  lower  end  of  the  table,  together 
"v^'itll  the  host  and  hostess,  he  proceeded  to  bless  the  meat. 
He  had  scarcely  concluded,  however,  when  the  door  of  the 
inn  suddenly  opened,  and  a  person  in  the  garb  of  a  servant 
rushed  in.  He  was  without  hat  or  cloak,  and  there  was  a 
cut,  though  but  a  sliglit  one,  upon  his  forehead.  "  Help, 
help !"  he  cried,  gazing  eagerly  around  the  circle — "  Help, 
helj) !  they  are  canying  away  my  Lord  of  Masseran  and  my 
young  lady,  to  murder  them  in  the  mountains." 

These  words  produced  a  very  different  effect  upon  the 
persons  who  heard  them.  The  Count  of  Meyrand  sat  per- 
fectly still  and  indifferent,  listening  with  his  usual  air  of  cool 
self-possession  to  all  that  the  man  said,  and  never  ceasing  to 
carve  with  his  dagger  the  meat  that  was  before  him,  on  which 
he  had  just  commenced  when  the  inteiTuption  took  place. 

On  the  other  hand,  Bernard  de  Rohan  and  each  of  his 
servants,  as  if  moved  by  the  same  impulse,  started  up  at 
once.  The  young  gentleman's  left  hand  fell  naturally  to 
grasp  the  scabbard  of  his  sword,  and  before  the  man  had 
done  speaking,  he  had  taken  tlu'ee  steps  towards  the  door  of 
the  inn. 

Two  or  three  circumstances,  however,  occuiTed  to  inter- 
rupt him  for  a  moment.  There  were  various  confused  move- 
ments on  the  part  of  many  persons  present,  and  a  clamour 
of  several  tongues  all  speaking  at  once. 

At  the  same  time,  the  Count  exclaimed, "  Stay  one  moment, 
Baron  !  Stay  and  drink  one  cup  of  wine  with  me  before  you 
go  out  in  this  sweet  stormy  night  to  help  one  of  the  greatest 
scomidrels  that  Savoy  can  produce  or  France  either.  Stay, 
stay  one  moment !  Well,"  he  added,  seeing  Bernard  de 
Rohan  turn  fi'om  him  with  a  look  of  impatience,  "  well,  go 
and  help  ^Masseran,  if  you  will !  Heaven  send  the  rogues 
may  have  cut  his  throat  before  you  reach  them !" 

"  Yom*  horse,  my  lord !"  cried  one  of  the  attendants. 
"  Your  annour,  sir !"  said  another.  "  No,  no,  on  foot !  on 
foot !"  cried  Bernard  de  Rohan ;  "  on  foot  as  we  are  !  Time 
is  everything.  Lead  on,  fellow  !  lead  on  !  Send  us  out 
torches,  mine  host !" 

The  jovial  priest  had  started  up  almost  at  the  same  time 
as  his  travelling  companion.  "  By  our  Lady,  I  will  go  with 
you!"  he  cried,  "to  shrive  the  dying.  It  is  a  ])art  of  a 
priest's  trade;  though  1  confess,  if  1  were  knight,  and  noble 
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and  gallant  cavalier,  I  -would  stay  where  I  am,  like  tliis  brave 
Count,  and -exercise  my  chivalry  upon  venison  and  tankards 
of  Avino." 

^Vhilc  he  was  speaking,  there  drew  out  from  some  dark 
corner  of  the  inn-kitchen — where  he  had  remained  unnoticed 
by  any  one — a  tall  thin  gaunt  man,  with  a  straw  hat  on  his 
lu'jid,  and  a,  large  coarse  hrown  clouk  envelo])ing  almost  t])e 
whole  of  his  iigure.  He  took  three  stei)s  forward  into  the 
full  light,  and  certainly  there  had  seldom  been  seen  <a  more 
striking,  if  not  a  more  handsome,  countenance,  or  a  more 
remarkable  and  even  graceful  bearing,  than  that  which  the 
stranger  presented.  He  was  a  man  a])])arently  about  fivc- 
and-thiity  years  of  age,  with  acpiiline  featm'es,  large  black 
flashing  eyes,  the  bronze  of  sun  and  wind  and  storm  upon 
his  face,  and  five  or  six  deep  scars  upon  his  cheek  and  brow. 
He  was  remarkably  erect  in  person,  and  though  certainly 
meagre,  was  broad-shouldered  and  muscular,  or  rather,  ])er- 
haps,  I  may  say,  sinewy;  for  the  hand  that  gi'asped  his 
cloak,  and  the  part  of  the  arm  and  wrist  seen  above  it,  dis- 
played the  strong  markings  of  the  muscles  like  cords  under 
the  skin. 

He  came  directly  in  the  way  of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  as  the 
young  cavalier  advanced  toAvards  the  door ;  and  it  must  be 
confessed  that  there  was  something  strange  and  startling  in 
the  sudden  apparition  of  the  stranger,  which  made  the  other 
pause,  and,  with  an  involuntary  motion,  advance  his  right 
hand  towards  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

He  drew  it  back  again  instantly,  however,  somcAvhat 
ashamed  of  the  movement,  while  the  new  personage  thus 
brought  upon  the  stage  said,  in  a  deep  but  melodious  voice, 
"  I  will  go  with  you,  too,  young  gentleman,  and  may  do  you 
better  sendee  than  our  good  friend  the  priest  here." 

"  But,  Master  Leon'."  exclaimed  the  landlord  of  the  inn, 
advancing  towards  him  with  an  entreating  look. 

"  Hush!"  cried  the  stranger,  holding  up  his  hand,  and  at 
the  same  moment  the  jovial  priest  turned  also  upon  the  host, 
exclaiming,  "  Fry  your  eggs,  fry  your  eggs,  Gandclot,  and 
leave  other  people  to  fry  theirs.  Don't  be  afraid !  we'll  not 
toss  the  omelet  into  the  fire,  nor  spill  the  grease,  nor  set  the 
chimney  in  a  blaze.  You  know  me,  and  I  know  him;  and, 
though  he  is  the  last  man  that  should  say  I  can't  do  good 
service  when  I  like  it,  yet  T  will  go  with  him  without  a 
quaiTcl '." 

When  every  one  is  speaking  at  once,  a  conversation  which 
would  be  otherwise  long  is  very  rapidly  brought  to  a  con- 
clusion;  and  though,  as  we  have  seen,  then-  wi-re  luM'e  two 
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or  three  interlocutors,  all  that  we  have  described  scarcely 
interrupted  Bernard  de  Rohan  half  a  minute.  "  Lead  on, 
lead  on,  then !"  he  exclaimed,  impatiently,  addressing  the 
servant  Avho  had  made  the  appeal  for  assistance,  and  to  whom 
the  Count  de  Mcvrand  had  been  addressinsj;  a  few  words  in 
a  low  tone.  "  Lead  on,  1  say,  quick  !"  and  in  another 
moment  they  were  all  beyond  the  door  of  the  inn,  and  stand- 
ing upon  the  mountain  side  in  the  cold  air  of  night. 

The  Count  remained  at  the  table  ;  and,  shaping  their  con- 
duct upon  that  of  their  lord,  not  one  of  his  servants  attempted 
to  move.  Meyrand,  however,  did  not,  upon  the  whole,  seem 
particularly  well  satisfied  with  what  had  taken  place.  Per- 
haps he  might  not  be  quite  contented  with  the  inactive  part 
he  was  playing;  and  it  is  certain  he  asked  himself  whether 
Beniard  de  Rohan  coidd  attribute  his  conduct  to  any  want 
of  courage.  He  recollected,  however,  that  they  had  mounted 
to  the  assaidt  of  many  a  well-defended  breach  together,  and 
he  felt  sure  that  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  that  kind  on  his 
companion's  mind.  He  remained  in  thought,  however,  for  a 
minute  or  two  longer,  forgetting  even  the  supper  that  was 
before  him,  and  the  air  of  indifference  which  he  usually  bore ; 
but  at  length  he  beckoned  one  of  his  men  to  his  side,  and 
spoke  a  few  words  to  him  in  a  very  low  tone,  only  suffering 
the  two  last  to  be  heard :  they  were,  "  You  understand !" 

The  man  bowed  his  head  in  reply,  called  three  of  his  com- 
panions away  from  the  table,  sought  hastily  in  the  different 
corners  of  the  inn-kitchen  for  various  offensive  weaiions,  and 
then  left  the  place,  as  if  to  follow  and  assist  Bernard  de 
Rohan  and  his  party. 


CHAPTER  HL 

It  had  nearly  ceased  raining,  but  the  night,  as  we  have  said, 
was  cold  and  chilly,  the  sky  was  still  covered  with  thick 
clouds,  and  the  air  was  full  of  thick  darkness — to  use  the 
expressive  words  of  Scri]>ture ;  a  darkness  that  coiUd  be  felt. 
Bernard  de  Rohan  and  his  companions  paused  for  a  moment 
before  the  door  of  the  little  inn,  listening  to  catch  any 
sounds  of  the  conflict  from  which  the  servant  seemed  so  freshly 
to  have  come. 

All  was  silent,  however.  The  rushing  sound  of  the  moun- 
tain torrents,  swelled  by  the  latr  rains;  the  sighing  of  the 
night  winds  amongst  the  gorges  of  the  mountains  and  tliroiigh 
the   deep  pine  forests;  the  distant  cry  of  a  wolf,  and  the 
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whirring  scream  of  the  night  hawk,  as  it  flitted  by,  were  all 
heard  distinctly;  but  no  human  voice  mingled  with  the  otlier 
sounds. 

This  silence,  however,  gave  no  assurance  to  tlie  heart  of 
Bernard  de  Rohan  that  the  persons  for  whom  the  servant  had 
appealed  to  his  chivalry  had  escaped  from  their  assailants. 
It  was  well  known  at  that  time  that  every  ])art  of  Savoy  was 
infested  with  hands  of  brigands,  which  had  rather  increased 
than  diminished  in  number  since  France  had  taken  possession 
of  the  country ;  so  that,  unable  to  put  them  down,  the  famous 
Marechal  de  Brissac,  in  order  to  restrain  their  indiscriminate 
ravages  in  some  degree,  had  been  obliged  to  give  them  occa- 
sional employment  with  his  own  forces.  AVhen  not  thus  em- 
ployed, however,  they  were  known  to  lay  wait  in  all  the  prin- 
cipal passes,  both  of  Piedmont  and  Savoy,  and  take  toll  of 
all  travellers  with  a  strong  hand.  Enormous  barbarities  were 
from  time  to  time  charged  against  them ;  and  if  one  might 
judge  by  general  rumour,  no  scheme  was  too  wild,  no  act  too 
violent  and  desperate,  for  them  to  devise  and  execute.  The 
only  conclusion,  therefore,  which  Bernard  de  Rohan  drew 
from  the  absence  of  all  sounds  of  conflict,  was  that  the 
banditti  had  prevailed,  and  either  murdered  their  victims  or 
carried  them  off. 

"  Quick !  quick !"  he  cried,  after  that  momentary  pause. 
"  Lead  on,  lead  on,  good  fellow !  where  are  your  lord  and 
lady }     Which  is  the  way  ? " 

"  This  way,  noble  sir,  this  way,"  cried  the  man,  advancing 
at  once  along  the  road  which  led  more  immediately  into  the 
mountains.  "  They  cannot  have  gone  far:  I  could  hear  the 
voices  of  the  brigands  fr'om  the  inn  door." 

Thus  saying,  he  led  the  way  onward  with  gi-eat  speed;  but 
as  Bernard  de  Rohan  followed  with  the  same  quick  pace,  the 
clear  deep  voice  of  the  man  whom  the  host  had  called  Master 
Leon  somided  in  his  ear,  saying,  "  There  is  some  mistake 
here,  and  I  think  some  villany ;  but  fear  not." 

"Fear!"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  turning  his  head  to- 
wards him.     "  Do  you  suppose  I  fear?" 

"  No,  1  suppose  not,"  replied  the  man ;  "  but  yet  there  was 
no  common  interest  in  your  eye,  good  youth,  when  this  knave 
talked  of  his  young  mistress,  and  one  may  fear  for  others 
though  not  for  themselves.  But  hark  !  I  hear  a  noise  on  be- 
fore. \'oices  speaking.  Some  one  complaining,  I  think. 
Quick,  quick!  run,  sir  varlet,  run!" 

At  the  rapid  pace  at  which  they  now  proceeded,  they  soon 
heard  the  sounds  more  distinctly  before  them.  There  was  a 
uiiise  of  horses,  and  a  jingling  as  of  the  bells  of  uiules.    The 
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munniiring  of  a  number  of  voices,  too,  came  borne  upon  the 
air  down  the  pass,  and  some  foiu*  or  five  hundred  yards  farther 
up,  the  sen'ant,  who  was  now  running  on  as  fast  as  possible, 
stumbled  over  a  wounded  man,  who  uttered  a  cry  of  pain. 
But  the  young  cavalier  and  his  companions  slackened  not 
their  pace,  for  by  this  time  they  could  plainly  hear  some 
sharp  and  angry  voices  pouring  forth  oaths  and  imprecations, 
and  lu'ging  what  seemed  to  be  a  band  of  prisoners,  to  hurry 
forward  more  rapidly.  At  the  same  time  the  light  of  a 
torch,  or  more  than  one,  was  seen  gleaming  upon  the  grey 
rocks  and  green  foliage,  and  on  one  occasion  it  tlii'ew  upon 
the  flat  face  of  a  crag  on  the  other  side  of  the  ravine  the 
shadow  of  a  large  body  of  men  with  horses,  and  other  beasts 
of  burden. 

"  Now,  out  with  your  swords,"  cried  the  personage  named 
Leon,  in  a  tone  of  authority,  "  for  we  are  gaining  on  them 
quick,  and  I  doubt  not  shall  have  stout  resistance." 

Bernard  de  Rohan's  sword  was  already  in  his  hand  before 
the  other  spoke,  and  hurrying  on,  the  next  moment  he  reached 
an  angle  of  the  rock,  from  which  he  could  plainly  discern 
the  whole  party  that  he  was  pursuing.  He  paused  for  an  in- 
stant as  he  saw  them,  and  well  might  that  sight  make  him  do 
so,  for  the  torchlight  displayed  to  his  eyes  a  body  of  at  least 
fifteen  or  sixteen  armed  men,  some  of  them  mounted,  some 
of  them  on  foot,  driving  on  in  the  midst  of  them  two  or  three 
loaded  horses,  and  seven  or  eight  men  and  women,  several  of 
them  apparently  having  their  hands  tied.  The  party  was  about 
two  hundred  yards  in  advance,  and  though  the  torchlight  was 
sufficient  to  show  him  the  particulars  which  we  have  mentioned, 
yet  it  did  no  more  than  display  the  gleaming  of  the  arms  and 
the  fluttering  of  the  women's  garments,  without  at  all  giving 
any  indication  of  the  rank  or  station  to  which  the  prisoners 
belonged. 

The  young  cavalier,  it  must  be  remembered,  was  accom- 
panied by  only  five  ])ersons,  and  the  greater  part  of  those  five 
were,  like  himself,  but  lightly  armed.  His  momentary  pause, 
however,  was  only  to  reconnoitre  the  enemy,  without  the 
slightest  hesitation  as  to  what  his  own  conduct  was  to  be. 
He  knew  the  effect  of  a  sudden  and  unexjiectcd  attack,  and 
calculated  u])on  some  assistance  also  from  the  prisoners 
themselves;  but  had  he  had  nothing  but  his  own  courage  in  his 
favour,  his  conduct  would  have  been  the  same.  He  was 
again  hurrying  on,  when  the  jiowerful  grasj)  of  tlie  man 
named  Leon  was  laid  uj)on  his  arm,  and  stayed  lihn. 

"  Hush !"  he  said ;  "  do  not  l)c  too  quick  !  Do  you  not  see 
that  these  men  are  no  brigands,  as  you  thought.?" 
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"  How  should  I  see  that?"  demanded  Bernard  de  liohan, 
turning  sharply  upon  him.  "  Who  but  brigands  would  couunit 
an  aet  like  this?" 

"  Think  you  that  brigands  would  have  torches  with  them  ?" 
said  his  companion,  calmly.  "  Pause  a  moment,  pause  a 
moment:  let  them  get  round  yon  point  of  the  rock;  for  if 
they  hear  us  coming,  and  see  how  few  we  are,  we  shall  be 
obliged  to  do  things  that  we  had  better  not.  lievond  the 
rock  they  will  be  cooped  U})  in  a  little  basin  of  the  hills, 
where  they  can  be  attacked  with  advantage," 

"  You  seem  to  know  the  country  well,"  said  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  gazing  upon  him  with  some  suspicion,  as  the  light  of 
the  torches  faintly  rellected  from  the  other  side  of  the 
valley  served  partially  to  display  his  dark,  but  fine  coun- 
tenance, 

"  Ay !  I  do  know  it  well!"  replied  the  other:  "  so  well,  that 
from  the  foot  of  that  rock  which  they  are  now  turning,  I  will 
guide  you  up  by  a  path  over  the  shoulder  of  the  hill  till  we 
meet  them  in  front,  at  the  same  time  that  some  of  your  people 
attack  them  in  the  rear." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  did  now  hesitate ;  but  it  was  only  for  a 
moment.  His  mind  was  not  natmally  a  suspicious  one;  and, 
of  course,  had  the  proposal  been  made  by  any  one  whom  he 
knew,  the  advantages  of  such  a  plan  would  have  instantly 
struck  him,  and  he  woidd  have  followed  it  at  once.  But  the 
man  who  suggested  it  was  unknown  to  him.  Nay,  more, 
there  was  something  in  his  tone,  his  manner,  in  his  whole  ap- 
pearance, which,  to  say  the  best,  was  strange  and  unusual. 
His  garb,  as  far  as  it  had  been  seen,  was  unlike  that  of  the 
peasantiy  of  Savoy;  and,  in  short,  there  was  that  about  him 
which  naturally  tended  to  create  a  doubt  as  to  his  ordinary 
pursuits  and  occupations. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  hesitated  then,  but  it  was  with  the  hesi- 
tation of  only  one  moment.  He  hadbeen  accustomed  to  deal 
with  and  to  command  fierce  and  reckless  men ;  and  though 
his  years  were  not  sufficient  to  have  given  him  what  may  be 
called  the  insiyht  of  experience,  he  had  by  nature  that  clear 
discernment  of  tlie  human  character  which  is  the  meed  of 
some  few,  and  may  be  called  the  insight  of  instinct. 

During  his  momentary  pause,  then,  he  saw  that  the  dark 
eye  of  his  sti*ange  companion  was  fixed  upon  him,  as  if  read- 
ing what  was  passing  in  his  mind.  The  jovial  ])riest  also 
seemed  to  penetrate  his  thoughts,  and  said  in  a  low  voice, 
"  You  may  trust  him  !  You  may  tiaist  him  !  He  never  be- 
trayed any  one." 

"  1  do  trust  him,"  cried  Bernard  de  Rohan,  turning  nmnd 
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and  graspiiip;  the  stranger's  hand,  "  I  trust  him  entirely. 
Yon  and  I,"  he  continned,  "  will  go  over  the  hill  alone.  If  I 
judge  right,  we  have  both  been  in  many  a  hot  day's  strife, 
and  can  keep  that  naiTow  road  without  much  assistance.  It 
is  better  that  there  should  be  a  show  of  more  people  be- 
liind." 

As  he  spoke,  the  faint  flash  of  the  receding  torches  showed 
him  a  smile  upon  his  companion's  countenance.  "  Come  on 
slowly,"  said  Corse  de  Leon,  "  and  keep  near  the  rock ;  we 
shall  soon  get  up  with  them,  for  they  are  encumbered  and  we 
are  free." 

Thus  saying,  he  led  the  way,  remaining,  as  far  as  pos- 
sible, under  the  shadow  of  the  crags,  till  the  last  of  the  party 
before  them  had  tmnied  the  angle  beyond,  and  the  whole 
valley  was  again  in  darkness.  The  cavalier  and  those  who 
were  with  him  then  lum'ied  their  pace,  till  they  reached  a 
spot  where  a  point  of  the  rock  jutted  out  into  the  valley. 
There  the  sti'anger  paused,  bidding  the  attendants  of  the 
young  nobleman  pursue  their  way  along  the  road,  till  they 
came  up  with  the  rear  of  the  other  party,  and  then  attack 
them  as  suddenly  and  vehemently  as  possible.  "  Make  all 
speed,"  he  said,  "  for  we  shall  be  there  before  you,  cutting 
off  the  corner  of  the  hill. — Here,  priest !"  he  continued, 
"  here's  a  pistol  and  a  dagger  for  you.  You'll  need  some- 
thing to  Avork  with.  Now,  quick  on  yoiu"  way,  for  the  moon 
will  be  out  in  a  few"  minutes,  if  one  may  judge  by  the  pale- 
ness of  that  cloud's  edge,  and  her  light  would  betray  our 
scanty  numbers. — Follow  me.  Baron  ! — Here  !  Upon  this 
rock ! — Catch  by  that  bough ! — Another  step,  and  you  are  in 
the  path !" 

As  he  spoke,  he  himself  sprang  up,  seeming  w^ell  ac- 
quainted with  every  stock  and  every  stone  in  the  way ;  Ber- 
nard de  Rohan  followed  ^nth  less  knowledge  of  the  ])ath,  but 
all  the  agility  of  youth  and  strength,  and  they  had  soon 
nearly  reached  the  brow  of  the  hill. 

"  Out  upon  the  pale  moon !"  cried  Bernard  de  Rohan's 
companion,  pausing  and  gazing  up  towards  the  sky.  "  She 
shines  at  the  very  moment  she  should  not.  See  how  she  is 
casting  away  those  clouds,  as  if  she  were  opening  the  hang- 
ings of  her  tent!  We  may  go  slow,  for  we  shall  be  far  before 
them." 

He  now  led  the  way  onward  with  a  slower  pace ;  and  after 
ascending  for  somewhat  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  the 
path  began  to  descend  Jigain  as  if  to  rejoin  the  road.  Kvery 
step  was  now  clear,  for  tlie  moon  was  sliining  l)rightly;  and 
though  no  one,  probably,  could  see   Bernard  de  Rohan  and 
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his  compiinion  as  they  took  their  way  amongst  the  rhodo- 
dt'iuh-ons  and  junipers  wliich  were  thickly  mingled  with  the 
fragments  of  rock  around,  yet  they  themselves  from  time  to 
time  caught  a  distinct  view  of  the  valley.  An  occasional 
flash  of  light  upon  their  left  hand,  too,  Init  a  goud  deal  in 
the  rear,  soon  showed  Bernard  de  Rohan  that  his  guide  had 
told  him  the  truth  in  regard  to  the  sliortness  of  the  path  he 
hrtd  taken,  though  he  could  not  absolutely  see  the  road,  or 
those  who  were  travelling  along  it.  At  length,  however, 
they  reached  a  spot  where  the  path  which  they  were  following 
wound  along  within  ten  yards  of  the  chief  road  itself,  and 
choosing  a  small  break  nearly  surrounded  with  tall  shrubs 
and  broken  masses  of  the  crag.  Corse  de  Leon  stopped,  saying, 
"  It  will  be  well  to  stay  for  their  coming  here.  They  will 
take  fidl  ten  minutes  to  reach  this  place.  You  wait  for  them 
here  ;  I  will  climb  a  little  farther  up,  to  watch  them  as  they 
come,  and  will  be  back  again  in  time." 

If  Bernard  de  Rohan  entertained  any  suspicion  in  regard 
to  his  guide's  purposes,  he  knew  that  it  would  be  vain  to 
show  it,  and  therefore  he  made  no  oj^position  to  the  plan 
that  his  companion  proposed,  but  let  him  depart  without  a 
word ;  and  then  choosing  a  spot  amongst  the  trees,  where  he 
could  see  without  being  seen,  he  gazed  down  into  the  little 
basin  formed  by  the  suiTounding  hills.  The  clear  light  of 
the  moon  was  now  streaming  bright  and  full  into  the  valley, 
only  interrupted  from  time  to  time  for  a  single  moment  by 
fragments  of  the  clouds  driven  across  by  the  wind;  but  at 
first  Bernard  de  Rohan  could  see  nothing  of  the  party  which 
he  was  pursuing;  for  the  road  as  usual  wound  in  and  out 
along  the  irregular  sides  of  the  mountain,  being  raised  upon 
a  sort  of  terrace  some  two  hundred  feet  above  the  bottom  of 
the  valley.  In  a  moment  or  two,  however,  he  caught  sight 
of  them  again,  coming  slowly  on;  but  with  their  torches 
now  extinguished,  and  presenting  nothing  but  a  dark  mass, 
brightened  here  and  there  by  the  reflection  of  the  moon's 
light  from  some  steel  cap  or  breastplate. 

The  time  seemed  long,  and  their  advance  slow,  to  Bernard 
de  Rohan;  for  although  he  had  lain  in  many  an  ambush 
against  the  foe,  and  had  taken  part  in  many  an  encounter 
where  the  odds  against  him  were  scarcely  less  than  those 
which  were  now  presented,  yet  of  course  he  could  not  but 
feel  some  emotion  in  awaiting  the  result — that  deep  and 
thrilling  interest,  in  fact,  which  has  nothing  to  do  with  fear, 
and  approaches  perhaps  even  nearer  to  joy  —  the  interest 
M  Inch  can  only  be  felt  in  the  anticipation  of  a  fierce  but  noble 
strife,  where,  knowing  the  amount  of  all  we  risk,  we  stake 
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life  and  all  life's  blessings  upon  the  success  of  some  great 
and  generous  endeavour.  He  felt  all  this,  and  all  the  emotions 
which  such  a  state  must  bring  with  it,  and  thus,  longing  to 
throw  the  die,  he  found  the  moments  of  expectation  long. 

Now  seen,  and  now  lost  to  his  sight,  the  party  continued 
to  advance,  and  yet  his  strange  companion  did  not  malce  his 
appearance.  The  young  nobleman  judged  that  he  could  not 
be  far,  indeed,  for  once  or  twice  he  heard  the  bushes  above 
him  rustle,  while  a  stone  or  two  rolled  down  into  the  bottom 
of  the  valley ;  and  he  thought  he  distinguished  Leon's  voice 
murmm-ing  also,  as  if  talking  to  himself.  At  length  there 
was  a  clear  footfall  heard  coming  down  the  steepest  part  of 
the  mountain,  and  in  another  moment  the  sti'anger  stood  once 
more  by  Bernard  de  Rohan's  side.  As  he  came  near,  he 
threw  off  the  cloak  which  he  had  hitherto  worn,  and  cast  it 
into  one  of  the  bushes,  sapng  to  it  as  he  did  so,  "  I  shall 
find  you,  if  I  want  you,  after  this  is  over." 

His  appearance  now,  however,  left  Bernard  de  Rohan 
scarcely  a  doubt  in  regard  to  the  nature  of  his  usual  occu- 
pation. When  his  cloak  was  thus  thrown  off,  his  chest  and 
shoulders  were  seen  covered  with  that  peculiar  sort  of  corselet 
or  brigantine,  which  originally  gave  name  to  the  bands  called 
Brigands.  His  arms  were  free,  and  unencumbered  with  any 
defensive  armour ;  and  over  his  right  shoulder  hung  a  buff 
baldric,  suspending  his  long  heavy  sword.  This  was  not  all, 
however;  another  broad  leather  belt  and  buckle  went  round 
his  waist,  containing,  in  cases  made  on  puqiose  for  them,  a 
store  of  other  weaj^ons,  if  his  SAvord-blade  shoidd  chance  to 
fail :  amongst  which  were  those  long  and  formidable  knives 
Avhich  in  the  wars  of  the  day  were  often  employed  by  foot- 
soldiers  to  kill  the  chargers  of  their  mounted  adversaries. 
Daggers  of  various  lengths  were  there  also,  together  with  the 
petronel,  or  large  horse-pistol,  which  was  so  placed,|howcvcr, 
as  to  give  fi*ee  room  for  his  hand  to  reach  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

In  this  guise,'  he  approached  Bernard  de  Rohan,  saying, 
"You  see.  Baron,  I  am  better  prepared  for  this  encounter 
than  you  are.  You  have  nothing  but  your  sword,  you  liad 
better  take  one  of  these,"  and  he  laid  his  finger  upon  the 
but  of  a  petronel. 

"My  sword  will  not  fail  me,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
with  a  smile.  "  I  see,  indeed,  you  were  better  qualified  to 
judge  whether  these  are  brigands  or  not  than  I  was." 

"  They  are  no  brigands,"  rejilied  the  other — "brigands 
know  better  what  they  are  about,"  and  as  he  spoke  lie  tln-ew 
away  his  hat,  and  tied  uj)  his  long  lilack  hair,  which  fell  over 
his  ears  and  shoulders,  with  a  piece  of  riband.     "  I   cannot 
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very  well  understand,  "  he  continued  in  the  same  low  tone, 
"  what  has  become  of  your  people  and  the  priest ;  I  could 
see  nothing  of  them  from  the  lieiglit,  and  I  almost  fear  that 
these  villains,  fearing  ])ursuit,  have  broken  down  the  little 
wooden  bridge  behind  them,  at  what  we  call  the  Pas  de 
Suzzette,  where  the  stream  falls  into  the  river." 

"  Hark !"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  They  are  coming 
up,"  and  gras])ing  his  sword,  he  took  a  st(!])  forward. 

"Wait,"  said  the  Brigand,  layhig  hold  of  his  arm.  "Give 
your  people  the  last  minute  to  attack  them  in  the  rear.  By 
heavens,  they  ought  to  have  been  here  by  this  time." 

The  sound  of  horses'  feet  and  human  voices  now  became 
distinct  from  below,  and  oaths  and  imprecations  were  still 
heard  loud  and  .vehemently,  as  the  captors  hui'ried  on  their 
prisoners. 

"  Get  you  on,  get  you  on  !"  exclaimed  one  voice  ;  "  don't 
you  see  how  quietly  your  lord  is  going !" 

"  He  is  not  my  lord  !"  cried  another,  in  a  faint  tone.  "  I 
am  wounded  and  hurt,  and  cannot  go  faster." 

"  Get  on,  get  on,  villain  !"  reiterated  the  other  voice.  "You 
would  fain  keep  us  till  the  fools  behind  mend  the  bridge  and 
come  up  with  us.  Get  on,  I  say  !  —  If  he  do  not  walk  faster, 
prick  him  with  your  dagger,  Bouchart.  We  will  skin  him 
alive  when  we  get  to  the  end  of  the  march !  Drive  it  into  him !" 

A  sharp  cry  succeeded  —  Bernard  de  Rohan  could  bear 
no  more,  but  bursting  away  fi-om  the  hand  of  the  Brigand, 
he  sprang  into  the  road.  Leon  followed  him  at  once ;  but 
even  before  he  was  down,  the  young  cavalier's  sword  had 
stretched  one  of  the  advancing  party  on  the  ground,  and  was 
crossed  with  that  of  another. 

"  Hold,  hold !"  shouted  the  loud  voice  of  the  Brigand. 
"  Hold,  and  throw  down  your  arms  !  Villains,  you  are  sur- 
rounded on  all  sides !" 

For  a  moment  their  opponents  had  drawn  back  ;  but  the 
scanty  mnnber  of  the  assailants  was  seen,  before  Corse  de 
Leon  uttered  what  seemed  so  empty  a  boast. 

"  Cut  him  down !"  cried  a  voice  from  behind,  "  cut  him 
down  !"  and  one  of  the  horsemen  spurred  on  towards  him. 
Another,  at  the  same  moment,  aimed  a  blow  at  the  head  of 
Bernard  de  Rohan  from  behind,  which  struck  him  on  the 
shoulder  and  brought  him  on  his  knee,  while  a  shot  was  fired 
at  the  Brigand,  which  struck  his  cuirass,  but  glanced  olf 
harmless. 

"  It  is  time  we  should  have  help,"  said  Corse  de  Leon,  in 
a  cool  tone,  and — while  with  his  right  hand  he  dn  w  a  \nsto\ 
from  his  girdle,  levelled  it  at  the  head  of  one  of  those  who 
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were  contending  with  Bernard  de  Rohan,  fired,  and  saw  the 
man  fall  over  into  the  valley  below  —  with  the  left  he  applied 
a  small  instrument  to  his  lips,  producing  a  loud,  long,  shrill 
whistle,  which  those  who  have  heard  it  will  never  forget.  It 
is  like  the  scream  of  a  bird  of  prey,  but  infinitely  louder ;  and 
the  moment  it  proceeded  from  the  lips  of  the  Brigand,  similar 
sounds  echoed  round  and  round  from  twenty  dift'erent  points 
above,  below,  and  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  valley. 

When  Bernard  de  Rohan  staggered  up  from  his  knee,  the 
scene  was  com])letely  changed.  Corse  de  Leon  stood  no 
longer  alone,  but  with  three  stout  men  by  his  side  armed  to  the 
teeth.  The  fi-agments  of  rock  and  large  stones  that  were  roll- 
ing from  above  showed  that  rapid  footsteps  were  coming  down 
the  side  of  the  mountain.  Up  fi'om  the  rocky  bed  of  the 
stream  five  or  six  other  men  were  seen  climbing  with  the 
activity  of  the  chamois  or  the  izzard,  and  to  complete  the 
whole,  the  whistle  was  still  heard  prolonged  up  the  valley, 
while,  fi-om  the  same  side,  the  ear  could  distinguish  the  gal- 
loping of  horse  coming  down  with  fruious  speed. 

The  party  of  the  adversary,  however,  was  large.  All  were 
well  armed ;  all  evidently  accustomed  to  strife  and  danger, 
and  had  all  apparently  made  up  their  minds  to  struggle  to 
the  last.  They  accordingly  made  a  fierce  charge  at  once 
along  the  road,  in  order  to  force  their  way  on ;  and  the  strife 
now  became  hand  to  hand,  and  man  to  man,  while,  above  the 
contest,  the  loud  voice  of  the  Brigand  leader  was  heard 
shouting,  "Tie  them !  Tie  them  !  — Do  not  kill  tliem,  if  you 
can  help  it!" 

Nor  was  his  assumption  of  certain  success  unjustified. 
Every  moment  fresh  numbers  were  added  to  the  party  of  Corse 
de  Leon.  The  adversaries  were  driven  back  along  the  road, 
dragging  the  prisoners  with  them  some  way,  but  were  stopped 
by  fr'esh  opponents,  dropping,  as  it  were,  from  the  mountains, 
and  cutting  them  off  in  their  retreat.  They  were  still 
struggling,  however,  when  at  length  eight  or  nine  horsemen, 
the  sound  of  whose  approach  had  been  heard  before,  reached 
the  scene  of  combat,  and  then,  seeing  that  farther  resistance 
was  vain,  several  of  them  uttered  a  cry  of  "  Quarter !  quarter ! 
We  will  throw  down  our  arms." 

"  Here,  take  my  sword,  J^oland,"  said  the  Brigand  leader 
to  one  of  his  men.  "  Wipe  it  well,  and  go  back  for  my  hat 
and  cloak  which  I  left  amongst  the  bushes  by  the  cross  of 
St.  Maur.  —  Well,  Baron,"  he  continued,  turning  to  Bernard 
de  Rohan,  "  I  am  afraid  you  have  to  regret  the  want  of  your 
armour  —  tbat  was  a  bad  blow  on  your  head." 
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"  No,  it  stnick  my  shoulder,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
"  where  my  buff  coat  is  doubled.  There  is  no  great  hann 
done." 

"  You  liad  better  keej)  behind,"  continued  C.'orse  de  Leon, 
in  a  low  voice.  "  I  wished  not  to  have  displayed  my  men  at 
all,  had  it  been  possible  to  avoid  it;  but  it  could  not  be  helj)ed. 
However,  you  had  better  not  show  yourself  with  us.  It  n)ay 
make  mischief." 

"  But  the  lady,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  the  lady  !  —  let 
me  go  and  speak  to  her,  and  set  her  free ;  I  have  no  fear  of 
being  seen." 

"Leave  it  to  me — leave  it  to  me," said  the  Brigand.  "  Wni 
shall  have  opportunity  enough  to  speak  with  her.  And  she 
shall  know^  who  is  her  deliverer.  —  Will  you  not  trust  me, 
after  all  this  night's  work.?" 

"  Entirely,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan ;  "  but  it  is  natural, 
when  one  aids  a  lady  in  scenes  like  these,  to  wish  to  speak 
with  her,  to  soothe  and  tranquillize  her." 

"Especially  when  one  loves  her,"  replied  the  Brigand, 
laughing.  "But  you  shall  speak  with  her  in  a  moment,  only 
keep  back  for  the  present." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  had  neither  the  will  nor  the  power  to 
resist.  The  Brigand,  indeed,  might  well  assume  the  tone  of 
command,  for  at  that  moment  there  could  be  no  successful 
opjDosition  to  his  will ;  but,  besides  this  consideration,  there 
were  other  feelings  in  the  bosom  of  the  young  cavalier  which 
inclined  him  to  yield  at  once. 

Everything  that  he  had  seen  was  calculated  to  surprise 
and  perjjlex  him.  The  knowledge  which  his  strange  com- 
panion seemed  to  have  of  liis  history  and  circumstances ;  the 
state  of  active  preparation  in  which  he  had  found  him,  as  if 
he  had  been  aware  long  before  of  all  that  was  about  to 
occur,  and  had  taken  measures  to  meet  every  contingency ; 
the  interest  which  he  had  shown  in  an  enterprise  that  seemed 
not  to  concern  him  at  all,  and  the  active  and  vehement  op- 
position he  had  evinced  to  persons  apparently  engaged  in 
the  same  trade  of  violence  with  himself,  w^ere  all  unaccount- 
able to  Bernard  de  Rohan;  and  he  paused  in  some  anxiety 
to  see  what  would  be  the  next  act  in  the  strange  drama  in 
which  he  himself  was  bearing  a  part. 

While  the  brief  conversation  which  I  have  narrated  took 
place  between  the  Brigand  and  the  young  cavalier,  the  suc- 
cessful party  had  drawn  closer  and  closer  round  their  ad- 
versaries, and  were  busily  disanning  and  tying  them.  This 
operation,  being  carried  on  with  great  dexterity  and  rajjidity. 
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had  advanced  considerably,  when  Leon  agahi  strode  forward 
int )  the  midst  of  tliem  to  give  farther  directions. 

"Not  so  tight!  Not  so  tight,  Antoine  !"  he  said :  "you'll  cut 
his  wrists  with  those  thongs.  Take  off  his  corselet,  Pierre. 
You  cannot  get  it  off  when  his  arms  are  tied.  —  If  he  resists, 
pitch  him  over  into  the  stream.  —  That  horse  will  break  away 
and  be  lost.  —  Some  of  you  come  and  untie  my  Lord  of 
Masseran  and  his  people.  —  Noble  Signior,"  he  continued, 
and  Bernard  de  Rohan  thought  that  he  heard  a  good  deal  of 
bitter  mockery  in  his  tone,  "  I  pray  you  tell  me  what  is  to  be 
done  with  these  insolent  villains  who  have  dared  to  lay  violent 
hands  upon  you  and  your  lady  wife's  fair  daughter.  Shall 
we  put  them  to  death  on  the  spot  —  which,  perhaps,  would 
be  the  wisest  plan,  as  the  dead  are  very  silent ;  or  shall  we 
send  them,  bound  hand  and  foot,  to  your  chateau,  that  you 
may  give  them  your  own  directions  as  to  what  they  are  to  say 
and  do  ?" 

These  words  were  addressed  to  a  tall,  graceful  man,  some- 
where between  forty  and  fifty  years  of  age,  who  had  appeared 
as  one  amongst  the  prisoners  of  the  party  just  overthrown. 
He  seemed  not  particularly  w^ell  pleased  with  the  Brigand's 
speech,  and  replied  in  a  tone  somewhat  sullen,  "  You  must 
do  with  them  as  you  please,  sir,  and  with  us  also,  though 
from  your  words  I  suppose  tliat  you  mean  us  good  and  not 
evil." 

"  Oh,  certainly,  my  good  lord,"  replied  the  other  —  "  I  am 
here  to  free  you,  and  you  shall  be  safely  conducted  by  my 
people  to  your  own  abode.  Am  I,  by  your  authority,  then, 
to  treat  these  men  as  they  deserve  ?" 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  seemed  to  hesitate  for  a  moment, 
but  then  re]3lied,  sharply,  "  By  all  means  !  By  all  means ! 
They  well  deserve  punishment." 

"  Oh !  si)are  them !  spare  them !"  cried  a  lady's  voice. 
"  They  have  done  evil,  certainly  ;  but  they  might  have  treated 
us  worse.     Do  not  hurt  them,  sir." 

"  Lady,"  replied  the  Brigand,  "  I  will  only  punish  them  as 
they  deserve,  and  you  yourself  shall  hear  the  sentence.  Strip 
off  every  man's  coat.  Take  off  the  bridles  of  their  horses, 
and  therewith  flog  them  down  the  valley  to  Gandelot's  Lin. 
When  they  are  there,  tiiey  will  know  what  to  do  with  them- 
selves. Now,  lady,  this  is  but  small  measure  of  retribution 
for  bad  acts.  —  Quick,  my  men,  quick !  —  You  must  take 
them  over  the  hill,  for  the  bridge  is  broken." 

He  then  sj)oke  a  few  words  to  one  of  his  coinpitnions  in  a 
low  tone;  iiftcr  which,  he  returned  once  more  to  Bernard  de 
liohan,  who   had  remained   behind,  asked  2)articularly  after 
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the  wounds  he  had  received,  and  inquired  whetlicr  lie  were 
fit  to  escort  a  hidy  some  two  leagues  that  niglit.  He  spoke 
with  a  smile;  and  there  was  no  hesitation  in  the  young 
cavalier's  rejily.  Before  their  short  conversation  was  ended, 
the  Brigand's  orders  in  regard  to  his  ])risoners  were  in  the; 
act  of  execution;  and  certain  it  is  that  the  discipline  to  whicli 
they  were  subjected  was  sufficiently  severe,  if  one  might  judge 
by  many  a  piteous  cry  which  echoed  up  the  vallev,  for  some 
minutes  after  they  were  driven  in  a  crowd  down  the  rcnitl. 
The  young  lady  covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands,  and  re- 
mained silent ;  but  a  grim  smile  came  upon  the  countenance 
of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  as  if  there  was  something  pleasant 
to  him  in  the  music  of  human  suffering. 

There  were  still  some  ten  or  twelve  of  Leon's  band  around ; 
and  their  next  task  was  to  untie  the  hands  of  such  of  the 
Lord  of  Masseran's  people  as  were  still  boimd.  "  Now,  sir," 
continued  the  Brigand,  as  soon  as  this  was  accomplished, 
"  you  shall  have  good  escort  back  to  your  chateau.  But  we 
must  go  in  separate  parties.  You  and  your  foirr  servants, 
under  the  carefid  protection  of  Elois  here,  by  the  mountain 
path  you  know  of.  The  yoimg  lady,  I  myself  will  escort  by 
the  longer,  but  the  smoother  road." 

"  Nay,  nay !"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  quickly ; 
"  why  separate  us  .''  If  you  mean  well  by  her,  why  not 
let " 

"  Because  it  pleases  me  not,"  replied  the  Brigand,  in  a 
stern  tone.  "  Who  is  lord  here  upon  the  side  of  the  moun- 
tain but  1 .''  You  are  lord  in  yoiu*  chateau,  and  none  dare 
answer  you.  But  I  am  lord  in  the  moonlight  and  on  the  hill- 
side, and  none  shall  answer  me." 

"  Oh!  in  pity,  in  pity  !"  exclaimed  the  yoimg  lady,  hold- 
ing out  her  hands  with  a  gesture  of  entreaty.  But  the  Bri- 
gand advanced  to  her  horse's  side,  and  spoke  a  word  to  her 
in  a  low  tone.  She  let  her  hands  drop  again  without  re])lv, 
and  Bernard  de  Rohan,  who  had  remained  in  the  shade, 
while  the  moonlight  fell  full  upon  her,  could  see  her  eyes 
suddenly  turn  towards  the  spot  where  he  stood. 

"  Lead  on  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  Elois  !"  said  the  voice  of 
Corse  de  Leon.  "  Leave  that  poor  fellow  who  seems  wounded 
with  the  lady ;  and  take  the  rest  with  you." 

There  was  no  reply,  and  the  Savoyard  nobleman,  with  his 
companions,  was  led  on  by  a  strong  ]iarty  of  the  brigands  u]i 
the  vallev,  and  then  across  the  stream.  As  he  passed  Ber- 
nard de  Rohan,  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  him  for  a  moment, 
but  made  no  observation;  and  at  tlie  same  time  the  Brigand 
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held  up  his  finger  to  the  young  cavalier,  as  if  diiecting  him 
still  to  forbear  for  a  time. 

As  soon  as  the  hill  hid  the  other  party  from  their  sight, 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  unal)le  to  bear  the  restraint  any  longer, 
sprang  forward  to  the  lad}''s  side,  and  threw  his  arms  around 
her.  His  head  was  bare,  and  as  he  looked  up  towards  her, 
the  moonlight  fell  fiill  upon  his  face.  As  if  still  doubtful, 
however,  she  gazed  wildly  and  eagerly  upon  him :  parted  the 
curls  of  his  hair  with  her  hands  back  from  his  forehead:  then 
threw  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  bending  her  head,  wept 
ujjon  his  shoulder. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"  At  length  !  at  length !  Bernard,"  said  the  voice  of  the 
young  lady ;  and  the  heart  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  echoed 
the  words  "  At  length  !  at  length  !"  as  he  pressed  her  hand 
in  his. 

"  At  length !  at  length !  Bernard,"  she  said,  "  you  have 
come  back  to  me  !" 

"  Did  you  not  send  me  from  you,  yourself,  Isabel .?"  he 
said,  thinking  there  was  something  almost  reproachful  in  her 
tone.  "  And  have  I  not  returned  the  moment  you  told  me  I 
might — the  moment  you  called  me  to  aid,  and  I  trust  to 
deliver  you  ?  Would  I  ever  have  quitted  you,  but  at  your 
own  word .?" 

"  It  is  true !  it  is  all  true !"  she  said,  in  a  gentle  tone ; 
"  but  I  knew  not,  dear  Bernard,  all  that  was  to  befal  me — 
all  the  painful,  the  anxious  circumstances  in  which  I  was  to 
be  placed.  We  w^ere  then  too  young,  far  too  young,  for  me 
to  jjress  my  father's  promise.  I  had  no  right  to  rob  you  of 
so  many  years  of  glory.  My  brother,  too,  wanted  protection 
and  guidance  in  the  field.  At  that  time,  everything  looked 
briglit,  and  I  thought  that  you,  Bernard,  would  lead  him  to 
honour  and  bring  him  back  in  safety.  I  knew  you  would, 
and  you  have  done  it.  But  in  those  days  I  little  dreamed 
that  my  mother,  in  her  widowhood,  would  willingly  wed  a 
stranger,  and  make  her  hand  the  hire  of  this  Savoyard  to 
serve  the  cause  of  France  against  his  native  prince.  But  you 
have  returned  to  me,  Bernard,"  she  continued,  in  a  more 
joyful  tone — "  you  have  returned  to  me,  and  all  will  be  well 
again." 

So  ever  thinks  the  inexperienced  heart  of  youth,  when 
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even  for  a  single  moment  the  dark  clouds  break  awny,  and  a 
ray  of  sunshine,  however  transient,  briglitens  up  a  day  of 
storms. 

"  I3c  not  too  sure  of  that,  lady  !"  said  the  deep  voice  of 
the  Brigand — "  be  not  too  sure  of  that !  There  have  been 
more  dangers  around  you  already  than  you  know  of.  They 
have  not  yet  passed  away,  and  perchance  may  fall  upon  him 
as  w^cll  as  you." 

"  Heaven  forbid !"  she  cried,  turning  her  eyes  fn-st  ujjon 
the  countenance  of  the  man  who  spoke,  and  then  with  a 
softer  and  a  tenderer  look  upon  her  lover.  "  If  it  is  to  be  so, 
I  shall  wish  you  back  again,  Bernard." 

"  Not  so,"  said  the  Brigaud,  "•  not  so  !  We  are  fools  to 
think  that  life  is  to  be  a  bright  day,  uneheckered  with  storms 
or  with  misfortunes.  There  is  but  one  summer  in  the  year, 
lady  :  the  winter  is  as  long ;  the  autuuni  has  its  frosts  and  its 
sear  leaves ;  and  the  s])ring  its  cold  winds  and  its  weejiiug 
skies.  In  the  life  of  any  one  the  bright  portion  is  but  small, 
and  he  nnist  have  his  share  of  dangers  and  sorrows  as  well 
as  the  rest.  They  will  be  lighter  if  you  share  them,  and  if 
he  shares  yours. — Let  us  go  forward  on  our  way,  however. 
Will  you  mount  one  of  these  horses.  Baron,  or  walk  l)y  the 
lady's  side  ? — Oh,  walk,  will  you  ?  Then  follow  the  onward 
path.  We  will  come  on  some  hundred  yards  behind,  near 
enough  to  guard  you,  but  not  to  interrupt." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  and  the  lady  proceeded  on  their  way. 
Nor  did  they  fail  to  take  advantage  of  the  moments  thus 
afforded  for  conversing  alone,  though  no  one  in  such  circum- 
stances does  take  sufficient  advantage  of  the  moments.  Our 
minds  are  so  full  of  thoughts,  our  hearts  so  full  of  feelings, 
that  they  crowd  and  confuse  each  other  in  seeking  to  make  their 
way  forth.  But  a  small  jiart  is  ever  spoken  of  that  which 
might  be  spoken ;  and  had  the  time  of  their  journey  been  more 
than  doubled,  there  would  still  have  been  questions  to  ask, 
and  plans  to  arrange,  and  hojies  and  w'islu>s  and  fears  to  ex- 
press; and  Love,  too,  would  have  had  a  world  to  tell  and  to 
hear;  and  many  a  caress  would  have  remained  to  be  given, 
and  many  a  vow  woidd  yet  have  required  to  be  renewed. 

Thus,  when  at  length,  after  advancing  for  nearly  two  hours, 
several  distant  lights  were  seen  uj)on  the  side  of  a  dark  hill 
beyond,  as  if  issuing  from  the  windows  of  some  building, 
they  found  that  they  had  not  said  half  that  they  might  have 
said,  and  wished  that  the  minutes  could  come  over  again.  It 
is  not,  indeed,  in  such  eircuuistances  alone  that  man  casts 
aw^ay  opportunities.  It  is  all  his  life  long,  and  every  moment 
of  his  life.     Those  opportunities  are  like  the  beaiuiful  wild 
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flowers  that  blossom  in  cvciy  meadow  and  in  every  hedge, 
while,  heedless  or  careless,  imseeing  or  nnknowing',man  passes 
them  by  continnally,  or  walks  npon  his  way,  and  tramples 
them  under  his  feet. 

When  they  reached  that  spot,  however,  and  the  castle  of 
Masseran  was  before  their  eyes,  the  Brigand  came  up  at  a 
quick  pace,  saying,  "  Let  us  pause  a  moment,  and  see  whether 
our  com])anions  have  arrived  before  us.  It  might  be  danger- 
ous for  his  deliverers  to  come  too  neai"  the  Lord  of  Masseran's 
gates  without  sufficient  numbers." 

As  he  thus  spoke,  he  put  the  peculiar  whistle  which  he 
carried  to  his  lips,  producing  a  lower  sound  than  before,  but 
sufficiently  loud  to  be  heard  around,  and  call  forth  many  an 
answer  up  to  the  very  gates  of  the  castle  itself. 

"  They  are  here,"  continued  the  Brigand,  "  and  the  good 
lord  is  in  his  hold.  Now,  lady,  you  have  doubtless  promised 
things  which  you  may  find  it  difficult  to  perform.  \'ou  have 
promised  to  see  this  noble  cavalier,  and  give  him — if  needs 
must  be,  by  stealth — the  happiness  of  your  presence ;  but  I 
know  better  than  you  do  how  things  will  befal  you.  You 
will  be  watched;  you  will  never  be  suffered  to  leave  that 
castle's  gates  without  a  train,  which  will  cut  you  off  from 
speaking  with  any  one.  The  gardens  of  the  castle,  however, 
will  doubtless  be  free,  for  the  walls  are  high,  the  gates  securely 
locked,  and  the  way  up  to  them  watched.  Nevertheless, 
there  is  the  small  postern  in  the  corner  of  the  lowest  terrace, 
hid  by  a  tall  yew  tree:  lay  your  hand  upon  the  handle  of  the 
lock  at  any  time  of  the  day  you  please.  If  it  ojxm  not  at 
the  first  trial,  wait  a  moment,  and  try  it  again.  You  shall 
never  try  it  three  times  without  finding  that  door  give  way  to 
your  hand." 

"  But  he  tells  me,"  said  the  lady,  sjieaking  more  directly 
to  what  was  passing  in  the  Brigand's  thoughts  than  to  Avhat 
he  actually  expressed — "but  he  tells  me  that  he  is  actually 
on  his  way  to  visit  my  mother's  husband,  charged  with 
messages  of  import  to  him  from  the  noble  Marquis  of  Brissac, 
and  that  to-morrow  morning  he  will  be  there,  openly  demand- 
ing admittance." 

"  See  him  in  the  evening  also,  lady,  whatever  befal,"  re- 
plied tlie  otlier.  "  There  are  more  dangers  round  you  than 
you  wot  of. — But  I  will  s])eak  to  him  farther  as  we  return. 
Now  you  had  better  go  on." 

A  few  minutes  more  brought  them  nearly  to  the  g.ates  of 
the  castle.  TIk;  Brigand  had  remaincul  behind  to  wait  the 
coming  up  of  his  ])e()p]e.  Bernard  de  Kohan  turned  to  sec 
if  they   were  approaching;  but  he  could  now  perceive  no 
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one  upon  the  road  but  a  single  figure  coming  slowly  on  at 
some  distance,  and  leading  a  horse  by  the  bridle.  It  was  a 
moment  not  to  be  lost.  Once  more  he  threw  his  arms  round 
the  lady  beside  him,  and  she  bent  her  head  till  their  li])s  met. 
There  were  no  farther  words  between  them  but  a  few  luicon- 
nected  nnmes  of  tenderness,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  after 
they  were  joined  by  the  wounded  servant,  who  had  remained 
behind  with  the  lady  and  those  who  accompanied  her  when 
the  Lord  of  ^lasseran  and  the  rest  were  sent  on. 

"  Ah !  my  lord,"  he  said,  looking  wistfully  in  the  face  of 
the  young  cavalier,  "  you  have  forgotten  me,  but  I  have  not 
forgotten  you;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  my  love  and  duty 
to  my  young  mistress,  I  wovild  have  been  with  you  in  Italy 
long  ago,  especially  when  the  Countess  sold  herself  to  her 
stranger  husband." 

"  No,  indeed,  Ilenriot,  I  have  not  forgotten  you,"  re])lied 
Bernard  de  Rohan ;  "  and  I  beseech  you,  for  love  of  me  as 
well  as  your  young  mistress,  stay  with  her  still,  and  be  ever 
near  her.  I  much  doubt  this  Lord  of  Masseran,  and  have 
heard  no  little  evil  of  him.  She  may  want  help  in  moments 
of  need,  and  none  can  give  her  better  aid  than  yourself;  l)ut 
I  fear  you  have  been  much  hurt,"  he  added,  "  for  y(ju  walk 
feebly  even  now." 

"  It  will  soon  pass,  my  lord,"  replied  the  man  ;  "  but  I  see 
a  light  at  the  gate :  we  had  better  go  on  quickly,  if,  as  I 
judge,  you  would  not  be  recognised." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  took  one  more  embrace,  and  then  parted 
with  her  he  loved.  He  paused  upon  the  road  till,  by  the 
light  which  still  shone  from  the  gate  of  the  castle,  he  saw  her 
and  her  follower  enter  and  disappear  beneath  the  low-browed 
arch.  He  then  turned  away,  and  retrod  his  steps  along  the 
side  of  the  hill.  He  was  left  to  do  so  for  some  way  in 
solitude,  though  he  doubted  not  that  the  hill-side  and  the 
valley  below  him  were  both  much  more  re]ilete  with  human 
life  than  they  seemed  to  be.  At  the  distance  of  little  more 
than  half  a  mile  from  the  castle,  he  was  forced  to  pause,  for 
the  moon  had  now  sunk  behind  the  mountain,  and  there  were 
two  roads,  one  branching  to  either  hand. 

"  Keep  to  the  right,"  said  a  deep  voice  near  him,  as  he 
stop])ed  to  choose  his  path;  and  the  next  moment  the  Brigand, 
coming  forth  from  the  bushes  amongst  which  he  had  been 
sitting,  walked  on  upon  his  way  beside  him. 

"  Ours  is  a  busy  life,  you  see,"  he  said ;  "  but  yet  it  is  not 
every  night  that  we  have  so  much  business  to  do  as  we  have 
had  "lately." 

"  Nor,  I  should  think,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  '•  is  it 
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every  night  that  you  have  upon  your  hands  business  which 
can  leave  so  much  satisfaction  liehind." 

"  I  know  not,"  answered  the  Brigand,  "  and  yet  in  some 
sort  what  you  say  is  true.  For  I  have  had  pleasure  in  what 
I  have  done — I  have  had  pleasure  in  serving  that  bright 
lady — why,  it  matters  not:  I  have  had  pleasure  in  serving 
you — why,  it  matters  not:  I  have  had  pleasure  in  frustrating 
a  base  and  villanous  scheme— why,  it  matters  not.  But  you 
must  not  think,Baron,  that  in  the  ordinary  business  of  my  every- 
day life  there  are  any  of  those  weak  thoughts  about  me  which 
poison  its  enjopnents  and  make  the  memory  of  each  day  bitter. 
You  and  I  are  different  beings,  born  for  a  different  course." 

"  We  are  both  men,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan. 

"  Ay !"  answered  the  Brigand — "  and  so  are  the  dove  and 
falcon  both  birds.  As  well  might  that  dove  think  that  the 
life  of  the  falcon  must  be  miserable,  because  it  is  a  bird  of 
prey,  as  you  judge  of  my  feelings  by  your  own.  I  am  a 
bird  of  prey — I  am  the  brother  of  the  eagle  on  the  rock. 
Our  joys  and  our  pursuits  are  the  same  ;  and  they  leave  no 
more  regi'et  with  me  than  they  do  with  that  eagle,  when  he 
folds  his  wings  in  his  eyrie,  after  the  day's  chase  is  done." 

The  comparison  was  one  which,  as  Bernard  de  Rohan  very 
well  understood,  was  pleasant  and  satisfactory  to  his  com- 
j)anion's  feelings,  but  he  could  not  admit  its  justice  to  any 
great  extent.  He  cared  not  to  point  out,  however,  where  it 
failed,  and  merely  replied,  "  But  there  is  a  difference  between 
men  and  bnites.  Man  has  his  reason  to  guide  him,  and 
must  be  governed  by  laws.  The  eagle  has  no  law  but  the 
instinct  which  God  has  given  him." 

"  Is  not  God's  law  the  best .'"'  exclaimed  the  Brigand. 
"  God  gave  the  eagle  his  law,  and  therefore  that  law  is  right. 
It  is  because  man's  law  is  not  God's  law  that  I  stand  here 
upon  the  mountain.  Were  laws  equal  and  just,  there  would 
be  few  found  to  resist  them.  While  they  are  uneqtial  and 
unjust,  the  poor-hearted  may  submit  and  tremble  ;  the  power- 
less may  yield  and  suffer :  the  bold,  the  free,  the  strong,  and 
the  determined  fall  back  upon  the  law  of  God,  and  wage  war 
against  the  injustice  of  man.  If  you  and  I,  Baron,"  he  con- 
tinued, growing  excited  with  the  heat  of  his  argument,  "  if 
you  and  1  were  to  stand  before  a  court  of  human  justice,  as 
it  is  called,  ])leadiug  the  same  cause,  accused  of  the  same 
acts,  would  our  trial  be  the  same,  our  sentence,  our  pimish- 
ment  ?  No!  all  would  be  different;  and  wh>' ?  Because 
you  are  Bernard  de  Rohan,  a  wealthy  baron  of  the  land,  and 
I  am  none.  A  name  would  make  the  difference.  A  mere 
name  would  bring  the  sword  on   my  head  aud  leave  yours 
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iinwoimded.  If  so  it  be,  I  say — if  such  Lc  tlie  world's 
equity,  I  set  up  a  retribution  for  myself.  I  raise  a  kiiif^doni 
in  the  passes  of  these  mountains — a  kingdom  where  all  the 
privileges  of  earth  are  reversed.  Here,  under  my  law,  the 
noble,  and  the  rich,  and  the  proud  are  those  that  unist  bow 
down  and  suffer ;  the  poor,  and  the  humble,  and  the  good, 
those  that  have  protection  and  imnnuiity.  Go  ask  in  the 
peasant's  cottage  :  visit  the  good  pastor's  fireside  :  inquire  of 
the  shepherd  of  the  mountain,  or  the  farmer  on  the  plains. 
Go  ask  them,  I  say,  if  under  the  sword  of  Corse  de  Leon 
they  lose  a  sheep  from  their  flock,  or  a  sheaf  from  their  field. 
Go  ask  them  if,  when  the  tyrant  of  the  castle — the  lawless 
tyrant,  or  the  tyrant  of  the  city — the  lawful  tyrant,  plundtjrs 
their  property,  insvdts  their  lowliness,  grinds  the  face  of  the 
poor,  or  wrings  the  heart  of  the  meek,  ask  them,  I  say,  if 
there  is  not  retribution  to  be  found  in  the  midnight  court  of 
Corse  de  Leon,  if  there  is  not  punishmoit  and  justice  poured 
forth  even  upon  tlie  privileged  heads  aljove." 

Bernard  do  Rohan  felt  that  it  would  be  useless  to  argue 
with  him ;  for  it  was  evident  that  he  was  not  one  of  those 
who  are  doubtful  or  wavering  in  the  course  they  pursue. 
There  was  some  truth,  too,  in  what  the  man  said :  truth 
which  Bernard  de  Rohan  ventured  to  admit  to  his  own 
heart,  even  in  that  age,  Avhen  such  sentiments  could  only  be 
looked  upon  as  treasonable.  He  was  silent,  then,  consider- 
ing how  to  reply,  when  the  Brigand  himself  went  on. 

"  Think  not,"  he  continued,  "  that  I  have  chosen  my  part 
without  deep  thought.  There  are  some — and  perhaps  you 
think  me  one  of  tliem — who  are  driven  by  circumstances,  led 
by  their  passions,  or  their  follies,  or  their  vices,  to  a  state  of 
opposition  with  the  rest  of  mankind,  and  who  then,  when 
cast  out  from  society,  find  a  thousand  specious  reasons  for 
warring  against  it.  But  such  is  not  my  case.  Ever  since  my 
youth  have  such  things  been  dwelling  in  my  mind.  I  had 
pondered  them  long.  1  had  fully  made  up  my  mind  as  to 
what  was  right  and  what  was  wrong,  years  before  injustice 
and  iniquity — years  before  the  insolence  of  privileged  tyranny 
drove  nu;  forth  to  practise  what  I  had  long  proposed.  Here 
I  exercise  the  right  that  is  in  man.  1  take  the  brown  game 
upon  the  mountain,  which  is  mine  as  much  as  that  of  any 
noble  in  the  land.  I  pay  no  tax  to  king  or  to  collector. 
There  is  no  duly  on  the  wine  I  drink.  There  is  no  toll  u])()n 
the  roads  I  follow.  \'ou  will  say  that  I  do  more  than  this, 
that  I  take  from  others  what  is  not  mine  and  what  is  theirs ; 
but  I  have  told  you  why  1  do  so.  They  have  taken  from  me 
what  was  not  theirs  ;   and  I  wage  war  against  a  world  which 

1) 
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first  waged  war  against  me — in  which,  even  amongst  them- 
selves, the  hand  of  every  one  is  against  his  brother — in 
which,  whether  it  be  in  camp,  or  court,  or  city,  or  mart,  or 
chm'ch,  injustice  and  iniquity  are  striving  to  snatch  from  one 
another  the  rod  of  ojjpression,  and  keep  the  humble  beneath 
their  own  yoke." 

"  I  cannot  think,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  willing  to 
answer  as  generally  as  possible,  "  I  cannot  think  that  the 
state  of  society  is  so  terrible  as  you  represent  it.  There  may 
be  occasional  instances  of  corrui^tion  and  oppression,  and 
doubtless  there  are.  I  have  seen  some  myself,  and  endea- 
voured to  prevent  them,  but  still  these  things  are  by  no  means 
general." 

"  Not  general !"  exclaimed  the  Brigand,  turning  u})on  him, 
almost  fiercely — "  Sir  Baron,  I  say  they  are  universal.  There 
are  one  or  two  exceptions,  it  is  true.  You  are  one  of  those 
exceptions  yourself.  You  are  one  of  those  who  deserve  to 
be  convinced ;  and  I  can  convince  you.  I  can  show  you  men 
who  pretend  to  be  holy,  and  humble,  and  good,  oj^pressing 
most  basely  those  who  are  in  their  power.  I  can  show  you 
tyranny  and  injustice  at  every  step  and  in  every  station 
throughout  the  earth,  from  the  tradesman's  shop  to  the 
monarch's  throne.  I  can  show  it  to  you  in  every  garb  and 
in  every  profession,  and  in  every  place.  I  can — ay,  and  will 
show  it  to  you,  within  these  twelve  months,  in  such  forms  of 
cruelty  and  blood  that  you  shall  say  the  brigand  on  the  hill- 
side is  mild,  compared  with  the  man  of  courts,  or  the  man  of 
refectories ;  that  he  may  be  an  eagle,  but  that  these  are  vul- 
tures." 

"  I  see  not,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  with  a  smile,  "  I 
see  not  how  you  can  show  me  all  this.  You  forget  that  we 
shall  most  likely  part  here  in  Savoy.  That  as  soon  as  I  can 
rescue  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne  from  the  situation  in  wliich 
she  is  placed,  I  shall  hasten  onward  to  my  own  country,  and 
we  shall  most  likely  never  meet  again." 

"  Not  so,  not  so  !"  replied  the  lirigand.  "  We  shall  meet 
again.  Either  with  her  or  without  her  you  must,  as  you  say, 
go  thither  soon.  My  steps  are  bound  likewise  towards 
France ;  for  think  not  that  I  dwell  always  here,  or  appear 
always  thus :  were  it  so,  my  head  would  soon  be  over  the 
gate  of  Chambery.  I  will  lind  means  to  show  you  a  part  of 
what  I  have  said — perhaps  to  give  you  some  assistance  like- 
wise, when  you  most  need  and  least  expect  it.  But  remem- 
ber," he  added,  "  if  misfortunes  should  befal  me,  or  danger 
threaten  me,  it  is  a  part  of  our  compact  that  you  do  not 
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Strive  to  give  me  any  aid ;  that  you  neither  raise  your  voice 
nor  your  arm  in  my  behalf." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  I  cannot  promise 
that.  I  must  ever  remember  the  generous  assistance  you 
have  afforded  me  this  night,  and  must  do  my  best  to  prove 
that  I  am  grateful  for  it." 

"  The  best  way  of  proving  that,"  replied  the  Brigand,  "  is 
by  doing  what  I  ask  you.  You  are  held  wise  for  a  young 
man:  now  ask  yourself,  if  you  can  judge  so  well  of  what  is 
for  my  advantage  as  I  can  judge  myself.  I  tell  you,  that  1 
have  many  means  of  deliverance  which  you  know  nothing  of; 
and  therefore  any  attempt  to  aid  me,  without  ray  asking  you, 
might  ruin  me  and  ruin  yourself  likewise." 

"  If  you  will  ask  me,"  replied  Bernard  de  Eohan,  "  when 
aid  can  be  serviceable  to  you,  I  shall  be  contented." 

"  I  will,  I  will !"  answered  the  Brigand.  "  And  now  tell 
me :  what  have  you  arranged  with  fair  Isabel  of  Brienne  ? 
for  I  take  an  interest  in  your  f^ite  and  hers." 

"  You  seem,  indeed,  to  do  so,"  replied  the  yoimg  cavalier; 
"  and  yet  I  know  not  w^hy  it  should  be  so,  for  I  cannot 
rememljer  that  we  ever  met  before." 

"  Once,"  replied  the  Brigand,  "  only  once.  Several  years 
ago  we  were  side  by  side,  but  for  a  moment.  You  and  I, 
and  that  fair  girl,  and  her  brother — her  brother,  the  young 
Count  Henry,  who  is  now  in  Paris.  It  was  but  for  a 
moment ;  but  that  moment  was  one  by  me  never  to  be  for- 
gotten." 

"  I  cannot  recal  it,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  It  is 
sti'ange,  too,  if  it  was  a  moment  of  such  importance.  But 
you  say  that  her  brother  is  in  Paris :  I  wrote  to  Henry  to 
meet  me  in  Grenoble,  and  I  think  he  must  be  there  by  this 
time." 

"  Oh  !  he  is  in  Paris  still,"  rejilied  the  other.  "  He  is  a 
good  youth ;  but  he  is  weak  and  young — ay,  younger  than 
his  years.  He  will  be  easily  persuaded  to  stay  in  Paris,  and 
flutter  in  bright  silks,  and  flaunt  at  tournaments,  run  at  the 
ring,  or  fence  at  Moors'  heads  upon  a  turning  pole.  He  is 
at  Paris  still,  depend  upon  it;  and  if  you  count  Tipon  his 
coming  ere  you  claim  the  lady's  hand,  you  nnist  seek  him  in 
the  capital,  and  bring  him  with  you." 

"  I  shall  demand  her  hand  at  once,"  replied  Bernard  de 
Rohan ;  "  but  we  doubt  that  there  will  be  opposition  from 
one  who  has  no  right  to  make  it;  and  to  bear  down  that  op- 
position Henry  de  Hrienne  must  be  with  me.  He  is  the 
guardian  of  his  father's  promise  solemnly  given  to  me  before 
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I  first  went  to  Italy.  But  I  will  write  to  him  as  soon  as  day- 
breaks to-morrow.  Hark !  do  you  not  hear  voices  coming  up 
the  pass?" 

"  Most  likely  your  servants  and  the  priest,"  replied  the 
Brigand. 

"  1  wonder  they  have  not  joined  us  before,"  replied  Ber- 
nard de  Rohan.  "  We  should  have  fared  ill  if  theii"  assist- 
ance had  been  all  we  had  to  tnist  to." 

"  They  could  not  do  better,"  replied  the  Brigand.  "  The 
other  party  had  caught  a  sight  of  us  when  you  stood  to  argue 
with  me  at  the  corner  of  the  rock,  and  they  broke  down  the 
little  wooden  bridge  behind  them.  Your  servants  know  none 
of  the  paths,  the  priest  knows  not  that  which  we  took,  so 
doubtless  by  this  time  they  think  that  we  ai^e  hewed  into 
mincemeat.  However,  remember,  at  that  spot,  by  the  broken 
bridge,  a  loud  halloo,  a  blast  of  yoiu'  horn,  or  a  whistle  thrice 
repeated,  will  at  any  time  bring  some  one  to  you  who  can 
lead  you  to  me  should  you  want  assistance. — Now,  jolly 
priest,  now,"  he  added,  raising  his  voice,  "  here  we  are  safe, 
though  no  gi'eat  thanks  to  you." 

"  If  you  are  safe,  and  sound,  and  sober,"  said  the  priest, 
coming  up  with  the  attendants  of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  it  is 
more  than  I  expected ;  for  we  could  not  reach  you  for  our 
lives;  and  as  we  were  scrambling  over  the  hills,  and  each 
losing  his  way  according  to  his  fancy,  we  heard  as  much  noise 
as  at  a  boor's  wedding,  though  the  concert  was  somewhat 
different.  But  now  let  us  hasten  back  as  fast  as  possilde : 
why,  we  are  a  league  and  a  half  from  the  inn,  and  I  shall  be 
so  hoarse  with  shouting  and  the  night  air  that  I  shall  not  be 
able  to  sing  matins." 


CHAPTER  V. 

The  Count  de  Meyrand  was  awake  early,  and  dressed  with 
the  most  scnipidous  exactness  of  appearance,  without  a 
riband  tumbled,  or  a  point  out  of  place.  He  descended 
slowlv  about  seven  of  the  clock  from  the  chamber  in  which 
he  had  passed  the  night,  by  the  long  black  double-railed 
staircase,  that  led  at  once  from  the  rooms  above  into  the 
kitchen,  wliich,  as  I  have  said  before,  served  also  .as  the 
saloon  of  the  inn.  His  hair  and  his  countenance  bore  the 
same  appearance  of  indiflbrence  which  they  usually  displayed, 
and  he  made  no  inquiry  whatsoever  regarding  the  events  of 
the  preceding  evening,  although  he  had  retired  to  rest  more 
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than  an  hour  ht-forc  Bernard  do  Rohan  had  rotnmod  to  tlic 
inn.  His  servants  came  and  went,  seekinj^  directions  con- 
cerning this  thing  and  that,  and  connnunicating  with  hiin, 
from  time  to  time,  in  a  low  tone.  The  anhergiste,  with  many 
a  h)wly  reverence,  asked  liis  distinguished  guest  manilnhl 
questions  concerning  his  breakfast ;  but  still  the  Count  de 
Meyrand  was  not  heard  to  ask  any  questions  either  regarding 
the  fate  of  his  friend,  or  the  somewhat  remarkable  events 
which  had  lately  taken  })lace. 

At  length,  however,  the  jovial  jnnest  made  his  appearance; 
and  whether  it  was  that  the  Count  was  in  a  better  humour  for 
raillery  than  on  the  night  before,  or  whether  he  remarked,  by 
the  keen  twinkling  of  the  other's  eye,  that  he  was  about  to 
commence  an  attack  upon  him,  which  would  not  easily  cease, 
he  chose  to  be  the  hrst  to  open  the  encounter,  saying,  "  Well, 
good  father,  though  I  know  it  is  not  an  easy  thing  to  cool  a 
priest's  courage,  yet  I  trust  your  last  night's  expedition  has 
rather  diminished  your  chivalrous  ardour." 

"  Not  a  whit,"  replied  the  priest.  "  Everything  depends 
upon  how  much  a  man's  courage  wants  cooling.  Yours, 
noble  Count,  seems  not  of  a  quality  very  likely  to  boil  over; 
and  doubtless  ten  steps  from  the  door  of  the  inn  would  have 
sent  you  home  shivering.  Mine  carried  me,  however,  a  little 
further." 

"  Ay,  doubtless,"  interrupted  the  Count,  "  up  to  the  point 
where  you  met  with  these  rogues;  and  then  you  waited  behind 
a  great  stone  to  see  who  would  have  the  best  of  the  fi'ay. 
Is  it  not  so  ?  I  see  you  have  brought  home  no  desperate  wounds 
with  you." 

"  None,"  replied  the  priest, "  that  I  cannot  bear  as  tranquilly 
and  well  as  you,  my  noble  lord,  could  bear  the  sorrow  of  your 
best  fi-iend.  My  trade,  however,  is  not  bloodshed ;  I  love 
not  hard  blows,  and  shall  always  keep  out  of  their  way  as 
far  as  I  can.  So  my  confession  is  made ;  but  here  comes 
one  who  has  a  gi'cater  liking  for  wounds  and  bruises  than  I 
have ;  and  now  Heaven  send  us  all  as  good  food  as  I  have  a 
good  stomach.  Mine  host !  mine  host !  that  omelet  will  be 
overdone,  and  the  sin  of  burnt  eggs  is  one  to  which  I  refuse 
absolution. — By  Hercules !  as  the  Romans  used  to  say — 
Body  of  Bacchus !  as  the  Italians  say — Dame  !  as  we  say 
in  France,  did  ever  mortal  man  see  such  a  basket  of  line 
trout.?  ^^^ly  it  is  a  gift  for  an  abbot!  Look!  my  noble 
Baron,  look  !"  he  continued,  turning  to  Bernard  de  HoliMii, 
who  now  made  his  appearance,  "  did  you  ever  see  such  lair 
river  gods  in  your  life  ;  Rut  them  upon  the  ashes,  host,  put 
them  upon  the  ashes  !" 
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Bernard  de  Rohan  did  not  pay  so  much  attention  to  the 
fishes  as  the  priest,  by  his  commendation,  seemed  to  think 
they  deserved ;  but,  turning  to  his  friend,  he  shook  him  by 
the  hand,  saying,  "  Well,  Meyrand,  you  certainly  always 
were  a  very  unaccountable  sort  of  personage,  or  I  should  be 
inclined  seriously  to  quarrel  with  you  for  suffering  me  to  go 
last  night  without  assistance,  at  the  imminent  risk  of  getting 
my  throat  cut  for  want  of  your  help." 

"  If  you  risked  getting  your  thi-oat  cut,  De  Rohan,"  replied 
his  companion,  "  that  was  your  fault ;  I  had  nothing  to  do 
wdth  that;  I  even  deviated  so  fiir  from  my  usual  habits  as  to 
ask  you  to  stay,  and  not  do  it.  I  have  always  a  reason  for 
everything  I  do,  good  Sir  Bernard,  and  I  take  it  for  granted 
that  other  people  have  a  reason  too.  I  supposed  that  you 
had  some  motive  for  going  and  getting  your  throat  cut,  and 
therefore  did  not  in  the  least  blame  you  for  doing  so  if  you 
chose ;  but  I  had  no  reason  for  anything  of  the  kind,  and 
therefore  I  stayed  where  I  was.  Indeed,  I  had  every  reason 
in  the  world  not  to  go ;  I  was  warm  and  comfortable,  and 
had  good  wine  and  good  viands  before  me  ;  I  was  tired  with 
a  long  day's  hunting,  and  had  got  my  boots  off.  Then  what 
to  me  was  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  that  I  should  try  to  save 
his  life  or  liberty  ?  I  had  no  motive  for  serving  him  :  indeed, 
quite  the  contrary.  Every  one  knows  him  to  be  an  egregious 
scoundrel,  and  at  this  very  moment  he  owes  me  thirty  thou- 
sand crowns,  which  he  will  never  pay ;  and  which  I  have  no 
chance  of  getting,  unless  some  honest  brigand  should  cut  his 
throat,  when  the  King  of  France  would  doubtless  take  pos- 
session of  his  lands,  and  pay  his  creditors." 

"  Good  faith,  you  are  better  acquainted  with  him  thani 
am,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  Pray  let  me  know  some- 
thing of  his  history ;  for  I  never  heard  anything  of  him  till 
some  six  months  ago,  when  letters  from  France  informed 
me  that  the  widowed  Countess  of  Brieinie,  tlie  mother  of  my 
friend  and  comrade,  Henry  of  Brienne,  was  about  to  be  mar- 
ried to  a  Marquis  of  Masseran," 

"  Oh  !  his  history  is  told  in  a  few  words,"  replied  the  Count 
de  Meyrand,  laughing  ;  "  but  serve  the  bveaklast,  my  good 
host,  and  do  not  stand  with  your  mouth  open  listening  to  the 
venerable  cliaracter  of  your  noble  lord,  for  I  take  it  we  are 
here  upon  his  domain." 

"  No,  no  !"  re])lie(l  tlie  host,  "  he  is  no  lord  of  mine,  noble 
sir  ;    this  is  ducal  domain  we  stand  uj)on." 

"  It  matters  not,"  answered  the  Count :  "  this  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran, then,  Bernard,  though  his  mother  was  a  Frenchwoman, 
was  born   on   the   other  side  of  those  Alps,  a  Piedmontese 
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vagabond  ;  half  Frenchman,  half  Italian ; — a  sort  of  water 
snake,  neither  adder  nor  eel ;  thouj^h   a  sort  of   third-si/o 
sovereign,  an  underling  of  the   Duke   of  Savoy,      lie   who 
Mould  have  been  beggarly  for  a  French  gentleman,  was  ten 
times  more  beggarly  for  a  ])rince  ;  and  thus  in  all  jjrobability 
he  would  have  gone  on  living — filled  with  all  the  small  Italian 
vices  of  our  day ;  sharing,  it  is  said,  with  the  brigands  who 
take  refuge  on  the  territories  of  such   small  lords  ;  and  em- 
ploying the  stiletto  or  the  drug  when  it  suited  his  pur])f)se  to 
get  rid  of  trotiblesome  friends; — thus,  1  say,  he  would  have 
gone  on  living  what  is  considered  in  Italy  a  very  respectable, 
quiet,   insignificant  life,  had  a  fancy  not  suddenly  come  into 
the    head    of    our   worthy    king   to  take   possession  of  the 
dominions  of  his  friend  and  cousin,  the  Duke  of  Savoy;  which 
fancy  at  once  raises  this  Lord  of  Masseran  into  a  person  of 
imi3ortance.     He  has,  it  seems,  upon  his  lands  one  or  two 
small  towns,  and  one  or  two  siuall  castles;  but  these  towns 
and  these  castles  are  so  situated  as  to  command  several  passes 
and  defiles  valuable  to  France.     Now,  my  Lord  of  jNIasseran 
is  a  conscientious  man,  and  of  course  nothing  would  ever  in- 
duce him  to  take  part  with  any  one  who  could  not  pay  him 
for  the  same.     From  the  poor  Duke  of  Savoy,  not  a  livre 
tournois  was  to  be  expected.     The  King  of  France  himself, 
though  a  perfect  Croesus  in  promises,  was  known  to  be  some- 
what threadbare  in  the  treasury.    He,  however,  was  the  more 
hopeful  speculation  of  the  two,  for  he  had  power  if  he  had  not 
money,  and  there  was  a  probability  of  his  paying  one  friend 
out  of  what  he  pillaged  from  another.     With  him,  then,  my 
Lord  of  Masseran  chose  to  deal,  and  promised  to  give  free 
passage  to   the   troops  of  France  upon  certain  conditions, 
Avhich  are  of  course  a  secret.     One  thing,  however,  is  evi- 
dent :  my  Lord  of  Masseran  did  with  the  King  as  some  of  our 
followers  do  when  they  take  service  of  us.     He  asked,  in 
short,  for  something  in  hand.     Now  the  worthy  monarch  of 
France  had  nothing  to  give  but  the  hand  of  a  lair  widow  in 
her  fortieth  year.     With  that  hand,  however,  went  a  dowry  of 
some  twentv  thousand  crowns  a  year,  and  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran  came  to  Paris  and  opened  the  campaign  against  the 
widow's  heart.     She  has  the  repute,  as  you  shotdd  know 
better  than  any  one,  of  being  somewhat  hard  and  stern  in  her 
purposes,  and  cutting  with  her  tongue.    She  was  inconsolable, 
too,  for  the  death  of  her  noble  husband;  always  wore  black, 
like  the  mother  of  the  late  king,  and  looked  the  ]iicture  of 
widowhood.    My  Lord  of  Masseran,  however,  with  his  Pied- 
montese  eloquence,  found  means  to  win  the  widow,  with  the 
support  of  the  king.     The  lady  thought,  it  woidd  seem,  to 
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spend  her  days  in  Paris,  but  that  city  soon  became  a  resi- 
dence unsuited  to  the  health  of  her  new  husband.  There 
were  strange  stories  current  regarding  him ;  but  there  was 
one  thing  certain,  namely,  that  he  was  marvellously  fond  of 
those  small,  square,  spotted  pieces  of  mischief,  which  have 
the  art  of  conveying  so  many  fortunes  from  hand  to  hand. 
He  played  largely ;  he  won  generally ;  and  his  fortune  seemed 
immense.  One  night,  at  the  Louvre,  he  borrowed  from  me 
the  large  sum  I  have  named,  with  a  promise  to  repay  it  the 
next  morning ;  but  it  would  seem  that,  after  I  left  the  hall, 
either  fortune  went  against  him,  or  he  took  an  irresistible 
longing  for  Savoy.  His  lady  raged  and  raved,  we  were  told ; 
but  she  found  that  she  had  now  to  do  with  one,  upon  whose 
dull  ear  the  sweet  sounds  of  a  woman's  tongue,  raised  to  ever 
so  high  a  pitch,  had  no  effect.  The  Lord  of  Masseran  paid 
not  the  least  attention  to  anything  that  she  said ;  he  did  not 
even  seem  to  hear  her,  but  with  the  most  kind  courtesy  and 
ceremonious  respect  handed  her  to  the  carriage  which  was 
prepared  to  bear  her  away ;  and  she  found  herself  on  the 
road  to  Savoy,  before  she  could  an-ange  any  scheme  for 
resistance.  This  is  his  history;  mine  is  soon  told;  I  choose 
not  so  easily  to  abandon  my  hold  of  my  Lord  of  Masseran ; 
and  I  am  here  hunting  his  game,  riding  through  his  woods, 
and  visiting  his  castle  gate ;  for  he  seems  to  me  to  be  as  deaf 
to  my  sweet  solicitations  for  repayment,  as  he  showed  him- 
self to  the  melodious  intonations  of  his  lady's  voice. — Now, 
priest,  though  your  clerical  appetite  may  be  good,  do  not 
devour  all  the  trout  in  the  dish,  for  I  am  hungry  as  well  as 
you,  and  have  told  a  long  story." 

"  And  a  good  one,  too,"  replied  the  priest,  laughing,  and 
putting  over  the  dish  to  the  Count;  but  he  suddenly  added, 
"  Have  you  never  got  within  the  gates  of  his  castle,  then, 
my  noble  lord  ?"  and  he  fixed  his  eyes  full  upon  the  face  of 
the  Count  de  Meyrand. 

A  very  slight  change  of  colour  took  ])lace  on  the  Count's 
cheek ;  but  lie  replied  at  once,  "  Oh,  yes,  I  have  been  within, 
but  to  no  purpose." 

"  He  must  be  an  obdm-ate  man,  indeed,"  said  the  priest, 
"if  your  persuasions,  my  noble  lord,  can  have  no  effect  upon 
him.  1  wonder  what  mine  would  have  !  Perliaps  he  might 
listen  to  the  voice  of  the  church  ;  I  will  go  up  and  try." 

"  Why,  what  hast  thou  to  do  with  him .?"  demanded  the 
Count,  sufldenly  turning  his  eyes  shar])ly  upon  tlic  priest. 
"  On  what  ])retext  wilt  tliou  go  thither  ?" 

"  To  exercise  my  calling,"  replied  the  priest,  Avith  a  sly 
smile — "  to  exercise  my  calling  in  one  of  its  various  ways." 
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"  1  knew  not  that  your  calling  had  various  ways,"  replied 
the  Count,  his  usual  air  of  inditierence  verging  into  a  look  of 
supercilious  contempt. 

"  Oh,  yes,  it  has,"  replied  the  ])riest,  well  pleased,  as  it 
seemed  to  Bernard  de  llohan,  that  he  had  picpied  ihe  Count 
out  of  his  apathy.  "  Our  calling  has  various  ways  of  exer- 
cising itself.  We  address  ourselves  to  all  grades  and  classes. 
If  I  convert  not  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  I  may  conv(!rt  his 
cook,  you  know.  JNly  efforts  for  the  good  of  his  soul  may 
prove  for  the  good  of  my  own  body ;  and  the  discourse  that 
is  held  over  venison  and  capons  comes  with  a  fervour  and  an 
unction  which  is  marvellously  convincing." 

There  was  a  sly  jocular  smile  upon  the  priest's  counte- 
nance, esjjecially  while  addressing  the  Count  de  Meyrand, 
that  somewhat  puzzled  Bernard  de  Rohan,  and  evidently 
annoyed  the  Count  himself.  It  was  not  difficult  to  perceive 
that,  in  the  most  serious  things  he  said — though,  indeed, 
there  were  few  that  he  did  say  which  were  serious  at  all — there 
was  a  lurking  jest,  that  seemed  pointed  at  something  which 
the  hearer  did  not  clearly  see,  but  which  might,  or  might  not, 
be  something  in  his  own  character,  purjioses,  or  ])ursuits. 

The  significance  of  his  tone  towards  the  Count  de  Mey- 
rand, however,  did  not  pass  without  that  gentleman's  ob- 
servation ;  and  after  listening  to  him  for  several  minutes 
more,  while  the  party  concluded  their  breakfast,  he  turned 
towards  him  as  he  rose,  saying,  "  It  seems  to  me,  priest,  that 
you  would  fain  be  insolent.  Now,  let  me  tell  you,  that  though 
you  are  very  reverend  personages  in  Savoy,  and  men  meddle 
with  you  warily,  in  France  we  have  a  way  of  curing  clerical 
insolence,  which  is  a  good  scourging  with  hunting  whips. 
Perhaps  you  do  not  know  that  this  is  the  way  French  gentle- 
men treat  those  who  are  insolent." 

"  I  know  it  well,"  replied  the  priest,  tvmiing  upon  him 
sharply — "  I  know  it  well,  as  I  happen  to  be  a  French  gen- 
tleman myself." 

He  instantly  changed  his  tone,  however,  and  added,  with 
his  wonted  smile,  "Nay,  but  now.  Heaven  forbid  that  I 
should  be  insolent  to  the  noble  Count  de  Meyrand  !  He, 
being  a  generous  and  well-bred  gentleman,  and,  like  every 
other  gentleman,  indifferent  to  all  things  upon  earth,  can 
never  take  offence,  where  no  offence  is  meant ;  but  as  he 
looks  furious,  I  will  take  myself  out  of  harm's  way.  The 
blessing  of  a  whole  skin  is  great.  Adieu,  my  son  !  adieu  ! 
we  shall  meet  some  time  again,  when  I  shall  find  you,  I 
trust,  restored  to  temper,  and  as  lamb-like  and  meek  as 
myself." 


42  THE   BRIGAND;   OR, 

While  lie  thus  spoke,  the  priest  gradually  made  his  way 
to  the  door,  aud  issued  forth;  -while  the  Count  ot"  Meyrand, 
calling  one  of  his  attendants  to  him,  whispered  something, 
which  Bernard  de  Rohan  construed  into  an  order  unfavour- 
able to  the  safety  of  the  jovial  priest's  shoulders. 

"  Nay,  nay,  Meyrand,"  he  said,  "  let  him  have  his  jest,  for 
pity's  sake.     Recollect,  he  is  a  priest." 

"  His  gown  sha'n't  save  him  !"  replied  the  Count.  "  Those 
priests  have  too  much  immunity  already  in  all  jiarts  of  the 
world.  But  what  do  you  now,  De  Rohan  r  will  you  hunt 
with  me  to-day,  and  we  will  drive  this  Lord  of  Masseran's 
deer  from  one  end  of  Savoy  to  the  other .?  or  do  you  go  on 
to  Paris  at  once,  and  deny  me  your  good  company  ?" 

"  I  write  to  Paris,"  replied  the  cavalier,  "  and  send  off  a 
messenger  iunnediately.  But  I  myself  go  up  to  seek  this 
Lord  of  Masseran.  I  have  despatches  for  him  from  the 
Marechal  de  Brissac,  and  also  some  orders  to  give  by  word 
of  mouth." 

"  I  hope  they  are  not  disagreeable  orders,"  replied  the 
Count,  turning  towards  the  door  of  the  inn;  "for  he  is  not 
one  of  those  whom  I  should  like  to  offend  in  his  own  castle." 

"  Oh,  no,  I  shall  say  nothing  that  should  offend  him,"  re- 
plied Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  But,  besides  that,  I  shall  not  go 
till  after  the  arrival  of  the  rest  of  my  men,  who  come  across 
the  mountain  this  morning;  and  he  might  find  it  rather 
dangerous  to  do  me  harm." 

"  His  ways  of  dealing  with  troublesome  friends  are  various," 
replied  the  Count.  "  I  should  love  neither  to  dine  nor  to 
sleep  in  his  dwelling. — A  word  to  the  wise,  good  friend,  a 
word  to  the  wise  ! — Now,  my  men,  quick !  quick  !  get  ready 
the  horses,  bring  out  the  dogs  ! — You  will  not  be  temjited, 
De  Rohan  ?" 

"  I  cannot,  now,"  replied  his  friend.  "  Another  day,  if  I 
stay  so  long. — I  wish  you  sport — I  wish  you  good  sport ;" 
and,  turning  towards  his  chamber,  he  caused  a  table  to  be 
brought,  and  materials  for  writing  to  be  placed  before  him. 
He  there  remained  for  nearly  an  hour  and  a  half,  busily 
tracing  upon  paper  those  small  black  characters  which  since 
some  man — whether  Cadmus,  who,  if  he  did  it,  may  well  be 
said  to  have  sown  dragons'  teeth,  and  reaped  a  harvest  of 
strife,  or  whoever  else  the  learned  world  may  have  it — those 
black  characters,  I  say,  which  since  some  man,  not  contented 
with  what  mischief  the  tongue  can  do,  invented  writing  for 
the  ])ro])agation  thereof,  have  worked  more  of  woe  and  mis- 
chief, as  well  as  of  liap])iness  and  prosperity,  than  any  other 
invention  that  the  prolific  mind  of  man  ever  brought  forth. 
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At  length  the  sound  of  a  trumpet  coming  clown  tlic  IjiJl 
saluted  his  car,  and,  in  a  few  minutes  after,  it  was  announced 
to  him  that  the  rest  of  his  train  had  arrived. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

We  must  now  conduct  the  reader  at  once  to  the  entrance  of 
the  castle  of  Masseran.  The  gate  itself  was  shut,  tlnnigh  the 
drawbridge  was  down  and  the  portcullis  was  up.  There  was 
a  little  wicket,  indeed,  left  ajar,  showing  the  long  dark  per- 
spective of  the  heavy  archway  under  the  gate  tower,  gloomy 
and  prison-like,  and  the  large  square  court  beyond,  with  its 
white  stones  glistening  in  the  sun;  while  the  grey  walls  of 
the  castle  and  part  of  a  window,  as  well  as  the  door  of  the 
keep,  appeared  at  the  opposite  side.  On  either  side,  under 
the  archway,  but  scarcely  to  be  seen  in  its  gloomy  shadow, 
was  a  long  bench,  and  on  the  left  hand  a  low  door  leading  up 
to  the  apartments  in  the  gate  tower.  The  right-hand  bench 
was  occupied  by  one  of  the  soldiers  of  the  place,  and  at  the 
door  was  the  warder's  wife  talking  to  him,  while  our  friend, 
the  jovial  priest,  who  had  escaped  without  harm  or  hinder- 
ance,  notwithstanding  the  threats  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand, 
was  waiting  at  the  wicket,  from  time  to  time  looking  through 
into  the  court,  and  from  time  to  time  turning  round  and 
gazing  upon  the  moimtains,  humming  an  air,  which  was  cer- 
tainly not  a  canticle. 

After  a  pause  of  some  ten  or  fifteen  minutes,  the  warder 
himself  appeared,  a  heavy  man,  past  the  middle  age,  and 
dressed  in  rusty  grey.  "  He  wont  see  you,  Father  Willand," 
he  said.  "  He's  walking  in  the  inner  court,  and  in  a 
dangerous  sort  of  mood.  I  woidd  rather  not  be  the  man  to 
cross  him  now." 

"Poh!  nonsense!"  replied  Father  Willand,  laughing. 
"  Go  in  again  to  him,  good  warder  :  tell  him  I  have  business 
of  importance  with  him,  and  I  know  that  this  refusal  is  only 
one  of  his  sweet  jokes.  He  will  se(>  me,  soft-hearted  gentle- 
man!    Go  and  tell  him — go  and  tell  him,  warder!" 

"  Faith,  not  1 !"  replied  the  warder.  "  That  business  of 
last  night  seems  to  have  galled  him  sorely,  and  he  is  just  in 
the  humour  to  fire  a  man  out  of  a  culverin,  as  we  know  his 
father  once  did;  but  in  these  da}s  it  wont  do — culverins 
make  too  loud  a  report,  you  know. — I  will  not  go  near  him 
again." 

"  Then  I  will  go  myself,"  replied  the  priest.     "  He  wont 
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hurt  mc. — Nay,  warder,  you  would  not  squeeze  the  church 
in  the  wicket  gateway  !  By  Heaven — or  as  I  should  say- 
less  profanely,  by  the  blessed  rood — if  you  pinch  my  stomach 
one  moment  more,  you  will  pinch  forth  an  anathema,  which 
will  leave  you  but  a  poor  creature  all  yoin-  life." 

"  Well,  be  it  on  your  head !"  cried  the  warder,  ^^'ith  a  grim 
smile,  "  though  a  two-inch  cudgel,  or  a  fall  fiom  the  battle- 
ments, is  the  best  thing  to  be  hoped  for  you." 

The  priest  was  not  to  be  deten'ed,  however;  and  making 
his  way  onward,  he  crossed  the  outer  court,  turned  to  the 
right,  and,  passing  through  a  long  stone  passage,  feeling 
damp  and  chilly  after  the  bright  sunshine,  he  entered  a 
colonnade,  or  sort  of  cloister,  which  sm'rounded  the  inner 
court.  It  was  a  large  open  space  of  ground,  with  tall  build- 
ings overshadowing  it  on  all  sides.  The  sun  seldom  reached 
it ;  and  there  was  a  coldness  and  a  stillness  about  its  aspect 
altogether— its  gi'ey  stones,  its  few  small  windows,  its  low 
arched  cloisters,  its  sunless  air,  and  the  want  of  even  the 
keen  activity  of  the  mountain  wind — which  made  most  people 
shudder  when  they  entered  it. 

But  there  was  nothing  the  least  chilly  in  the  nature  of 
Father  Willand.  His  heart  was  not  easily  depressed,  his 
spirits  not  easily  damped  ;  and  when  he  entered  the  cloister, 
and  saw  the  Lord  of  Masseran  Avalking  up  and  down  in  the 
court,  an  irresistible  inclination  to  laugh  seized  him,  notwith- 
standing all  the  warder  had  said  of  his  lord's  mood  at  that 
moment. 

It  is  true — although  from  the  description  of  the  worthy 
officer  of  bolts  and  bars  one  would  have  expected  to  see  the 
Lord  of  Masseran  acting  some  wild  scene  of  passion — he 
Avas,  on  the  contrary,  walking  calmly  and  slowly  backwards 
and  forwards  across  the  court,  with  his  eyes  bent  on  the 
ground,  indeed,  but  with  his  countenance  perfectly  tranquil. 
It  was  nothing  in  his  demeanour,  however,  that  gave  the 
priest  a  desire  to  laugh,  for  he  was  very  well  aware  that  the 
passions  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  did  not  take  the  same  ap- 
pearances as  those  of  other  men,  and  he  saw  clearly  that  he 
was  at  that  moment  in  a  state  of  sullen  fury,  which  might 
very  likely  have  conducted  any  other  man  to  some  absurd 
excess.  His  personal  appearance,  also,  had  nothing  in  it  to 
excite  mirth  in  any  degree.  He  was  a  tall,  thin,  graceful- 
looking  man  of  the  middle  age,  with  a  nose  slightly  a(piiline, 
eyes  calm  and  mild,  li])s  somewhat  thin  and  ]ialc,  and  a  com- 
plexion, very  connnon  in  tlie  northern  ]>art  of  Italy,  of  a  sort 
of  clear  pale  olive.  His  dress  was  handsome,  but  not  osten- 
tatious;  and,  on  the  whole,  he  looked  very  much  the  noble- 
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man  and  the  man  of  the  world  of  those  times.  The  pri(;st, 
however,  hiughed  wlien  he  saw  him  ;  and  though  he  tried 
to  smother  it  under  the  merry  afiectation  of  a  cough,  yet  the 
effects  were  too  evident  upon  his  countenance  to  escape  the 
eye  of  the  Lord  of  Masscran  as  he  ajjproached. 

"  Ha !  Father  Wilhmd,"  said  the  Marquis,  as  their  eyes 
met — "  I  tokl  the  warder  to  say  that  I  did  not  wish  to  see 
you  to-day." 

"  Ah,  but  my  excellent  good  lord,"  replied  the  priest,  bow- 
ing his  head  low,  with  an  air  of  mock  humility  and  revercmce, 
"  it  was  I  who  wanted  to  see  your  lordship ;  so  1  e'en  ven- 
tured to  make  my  way  in,  though  the  warder — foul  fall  the 
vilhiin — has  so  squeezed  my  stomach  in  the  wicket,  that, 
like  a  bruised  tin  pot,  it  will  never  again  hold  so  much  as  it 
did  before." 

"  You  are  somewhat  of  a  bold  man,"  said  the  Marquis, 
with  a  cold,  bitter,  sidelong  look  at  the  priest — "  you  are 
somewhat  of  a  bold  man,  to  make  your  way  in  here,  when  I 
bid  you  stay  out.  You  may  come  in  once  too  often,  Father 
Wiliand." 

"Heaven  forbid,  my  lord,"  replied  the  priest:  "I  shall 
never  think  it  too  often  to  serve  your  lordshij),  even  though 
it  shoidd  be  at  yom*  funeral — a  sad  duty  that,  my  lord,  which 
we  must  perform  very  often  for  our  best  friends." 

"  I  should  imagine,  ])riest,"  replied  the  Marquis,  some- 
what sternly,  "  you  would  laugh  at  the  funeral  of  your  best 
fiiiends." 

"  I  will  promise  your  lordship  one  thing,"  replied  the 
priest,  "  to  laugh  at  my  o\vn,  if  death  will  but  let  me.  But 
surely,  my  lord,  this  is  a  time  for  merriment  and  gaiety  ! 
Why,  I  came  to  congratulate  your  lordship  U])on  your 
escape  from  those  who  attacked  you  last  night  —  L'gh ! 
ugh !  ugh !" 

While  the  priest,  unable  to  restrain  himself,  thus  laughed 
aloud,  the  Marquis  bit  his  lip,  and  eyed  him  askance,  with  a 
look  which  certainly  boded  no  great  good  to  the  meny  eccle- 
siastic. They  were  at  that  moment  close  to  a  spot  where  a 
door  opened  from  one  of  the  masses  of  building  into  the 
cloistei',  and  the  Lord  of  Masscran,  raising  his  voice  a  little, 
exclaimed,  in  a  sweet  Italian  tone,  "  Geronimo  !" 

For  a  moment  the  priest  laughed  more  heartily  than  before  ; 
but  seeing  the  Marquis  about  to  repeat  his  call,  he  recovered 
himself,  and  laying  his  finger  on  the  nobleman's  arm,  said, 
"  Stay  a  moment,  my  lord,  stay  a  moment,  before  you  call 
him.  First,  because  the  sweet  youth  must  not  exercise  his 
ministry  »i])on   me. — It  would   make  too  much  noise,  you 
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know,  and  every  one  in  the  valley  is  aware  that  I  have  come 
hither. — Next,  because  there  are  certain  friends  of  mine 
looking  for  me  at  the  bottom  of  the  slope,  and  expecting  me 
within  half  an  hour,  so  that  I  cannot  enjoy  your  Geronimo's 
conversation " 

"  It  is  in  general  very  short,"  said  the  Marquis. 

"  And,  thirdly,"  continued  the  priest,  "because  I  have  come 
up  to  tell  you  two  or  three  things  which  require  no  witnesses. 
I  am  here  upon  a  friendly  errand,  my  good  lord,  and  you 
are  such  a  niggard  that  you  refuse  me  my  laugh.  However, 
I  must  have  it,  be  it  at  you,  at  myself,  or  at  any  one  else ; 
and  now,  if  you  behave  well  and  civill}-,  I  will  tell  you  tidings 
that  you  may  like  well  to  hear.  If  you  don't  want  to  hear 
them,  I  will  take  myself  away  again,  and  then  neither  priest 
nor  warder  is  much  to  blame.     Shall  I  go  ?" 

He  spoke  seriously  now,  and  the  Lord  of  Masseran  replied, 
in  a  somewhat  more  placable  tone,  a  moment's  reflection 
showing  him  that  the  priest,  in  all  probability,  Avould  not 
have  come  thither  except  upon  some  important  errand : — 
"  No,  do  not  go,"  he  said,  "  but  speak  to  me,  at  least,  se- 
riously." He  looked  down  upon  the  ground  for  a  moment, 
and  then  added,  "  You  may  well  think  that  I  am  angry,  after 
all  that  took  place  last  night ;  for  you,  who  hear  everything, 
have  doubtless  heard  of  that  also." 

As  he  spoke,  he  suddenly  raised  his  keen  dark  eyes  to  the 
countenance  of  the  priest,  as  if  inquiring  how  much  he  really 
did  know  of  the  matter  in  question. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Father  Willand,  "  I  do  hear  everything, 
my  good  lord,  and  I  knew  all  that  had  happened  to  you  last 
night  before  I  sat  down  to  my  breakfast  this  morning:  I 
heard  of  your  happy  deliverance,  too,  from  the  hands  of  the 
daring  villains  who  captured  you,  for  which  gracious  inter- 
position I  trust  that  you  will  keep  a  candle  burning  per- 
petually before  the  shrine  of  Saint  Maurice." 

The  priest  spoke  in  a  serious  tone,  but  still  there  was  an 
expressive  grin  upon  his  coinitenance  ;  and,  after  pausing  for 
a  moment  or  two  more,  he  added,  as  the  Marquis  was  about 
to  reply,  "You  think  I  am  jesting,  or  that  1  do  not  under- 
stand what  I  am  tiilking  about,  but  I  know  the  whole  business 
as  well  as  you  do  yourself,  and  somewhat  better.  I  tell  you, 
therefore,  that  it  is  a  great  deliverance  that  you  have  met 
with,  though,  perhaps,  you  think  it  less  a  deliverance  than  an 
int(;rru])tion." 

The  priest  jiaused,  as  if  for  the  Marquis  to  reply ;  but  the 
Lord  of  Masseran  was  silent  also,  regarding  his  companion 
with   a   quiet,    sly,  inquiring  air,  which   perhaps   could  be 
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assumed  by  no  otlicr  countenance  upon  earth  than  tliiit  of  an 
Italian.  It  might  be  interpreted  to  say,  "  You  are  more  in 
my  secrets  than  I  thought.  A  new  bond  of  fellowship  is 
established  between  us." 

As  he  remained  actually  silent,  however,  the  priest  went 
on  to  say,  "  What  I  come  to  talk  to  you  about  is  this  very 
matter;  for  you  may  chance  be  outwitted,  my  good  lord, 
even  where  you  are  putting  some  trust. — lint  what  I  have  to 
say,"  he  continued,  "  had  better  not  be  said  amongst  so 
many  windows  and  doors." 

"Come  with  me!  come  with  me  I"  said  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  and  leading  the  way  through  the  cloisters,  he 
threaded  several  long  and  intricate  passages,  none  of  them 
more  than  dindy  lighted,  and  many  of  them  profoundly  dark. 
He  was  followed  by  the  priest,  who  kept  his  hand  in  the 
bosom  of  his  robe,  and,  if  the  truth  must  be  said,  grasped 
somewhat  finnly  the  hilt  of  a  dagger,  never  feeling  perfectly 
sure  what  was  to  be  the  next  of  the  ]\Iarquis  of  jMasseran's 
sweet  courtesies.  Nothing  occurred,  however,  to  interrupt 
him  in  his  course,  and  at  length  the  loi'd  of  the  castle  stopped 
opposite  to  a  doorway,  over  which  a  glimmering  light  found 
its  way.  As  soon  as  it  was  opened,  the  bright  beams  of  the 
day  rushed  in,  and  the  Marquis  led  the  way  into  a  wide 
garden,  which  sloped  down  the  side  of  the  hill,  and  lay 
between  the  walls  of  the  castle  itself,  and  an  outwork  thrown 
forward  to  command  one  of  the  passes  of  the  mountain.  It 
was  walled  on  all  sides,  and  nothing  could  be  seen  beyond  it; 
but  in  itself  it  offered  a  beautiful  contrast  to  the  wild  scenery 
round,  being  cultivated  with  great  care  and  neatness,  and 
arranged  in  the  Italian  style  of  gardening,  which  was  then 
very  little  known  in  France,  where  it  had  been  fu'st  intro- 
duced some  years  before  by  Catherine  de  Medicis.  Long 
and  broad  terraces,  connected  together  by  flights  of  steps, 
formed  the  part  of  the  garden  nearest  to  the  chateau,  while 
below  appeared  many  a  formal  walk,  sheltered  even  in  that 
mountain  scene  by  rows  of  tall  cypresses  and  hedges  of  other 
evergreen  plants. 

"  Here  we  can  speak  undisturbed,"  said  the  Marquis,  as 
soon  as  he  had  taken  a  few  steps  in  advance.  "  Now  what  is 
it  you  have  to  tell  me,  priest.?" 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  such  a  person  as  Bernard  de 
Rohan.?"  demanded  the  priest,  fixing  his  eyes  upon  tin- 
countenance  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran. 

'*  I  have — I  have  heard  of  him,"  replied  the  Manjuis, 
turning  somewhat  pale.  "  What  of  him  .?  what  of  him  ?  Is 
he  not  still  beyond  the  Alps  ? " 
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"  He  is  within  a  few  leagues  of  your  dwelling,"  answered 
the  priest. 

"  I  thought  so,  I  thought  so !"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  striking  his  brow  with  his  hand.  "  But  he  shall 
find  he  has  come  too  soon." 

"  You  must  take  heed  what  you  do,"  rejdied  the  priest, 
grinning.  "  Did  you  ever  hear  how  the  fox  vowed  vengeance 
against  the  lion,  and  was  wroth,  and  forgot  his  cunning,  and 
flew  at  the  lion's  muzzle,  and  the  lion  put  his  ])aw  upon  him, 
and  squeezed  the  breath  out  of  the  poor  fox's  body  ? — My 
very  good  lord,  you  do  not  know  that  this  Bernard  de  Rohan 
has  men  at  arms  at  his  back,  and  despatches  to  you  from  the 
Marechal  de  Brissac,  which  may  not  be  pleasant  for  you  to 
receive ;  and,  moreover,  he  is  a  great  friend  of  a  certain 
Count  de  Meyrand,  and  they  have  been  conferring  earnestly 
together  both  last  night  and  this  morning,  and  the  name  of 
the  Lord  of  Masseran  was  more  than  once  mentioned.  So 
now,  my  son,  you  see  what  is  going  forward,  and  must  take 
your  measures  accordingly." 

The  wily  Piedmontese  sunk  back  into  himself  as  he  heard 
the  unpalatable  tidings  communicated  to  him.  From  the  few 
significant  words  which  the  priest  had  s])oken,  it  was  evident 
enough  to  the  Lord  of  Masseran  that  by  some  me?ais  or 
another  all  the  plans  and  purposes  in  which  he  was  engaged 
at  the  time  were  nearly  as  well  known  to  the  personage  with 
whom  he  was  then  conversing  as  to  himself,  and  yet  he  could 
not  bring  himself  to  speak  with  him  freely  thereupon.  He 
wanted  advice.  He  wanted  assistance.  The  priest  ajipeared 
to  know  more  than  he  said  ;  and  to  anive  at  a  certainty  upon 
that  point,  the  Marquis  of  Masseran  now  applied  himself 
wfth  all  the  skill  and  shrewdness  of  which  he  was  master ; 
but  in  good  Father  Willand  he  met  with  more  than  his 
match ;  for,  with  e(|ual  dexterity  and  shrewdness,  the  eccle- 
siastic had  resources  which  the  I/ord  of  Masseran  himself 
had  not.  He  could  evade  a  question  by  a  laugh,  or  a  jest, 
or  a  figure,  or  a  ]iun,  and  never  did  (li])lomatist  more  skilfully 
turn  and  double  in  a  conference  than  he  did  in  his  conversa- 
tion with  the  Marquis  of  Masseran. 

At  length,  driven  to  s]:>eak  more  clearly,  the  IMarquis 
paused  suddenly  on  the  terrace  across  which  they  were 
Avalking,  and,  fronting  the  priest,  demanded  abruptly  and 
steruly,  "  Tell  me,  then — tell  me  what  is  this  situation  in 
which  you  say  I  am  placed,  which  you  always  allude  to  and 
never  explain.  Tell  me  this,  and  tell  me  how  I  may  meet 
the  danger,  or  by  the  ])ow('rs  of  heaven  and  hell  you  shall 
never  (put  this  place  alive  I" 
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"  A  pretty  and  a  sweet  persuasion  ! "  exclaimed  the  priest, 
laughing  heartily  ;  "  but,  my  dear  son,  I  am  not  so  easily 
killed,  even  if  such  parricidal  thoughts  were  anything  more 
than  a  jest.  You  know  not  what  a  tough  morsel  an  old 
priest  is — hard  of  mastication,  for  even  stronger  teeth  than 
yours.  Nay,  nay,  think  of  tenderer  food  !  In  other  terms, 
ask  me  pleasantly  and  civilly,  my  good  son,  and  you  may 
then  chance  to  receive  an  answer.  If  you  were  to  kill  me 
forty  times  over,  it  would  do  you  no  good.  My  secrets  are 
like  the  goose's  golden  eggs — not  to  be  got  at  by  slaughter." 

"  There  is  something  that  you  want,  priest,"  replied  the 
Marquis,  in  the  same  abrupt  tone.  "  Quick  !  tell  me  what  it 
is — if  it  be  anything  in  reason,  you  shall  have  it." 

The  priest  smiled  with  a  meaning  look ;  but  thought  for  a 
moment  or  two  before  he  replied :  for,  to  say  the  truth,  he  had 
not,  in  his  own  mind,  fixed  upon  that  which  he  was  to 
demand  as  his  recompence.  He  had,  it  is  true,  an  object  in 
view,  and  the  chief  means  of  attaining  that  object  was  to 
persuade  the  Marquis  of  Masseran  that  he  dealt  with  him 
truly  and  sincerely.  Now,  he  well  knew  that  the  mind  of  the 
worthy  lord  was  so  constituted  that  it  could  by  no  means  be 
brought  to  conceive  that  any  man  dealt  honestly  with  another, 
unless  he  had  some  personal  object  to  gain  by  so  doing,  and 
therefore  the  priest  determined  to  assign  such  an  object, 
although  he  was,  in  reality,  without  one.  "  Well,"  he  said, 
"  well,  you  shall  promise  me,  most  solemnly,  first,  not  to  tell 
any  one  what  I  reveal  to  you  ;  and  also,  if  you  find  that  what 
I  tell  you  is  true,  and  if  the  way  that  I  point  out  to  you  prove 
successful,  you  shall  give  the  priest  of  the  church  of  Saint 
John  of  Bonvoisin  a  fat  buck  in  August  every  year  when  he 
chooses  to  send  for  it :  you  shall  also  give  him  a  barrel  of 
wine  of  youi"  best  vintage,  and  five  silver  pieces  for  alms  to 
the  poor,  and  this  in  ])erpetuity." 

"  Fie,  now,  fie  ! "  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran — "  for  your 
own  life  were  quite  enough ;  but  in  perpetuity,  that  is  more 
than  I  can  engage  for :  it  is  owning  your  vassalage,  good 
father." 

"  It  must  be  even  so,  though,"  replied  the  priest ;  "  or  you 
have  not  my  secret.  I  care  not  for  venison,  sinner  that  I  am, 
it  is  the  good  of  the  church  I  think  of." 

"  Well !  well ! "  answered  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  most 
disinterested  father,  I  give  you  my  promise ;  and  now  be 
quick,  for  I  expect  a  visiter  full  soon,  my  dealings  with  whom 
may  depend  upon  your  words :  what  is  it  that  I  should 
fear?" 

"  That  Adrian,  Count  of  Meyrand,"  said  the  i)ricst,  "  and 
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Bernard,  Baron  de  Rohan,  laying  tlicir  heads  together  for 
their  own  special  purposes " 

"  That  can  never  be  !  that  can  never  be  ! "  cried  the  Mar- 
quis with  a  scoff.  "  They  both  love  the  same  woman.  They 
both  seek  her.  They  can  as  soon  unite  as  oil  and  water. 
No,  no,  that  is  all  vain  ! "  and  he  tiu-ned  away  with  a  sneer. 

"  Suppose,"  said  the  priest,  smiling  in  a  way  that  again 
shook  the  Marquis  of  Masseran's  feelings  of  security,  "  sup- 
pose that  the  one  sliould  love  her  money,  and  the  other  her- 
self, and  they  should  agree  to  settle  it  thus : — We  will  prove 
to  the  King  of  France  that  the  Lord  of  Masseran  holds  secret 
communication  with  the  Duke  of  Savoy  and  the  Emperor 
Ferchnand.  Suppose  this  were  the  case,  I  say,  do  you  think, 
my  son,  that  there  would  be  any  chance  of  their  really  proving 
it  ?  Could  the  noble  Count  of  Meyrand  say  boldly  that,  to 
his  knowledge,  the  Lord  of  JNIasseran  conspired  secretly  with 
some  troops  of  Savoy  to  carry  off,  as  if  by  force,  himself,  the 
Lord  of  Masseran,  and  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  for  special 
pm^poses  of  his  own,  somewhat  treasonable  towards  France, 
only  that  the  scheme  was  defeated  by  an  accident .''  Could 
Bernard  de  Rohan  say  that  he  had  seen  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
in  the  hands  of  his  captors,  going  along  with  no  great  signs 
of  unwillingness,  and  showing  no  great  signs  of  gratitude  to 
those  who  set  him  fi'ee  ? " 

"  Was  he  there  ? "  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  eagerly. 
"  "WTiat,  a  youth  in  a  buff  coat  ?  By  Heaven,  his  eyes  have 
been  haimting  me  all  night.    He  seemed  to  look  through  me." 

"  The  same  person,"  replied  the  priest,  with  a  low  laugh  ; 
"  and  he  did  see  through  you,  my  son.  You  have  been  very 
transparent  lately.  I  ask  no  questions,  but  put  it  to  yourself, 
whether  these  two  gentlemen  can  say  these  things  to  the 
King  of  France.  Then  may  not  the  one  say,  '  Sire,  I  love 
this  girl,  and  have  got  her  father's  promise  for  her  hand ; 
here  is  her  brother,  too,  consents  to  oiu*  marriage  :  I  claim  as 
my  reward  your  good  will  and  approbation.'  Then  may  not 
the  other  say,  '  Sire,  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  as  1  have  sl)owed 
you,  betrays  your  trust.  He  has  fair  castles  and  fortresses, 
beautiful  lands  and  lordships,  vineyards,  olive  grounds,  corn 
fields:  1  ]u-ay  you,  in  return  for  having  discovered  his 
dealings  with  the  empire,  put  me  in  possession  of  his  lands 
and  lordsliips  till  your  majesty  shall  think  fit  to  conclude  a 
peace.' " 

The  Tiord  of  Masseran  looked  moodily  down  ujion  the 
ground  ;  jind,  though,  to  say  the  truth,  he  did  not  yet  ]uit  great 
faith  in  the  juiest's  sincerity,  he  asked  brielly,  "  Well!  what 
remedy  .''     How  is  this  to  be  avoided  .-"' 
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"That,"  replied  the  priest,  "  for  certain  1  cannot  tell  you  ; 
but  I  can  tell  you  what  I  would  do  were  you  Father  Willand 
and  I  INIarqais  of  Masseran.  I  would  order  horses  to  be 
saddled  and  grooms  to  be  prepared,  and  by  the  most  silent, 
secret,  and  sudden  way,  I  would  betake  myself  U)  l^iris,  east 
myself  at  the  King's  feet,  accuse  this  Count  of  Meyrand  of 
seeking  to  corrupt  me,  tell  him  that  Savoy  hud  offered  me 
bribes,  and,  failing  there,  had  striven  to  carry  nie  off.  T 
would  do  all  this,  and  then  — '—' 

"  Hush  ! "  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran — "  hush  ! "  there  is 
some  one  coming  to  seek  me  :  and,  leaving  the  priest,  he 
advanced  a  few  steps  towards  a  servant  who  now  approached 
from  the  house.  The  Marquis  asked  a  question  in  a  low 
tone,  to  which  the  other  replied,  loud  enough  for  Father 
AVilland  to  hear — 

"  He  will  not  come  within  the  gates,  sir,  but  desires  to 
speak  with  you  for  a  moment  without :  he  says,  he  is  but  in 
his  hunting  garb,  and  unfitted  to  enter  your  halls." 

"  How  many  men  has  he  with  him .'' "  demanded  the  Lord 
of  Masseran. 

"  No  one  but  a  page,  my  lord,  near  the  gates,"  replied  the 
man.  "  The  rest  I  saw  gathered  together  about  a  mile  down 
the  road,  on  the  other  side  of  the  valley." 

"  I  will  come  !"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran — "  I  will  come  ! " 
and  he  added,  in  a  lower  tone,  some  words  which  the  priest 
did  not  hear,  but  which  he  judged  had  reference  to  himself, 
from  jierceiving  the  eyes  of  the  speakers  turned  more  than 
once  shrewdly  towards  him.  "  I  will  be  back  again  in  a  few 
minutes,  good  father,"  the  Lord  of  Masseran  continued. 
"  Wait  for  me,  for  we  have  yet  much  to  speak  of." 

"•  I  will  wait,  I  will  wait,"  replied  the  priest ;  "  only  be  not 
long,  my  good  son ;  for  though  I  have  much  to  say  to  you, 
I  have  little  time  to  spare." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  gave  him  every  assurance  that  lie 
would  return  speedily  ;  and  then  left  the  garden,  followed  l)y 
the  attendant  who  had  summoned  him.  The  priest  looked 
after  them,  and  listened,  and  being  someway  connected  with 
the  race  of  that  gentleman  called  in  history  Fine-ear,  he  dis- 
tinctly heard  the  door  by  which  he  and  the  Marquis  had 
entered  the  garden  locked  after  the  latter  had  (juitted  it. 
"  There  is  another  door,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  with  a 
smile,  looking  towards  one  of  the  archways  upon  the  teiTace 
leading  to  the  chateau. 

The  next  instant,  however,  there  was  a  sound  from  tliat 
quarter  also,  as  if  somebody  turned  the  key  there  likewise ; 
but  the  priest  continued  to  smile  notwithstanding,  and,  pro- 
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ceecling  slowly  along  the  terraces,  as  if  merely  to  ainuse  him- 
self by  a  walk,  he  approached  the  thick  wall  of  the  garden, 
and  stopped  at  the  entrance  of  one  of  those  little  guerites,  or 
•watch-towers,  with  which  the  Avhole  enclosure  was  studded 
from  place  to  place.  ITp  the  narrow  staircase  in  the  stone 
he  made  his  way,  and  then  looked  carefully  out  through  the 
loop-hole  which  was  turned  towards  the  chief  entrance  of  the 
chateau.  No  living  object,  however,  was  to  be  seen  in  the 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  the  castle  itself;  though,  as  the 
attendant  had  said,  about  a  mile  down  the  road  which  passed 
through  the  valley  w^as  a  troop  of  men  and  horses  and  dogs 
gathered  together  in  various  listless  attitudes,  while  two  large 
eagles  were  seen  whirling  in  immense  circles  high  up  above 
the  tops  of  the  mountains,  upon  the  lower  part  of  whose  tall 
sides  a  flock  of  sheep  appeared  feeding  in  peaceful  tranquillity. 

"  I  may  as  well  go,"  said  the  priest  to  himself,  as  he  gazed 
out  upon  this  quiet  scene.  "  I  have  said  all  that  it  is  neces- 
sary to  say,  and  this  sweet  lord  may  not  have  done  all  that 
he  may  think  it  necessary  to  do.  I  like  not  his  whisperings, 
so  I  may  as  well  go." 

But  as  the  priest  thus  mvn'mured  to  himself,  he  looked  out 
again  in  the  same  direction,  when  two  persons  came  slowly 
forth  from  behind  an  angle  of  one  of  the  towers,  and  taking 
their  way  under  the  garden  wall,  approached  the  very  spot 
where  Father  Willand  stood.  There  was  no  diflSculty  in  re- 
cognising the  Lord  of  Masseran  and  the  Count  de  Meyrand. 

"  Now  what  would  I  give,"  murmured  the  priest  to  himself, 
"  for  one  of  those  famous  inventions — those  ear  trumpets — 
those  sound  catchers — which  we  read  about  in  old  histories." 

The  good  priest,  however,  possessed  none  such ;  and 
though  his  ears,  as  we  have  said,  were  very  sharp — though 
he  thrust  his  head  as  far  as  he  could  into  the  loop-hole — 
though  the  Count  and  his  companion,  thinking  that  no  one 
observed  them,  spoke  loudly  and  vehemently — and  though 
they  passed  directly  under  the  turret  where  tlie  priest 
stood — nevertheless  the  words  which  he  could  catch  were 
very  few.  "  Well,  my  good  lord — well ! "  said  the  Lord  of 
Masseran  ;  "  you  blame  me  without  cause.  I  have  done  my 
best,  and  am  as  disappointed  as  you  are." 

"  I  do  not  blame  you,"  replied  the  other;  "  I  only  tell  you 
whatnuist  be  tlie  result  if  the  plans  you  have  proposed  can- 
not be  carried  through  immediately." 

"  Not  that  1  have  proposed,  not  that  I  have  proposed," 
replied  tlie  other  ;  "the  suggestion  was  your  own." 

"  Indeed  !"  said  tlie  Count  of  Meyrand,  "this  is  something 
new  to  me.     All  1  know  is,  that  1  have  got  the  whole  of  your 
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scheme  drawn  out  in  your  own  luuul,  tlie  names  false,  indeed, 
or  written  in  cipher,  but  for  that  we  will  soon  find  a  key. 
What  I  asked  was  this,  either  that  you  should  pay  me  the 
large  debt  you  owe,  or  that  you  should  give  me  such  assistance 
in  my  suit  to  Mademoiselle  do  IJrienne  as  would  enable  me 
to  call  her  my  wife  within  two  months.  Those  two  months 
have  now  well  nigh  exjjired,  and  I  will  be  trifled  with  no 
more." 

The  latter  })art  of  this  sentence  was  lost  to  the  ear  of  the 
priest ;  but  he  guessed  what  it  nnist  be ;  and  certainly  the 
slight  portion  that  he  had  heard  gave  him  a  very  strong  inclina- 
tion to  hear  more.  He  paused,  then,  to  consider  whether  this 
could  be  accomplished  by  any  possible  means,  but  it  was 
evident  that  such  could  not  be  the  case ;  for  even  while  he 
tiu'ned  the  matter  in  his  mind,  the  little  path,  along  which 
the  Marquis  de  Masseran  and  his  companion  walked,  led  them 
farther  and  farther  from  the  wall  of  the  garden.  We  must 
now,  however,  follow  the  two  noblemen,  and  leave  the  priest 
to  his  fate,  which  we  shall  very  speedily  see. 

"  Well,  well,  my  good  friend,"  replied  the  Marquis  de 
Masseran,  in  answer  to  the  last  observation  of  the  Count, 
"  the  time  has  not  yet  fully  expired,  and  it  shall  be  your  OAvn 
fault  if  my  promise  is  not  completely  fulfilled." 

•'How  can  it  be  my  fault.?"  said  the  Count.  "  I  have  no- 
thing to  do  with  the  fulfilment  of  your  promise." 

"  Yes  you  have,"  answered  the  Marquis  of  INIasseran :  "  I 
will  give  you  the  means ;  but  if  any  pitiful  scruple,  any  lady- 
like hesitation  upon  your  part,  prevents  you  from  employing 
them,  the  fault  is  your  own." 

"Mark  me  now,  my  good  lord,"  replied  the  Count  —  "it 
was  imderstood  between  us  that  1  was  to  have  no  share  in 
anything  contrary  to  my  allegiance  to  the  crown  of  France. 
With  your  own  plans  I  had  nothing  to  do.  If  you  chose  to 
give  the  agents  of  the  Empire  an  opportunity  of  making  you 
a  prisoner,  and  taking  possession  of  your  fortresses  for  rea- 
sons and  with  purposes  best  known  to  yourself,  I  had  notliing 
to  do  with  that — that  was  your  own  affair ;  I  would  be  in  no 
degree  implicated  with  it  —  I  would  receive  no  bribes  from 
Savoy  or  Austria,"  he  continued  with  a  sneer ;  "  all  I  agi'eed 
to  do  was,  to  rescue  the  lady,  if  on  any  occasion  I  were  in- 
formed that  she  w-as  travelling  as  a  prisoner  between  Font 
Covert  and  Brianzone.  This  I  promised  to  do,  and  I  should 
have  had  no  scruple  then  to  use  my  opportunities  to  the  best 
advantage." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  smiled  with  a  meaning  look,  which 
his  companion  easily  interpreted.     The  Count  added,  with  a 
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frown,  "  You  mistake  me  :  I  would  have  done  her  no  wrong, 
sir !  Though  I  woukl  have  taken  care  to  keep  her  so  long 
with  me,  that  she  could  give  her  hand  to  no  one  else,  I  would 
have  treated  her  with  all  honour." 

"  Doubtless,  doubtless," replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran ;  "  but 
what  I  mean  now,  my  lord  count,  is,  that  if  1  again,  at  a 
great  risk  to  myself,  give  you  good  opportunity,  you  will  have 
no  hesitation  in  using  a  little  gentle  force  to  compel  this  lady's 
union  with  yourself.  We  have  priests  enough  who  will 
perform  the  ceremony  with  a  deaf  ear  to  all  the  remonstrances 
that  her  reluctance  and  maiden  modesty  may  suggest ;  but 
when  we  have  carried  the  matter  so  far  as  that,  remember 
that  my  safety — nay,  my  life  itself — may  be  compromised,  if 
you  yield  to  any  weak  supplications.  Once  commit  our- 
selves, and  our  only  safety  is  in  her  being  your  wife  !  Then 
she  will  be  silent  for  her  own  sake." 

"  By  Heavens,"  said  the  Count,  in  a  deep  low  tone,  "  she 
shall  be  my  wife,  if  it  be  but  in  revenge  for  the  scorn  with 
which  she  treated  me  in  Paris.  If  it  costs  the  lives  of  her 
and  me,  and  all  our  kin,  she  shall  be  mine,  Lord  of  Masseran." 
"  So  be  it,  then,"  replied  the  Marquis ;  "  but  to  accomplish 
my  new  scheme,  I  must  be  absent  some  few  days." 

The  Count  gazed  upon  him  somewhat  suspiciously.  "  Some 
few  days  .''"  he  said.  "  What !  long  enough,  jNIarquis,  to  go 
to  Paris  or  Vienna  ?" 

"  Neither,"  replied  the  Marquis  of  Masseran,  coolly.  "  Three 
days  will  suffice,  if  well  used.  In  three  days,  I  will  be  back 
again." 

"And  in  those  three  days,"  replied  the  Count,  "this 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  whom  Ave  were  talking  about  just  now,  will 
have  fair  opportunity  of  visiting  the  bright  lady,  and  even 
perhaps,  by  the  connivance  of  her  fair  mother,  may  carry  her 
within  the  French  frontier,  and  j)lead  her  father's  promise  at 
the  court  of  the  King." 

"  Not  by  her  mother's  connivance,"  replied  the  Marquis. 
"  Her  mother  loves  him  as  little  as  you  do ;  and  even  were  he 
at  the  court  of  France  to-morrow,  her  ])rotest  against  the 
marriage  would  be  sufficient  to  stop  it.  But  to  guard  against 
all  danger,  and,  if  possible,  to  put  the  mind  of  a  suspicious 
man  at  ease,  I  will  tell  you  that  one  great  cause  of  my 
going  hence  is  to  prevent  this  Bernard  de  Rolian  from  setting 
foot  witliin  my  walls.  I  know  his  coming :  I  know  why  he 
comes,  far  better  than  you  do.  I  have  heard  his  motives 
and  his  views  within  this  hour,  from  one  who  is  well  ac- 
quainted with  them,  and  if  lie  present  himself  at  my  gates, 
he  will  find  a  stern  refusal  till  I  return.     Then  1  must  see 
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him,  but  I  shall  then  be  prepared.  Will  this  satisfy  you  ? 
If  it  do  so,  tell  me  at  once;  for  it  is  high  time  that  1  should 
mount  my  horse,  and  quit  this  j)lii('('  without  delay." 

Though  in  reality  anything  but  satislied,  the  Count  dc 
Meyrand  expressed  his  consent  to  the  proposal,  determined 
in  his  own  mind  to  watch  all  the  proceedings  of  a  confederate 
whom  he  could  so  little  trust,  even  in  the  dark  and  tortuous 
schemes  in  which  their  interests  were  combined.  He  tried, 
as  he  jmrted  from  the  Marquis,  to  conceal  his  doubts,  lost  they 
should  betray  his  purposes ;  but  that  worthy  gentleman  was 
far  too  practised  a  reader  of  the  human  heart  and  human 
countenance  to  be  so  deceived ;  and  when  they  se])arated,  it 
was  with  the  full  conviction  that  each  would  endeavour  to 
deceive  and  circumvent  the  other,  unless  some  strong  neces- 
sity continued  to  bind  them  together. 

"  Now,"  thought  the  Marquis  de  Masseran,  as  he  paused 
for  a  moment  looking  after  the  Count  de  INIeyrand  —  "  now 
for  this  priest.  I  must  have  more  information  from  him  — 
more  full,  more  complete.  —  Then  what  is  to  be  done  with 
him  ?  It  might  be  dangerous  to  confine  him  ;  —  and  yet  it 
were  easy  to  say  that  he  had  held  treasonable  discourses.  — 
A  fall  from  the  walls  might  be  as  good  as  anything — I  will 
speak  with  Geronimo  about  it." 

He  had  been  standing  with  his  back  towards  the  castle, 
and  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground  while  he  thus  held  parley 
with  himself.  On  the  other  side  of  the  valley,  which  was 
there  profound,  rose  up  the  mountain,  with  the  road  into 
Piedmont  winding  along  it,  at  the  distance  of  perhaps  a 
quarter  of  a  mile,  to  use  the  ordinary  expression,  as  the  crow 
flies,  but  fully  a  mile  by  the  road ;  and  as  he  ended  his  mur- 
muring soliloquy,  the  Marquis  of  Masseran  looked  up  in  that 
direction.  To  his  utter  surprise  and  consternation  when  he 
did  so,  he  beheld  the  figure  of  the  priest  walking  quietly 
along  the  highway  towards  the  lower  ground  of  Savoy. 

He  hastened  back  to  the  castle :  but  he  was  assirred  at  the 
gates  by  all  the  several  persons  who  were  standing  there, 
that  no  one  had  passed.  On  examining  the  doors  of  the 
garden,  every  one  of  them  was  found  to  be  closed ;  and  the 
Marquis  of  Masseran  came  to  a  conclusion  which  was  not 
pleasant  for  a  man  engaged  in  his  peculiar  pursuits— namely, 
that  he  was  deceived  and  betrayed  by  some  one  of  his  own 
household. 


56  THE  BRIGAND;   OR, 


CHAPTER  VII. 

The  observation  may  seem  trite,  that  to  every  period  of  life 
is  assigned  by  the  Almighty  and  Munificent  Being,  who  at 
our  creation  adapted  to  each  part  of  oiur  material  form  the 
functions  that  it  was  to  execute,  and  the  labours  it  was  to 
sustain,  either  peculiar  powers  of  endurance  or  counter- 
balancing feelings,  which  render  the  inevitable  cares  and 
sorrows  apportioned  to  every  epoch  of  our  being  lighter  and 
more  easy  to  be  borne.  The  woes  of  childhood  are,  in 
themselves,  speedily  forgotten.  The  pains  are  soon  suc- 
ceeded by  pleasm'es  and  care ;  gnawing  care,  the  rack  of 
after-life,  is  then  unknown.  Boyhood — eager,  enthusiastic, 
hopeful  boyhood — the  age  of  acquisition  and  expectation, 
though  it  may  know  from  time  to  time  a  bitter  pang,  scarcely 
less  in  its  degree  than  those  that  afflict  mature  life,  has  so 
many  compensating  enjoyments,  its  own  sunshine  is  so  bright, 
the  light  that  shines  upon  it  from  the  future  is  so  dazzling, 
that  the  griefs  serve  but  as  a  preparation  and  a  warning,  too 
little  remembered  when  once  they  are  past.  Old  age,  with 
its  decay,  with  the  extinction  of  earthly  hopes,  with  the  pros- 
pect of  the  tomb,  has  also  dulled  sensibilities  that  allow  us 
not  to  feel  many  of  the  more  painful  things  of  early  years. 
The  blunted  edge  of  appetite  may  not  give  so  keen  a  zest  to 
pleasure ;  but  the  apathy  which  accompanies  it  extends  to 
griefs  as  well  as  joys,  and  if  wisely  used,  is  one  of  the  best 
preparations  for  a  resignation  of  that  state  of  being  which  we 
have  tried  in  the  balance  of  experience  and  have  found 
wanting  —  wanting  in  all  that  can  satisfy  a  high  and  ethereal 
spirit  —  wanting  in  all  things  but  its  grand  purpose  of  trial 
for  a  life  to  come.  But  besides  all  this,  unto  that  period  of 
old  age,  thus  prepared  and  admonished  for  another  state, 
God  himself  has  also  given  comfort  and  consolation,  a  promise 
and  a  hope  —  a  promise  brighter  than  all  the  promises  of 
youth  —  a  hope  brighter  than  all  those  that  have  withered 
away  upon  our  path  of  life. 

There  is  still  anotlier  age,  however,  an  age  the  most  pe- 
rilous, often  the  most  full  of  ])ains:  an  age  when  the  eager  as- 
pirations of  youth  reach  out  the  hand  towards  fruition  ;  when 
the  great  truths  of  disappointment  break  upon  us;  when  we 
first  learn  the  bitter  Icisson  that  hope  bus  told  us  idle  tales, 
that  fortune  is  of  fickle  favour,  that  friendsliips  are  too  often 
false,  that  our  own  hearts  do  ourselves  wrong,  that  enjoy- 
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ment  itself  is  often  a  vanity  and  often  a  vision;  that  Nve  must 
suffer  and  grieve  and  repent  in  the  midst  of  a  worhl  which, 
shortly  before,  we  fancied  was  composed  of  notliing  hut 
l)rightness  and  beauty  and  ha]»])iness.  I  speak  of  tlie  tinu; 
of  life  when  we  iirst  put  on  manhood,  and  meet  all  its  sorrows 
at  the  moment  when  we  expect  nothing  but  its  joys.  For 
that  period,  too,  there  is  a  bright  compensation  given,  there 
is  a  sustaining  j)rinciple  implanted  in  our  ])reast,  common  to 
the  highest  and  the  lowest,  the  savage  and  the  civilised  —  a 
princij)le  that  furnishes  a  balm  for  many  Avounds,  that  sur- 
rounds us  with  an  atmosphere  of  consolation,  hope  and  joy, 
and  enables  us  to  live  on  in  one  s])lendid  dream  even  in  the 
midst  of  hard  and  dark  realities. 

That  principle  is  love  ;  and  that  principle  was  warm  and 
strong  in  the  bosom  of  Bernard  de  Kolian  as,  on  the  day 
after  that  in  which  the  conversations  we  have  mentioned  in 
our  last  chapter  took  place,  he  stood,  a  few  minutes  l)efore 
the  setting  of  the  sun,  under  a  group  of  tall  fir  trees  that  had 
pitched  themselves  upon  a  pinnacle  of  the  rock,  about  ten 
j-ards  distant  from  the  farther  angle  of  the  garden,  attached 
to  the  chateau  of  Masseran.  The  trees  grew  very  close 
together ;  and,  Avhat  between  scanty  soil  and  the  mountain 
winds,  their  large  trunks  had  contorted  themselves  into  ma- 
nifold strange  shapes.  From  this  gi'oup,  two  or  three  row^s 
of  the  same  kind  of  firs  ran  down  the  side  of  the  hill  into  the 
valley.  One  would  have  supposed  that  they  w'ere  the  re- 
mains of  some  old  avenue,  had  the  lines  been  but  a  little  more 
regular. 

The  shadow  of  those  trees  completely  concealed  any  one 
who  stood  beneath  them,  and  the  eyes  must  have  been  very 
near  that  could  have  perceived  Bernard  de  Rohan  as  he 
leaned  against  one  of  them,  gazing  upon  a  particular  part  of 
the  garden  wall  immediately  under  one  of  the  small  watch 
turrets.  He  thus  waited  some  time,  with  an  eagerness  of 
expectation,  it  is  true,  which  in  no  other  situation  or  circum- 
stances had  he  ever  known  before,  but  at  the  same  time 
with  many  sweet  thoughts  and  hopes  and  hapjjy  memories 
which  cheered  the  moments,  and  made  even  the  im])atience 
that  he  felt,  appear  like  some  of  those  drinks  which  man  has 
invented  to  satisfy  his  thirst,  and  which  are  at  once  pungent 
and  grateful  to  the  taste.  He  had  waited  some  time,  we  have 
said,  when  at  length,  as  a  distant  snowy  peak  of  the  mountain 
began  to  change  its  hue  and  turn  rosy  with  the  rays  of  the 
setting  sun,  the  small  postern  door  on  which  his  eyes  were 
fixed  was  seen  to  move  upon  its  hinges,  and  then  stood  ajar. 
Bernard  de  Rohan  sprang  forward,  passed  the  small  open 
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space  in  a  moment,  and  pushing  back  the  door  more  fully, 
stood  within  the  garden  of  the  castle  of  Masseran. 

Scarce  a  step  from  the  gate,  with  her  hand  pressed  upon 
her  heart,  as  if  to  stop  the  palpitation  of  fear  and  agitation, 
stood  a  lady,  perhaps  of  twenty  years  of  age.  She  Avas  cer- 
tainly not  more ;  and  her  beauty,  like  the  morning  sun,  seemed 
to  have  the  promise  of  a  long  bright  race  before  it.  She  was 
very  graceful,  and  very  beautiful.  The  whole  form  seemed 
to  breathe  of  a  bright  and  high  spirit ;  but  even  had  it  not 
been  that  her  person  so  perfectly  harmonised  with  her  mind, 
and  was,  in  fact  —  as  nature  probably  intended  should  always 
be  the  case  —  an  earthly  type  of  the  soul  within,  yet  Bernard 
de  Rohan  would  still  have  loved  her  as  deeply,  as  tenderly 
as  he  did,  for  he  knew  that  spirit  to  be  bright  and  beautifiil : 
he  knew  the  heart  to  be  tender,  and  devoted  and  affectionate ; 
he  knew  the  mind  to  be  pm'e  and  high,  and  fixed  in  all  its 
purposes  of  right. 

He  had  been  brought  up  with  her  fi'om  youth;  her  father 
had  been  his  guardian,  and  a  parent  to  him  when  his  own 
parents  were  no  more.  She  had  fancied  herself  a  sister  to 
him  till  the  hearts  of  both  told  them  it  was  happy  she  was 
not  so.  No  disappointments  had  ever  befallen  them  in 
the  course  of  their  affection ;  no  obstacles  had  been  thrown 
in  their  way  till  that  time ;  and  yet,  though  neither  opposed, 
nor  troubled,  nor  disappointed,  they  loved  each  other  with 
true  and  constant  hearts,  and  feared  not  the  result  of  any 
hour  of  ti'ial. 

She  was  very  beautiful,  certainly.  It  was  not  alone  that 
all  the  features  of  her  face  were  fine,  but  it  was  also  that  the 
form  of  the  face  itself  was  beautiful,  and  the  way  that  the 
head  was  placed  upon  the  neck,  and  the  neck  rose  from  the 
slioulders,  all  gave  a  peculiarity  of  expression,  a  grace,  which 
is  only  to  be  compared  to  that  of  some  ancient  statue  from  a 
master's  hand.  The  eyes,  too,  were  very,  very  lovely,  deep 
blue,  and  full  of  liquid  light ;  with  dark  black  eye-lashes  that 
curtained  them,  like  a  dark  cloud  fringing  the  edge  of  the 
Avestcrn  sky,  but  leaving  a  space  for  the  bright  light  of  evening 
to  gush  through  upon  the  world.  Her  complexion  was  clear 
warm  brown ;  but  now,  as  she  stood,  there  was  something, 
either  in  the  agitation  of  the  moment,  or  in  the  cold  light  of 
the  hour,  which  made  her  look  as  pale  as  marble. 

She  was  pressing  her  hand  upon  her  heart,  and  leaning 
slightly  forward,  with  an  eager  look  towards  the  door,  as  if 
prepared  to  rty  should  any  one  appear  whom  she  did  not  ex- 
pect. The  instant  she  saw  Bernard  de  Rohan,  however,  her 
whole  face  was  lighted  up  with  a  glad  smile,  and  she  sprang 
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forward  to  meet  him  Avith  the  unchecked  joy  of  pure  ;ui<l 
high  affection.    They  were  in  a  moment  in  each  otlier's  amis. 

"My  Isabel!  my  beloved!"  he  said;  "I  thoii,t,f]it  that 
this  man  had  determined  to  shut  me  out  fi-om  IkIk  tiding  you 
again." 

"  And  so  he  would,"  replied  the  lady.  "  80  he  would,  it" 
he  had  the  power.  But  oh  I  Bernard,  I  fear  him  —  I  fear 
him  in  every  way  —  I  fear  him  on  my  own  account,  I  fear 
him  on  yours." 

"  Oh  !  fear  not,  fear  not,  Isabel !"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  He  can  but  bring  exil  upon  his  own  head  if  he  attempts  to 
wrong  either  you  or  me.  Already  has  he  placed  himself  in 
danger.  But  tell  me,  my  beloved,  lell  me,  is  he  really  absent 
from  the  castle,  or  was  it  but  a  pretence  to  avoid  seeing  me 
when  I  came  yesterday  .''" 

"  No,  he  is  absent,"  replied  Isabel  de  Brienne.  "  In  that, 
at  least,  there  is  no  deception,  for  I  saw  him  ride  out  with 
but  a  few  horses,  yesterday  towards  mid-day.  He  took  the 
small  covered  way  by  the  back  of  the  castle,  and  by  the  other 
side  of  the  gardens.  I  saw  him  from  the  window  of  my 
chamber  in  the  keep,  and  I  do  not  believe  that  he  has  since 
returned." 

"  It  must  have  been  to  avoid  me,"  said  Bernard  de  Hohan, 
thoughtfully ;  "  and  yet  how  could  he  know  that  I  was  here  ? 
Did  he  ever  hint  at  such  knowledge,  my  Isabel .?" 

"  Not  to  me,"  she  answered ;  "  but  I  have  scarcely  seen 
him  since  that  terrible  night.  I  have  been  in  my  mother's 
sick  chamber,  to  which  his  cruelty  and  brutality  have  brought 
her.  Nor  would  he  ever — even  if  I  had  seen  him — nor 
would  he  ever  mention  your  name  to  me.  He  would  fain 
have  me  forget  it,  Bernard;  but  on  that  score  I  have  much 
to  tell  you,  too." 

"  I  know  that  I  judge  your  heart  right,  dear  Isabel,"  re- 
plied Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  when  I  say  he  w(iuld  find  it  hard 
to  make  you  forget  that  name ;  and  yet  I  have  had  warnings 
within  the  last  two  days  of  many  a  dark  and  evil  scheme  it 
would  seem  against  your  peace  and  mine.  A  vague  hint  has 
been  given  me  that  one  whom  I  know  to  be  brave,  and  whom 
the  world  holds  to  be  honest — one  who  was  once  my  parti- 
cular friend  and  ni}'  comrade  in  many  a  day  of  diliiculty, 
and  strife,  and  peril — one  who  I  know  must  be  well  aware, 
from  many  things  that  I  have  casually  said  in  thoughtless 
freedom  of  heart,  that  you  and  I  are  linked  together  by  ])ro- 
mises  that  can  never  be  broken — has  been  labouring  liard  to 
supplant  me  in  your  affection.  Yet  I  will  not  believe  thera, 
Isabel — I  will  not  believe,  in  the  first  place,  that  you  would 
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hear  one  word  on  such  a  score  from  any  man.  Neither  will 
T  believe — though  he  has  certainly  lingered  strangely  away 
from  the  army,  though  he  has  changed,  I  may  say,  marvel- 
lously, and  fr'om  a  gay,  rash,  thoughtless  youth,  become  a 
cautious,  calculating,  somewhat  impenetrable,  man — I  will 
not  believe  that  Adrian  de  Meyrand  would  do  me  wrong. 
No,  no,  I  will  trust  him  still." 

"  Trust  him  not,  Bernard  !  tiaist  him  not !"  replied 
Isabel.  "  Trust  him  not,  Bernard  !  I,  at  least,  know  what 
he  is.  You  say  that  yoiu"  Isabel,"  she  continued,  gazing  on 
him  tenderly,  "  would  not  hear  one  word  of  love  spoken  by 
any  other  lips  than  your  own.  You  do  her  right,  dear  Ber- 
nard. She  would  not,  if  she  could  help  it ;  and  even  when 
against  her  will,  against  remonstrance  and  anger,  she  has 
been  forced  to  hear  such  words,  she  has  scarce  forgiven  her- 
self for  what  she  could  not  avoid,  and  has  reproached  herself 
for  that  which  was  forced  upon  her.  Do  you,  too,  reproach 
her,  Bernard  V 

"  Oh,  no,"  he  replied,  holding  her  to  his  heart,  and  gazing 
into  the  pure  bright  eyes  which  seemed,  as  they  were,  deep 
Avells  of  innocence  and  truth — "  oh,  no,  dear  Isabel,  what 
was  done  unwillingly  needs  no  reproach  ;  but  how  was  this  ? 
Tell  me  all ! — De  Meyrand,  then,  has  wronged  me  ?" 

"  If  he  knew  of  your  love  for  me,  he  has,"  leplied  Isabel 
de  Brienne  ;  "  but  promise  me,  Bernard,  that  no  rash  or 
hasty  act  will  make  me  regret  having  spoken  to  you  openly, 
and  I  will  tell  you  all." 

"  None  shall,  my  Isabel,"  replied  her  lover.  "  It  is  only 
dangerous  rivals,  or  insolent  ones,  that  require  the  sword  of 
a  brave  man.  De  Meyrand  is  not  the  one,  and  probably 
may  never  be  the  other.    Speak,  dear  one  !    I  nuist  hear  all." 

"  Well,  then,"  she  answered,  "  before  we  quitted  the  court, 
I  remarked  that  this  Count  of  Meyrand  paid  me  assiduous 
court ;  and  though,  certainly,  he  was  very  attentive  also  to 
my  mother  and  her  new  husband,  still  I  avoided  him,  for 
there  was  something  in  his  look  and  his  manner  that  did  not 
please  me.  I  remarked,  however,  that  many  of  the  nobles  of 
the  court — nay,  even  the  King  himself — seemed  so  to  smoothe 
the  way  and  remove  all  obstacles,  that  he  was  frequently 
near  me.  One  day,  he  followed  me,  through  the  crowded 
halls  of  the  Louvre,  by  my  mother's  side,  and  when  1  could 
not  avoid  him,  poured  into  my  ears  a  tale  of  love,  which  I 
speedily  cut  short.  I  told  him,  at  once,  that  my  heart  was 
given,  and  my  hand  plighted  to  another  ;  and  1  besought  my 
mother  to  confirm  what  1  said,  ;tnd  stop  all  fiirtlicr  im])ortu- 
nity.     He  had  fascinated  her,  Bernard ;  and  though  she  did 
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what  I  requested,  it  was  Lut  coldly.  He  left  ine  tor  the 
time  ;  but  the  very  next  day,  while  I  was  alone  in  my 
mother's  chamber,  he  came  in,  and  ])ursued  the  same  theme. 
Then,  Bernard,  I  fear  I  acted  ill.  lie  aroused  my  anf^^er. 
I  was  indignant  that  he  should  thus  persecute  me  after  what 
I  had  said.  I  treated  him  with  some  scorn.  I  told  him,  cut- 
tingly, in  answer  to  a  question  which  he  should  not  have 
asked,  that  even  were  I  not  plighted  in  faith,  and  bound  by 
affection  to  another,  I  should  never  have  felt  for  him  aught 
but  cold  indifference.  He  lost  his  temper  at  length,  though 
it  was  long  ere  he  would  leave  me  ;  and  as  he  quitted  the 
room,  I  could  hear  something  muttered  between  his  teeth 
•which  sounded  very  nuich  like  a  menace.  Since  then  I  have 
only  seen  him  three  times.  Once  more  at  the  court ;  but  by 
that  time  my  brother  had  returned  fi-om  Italy.  He  was  with 
me,  and  the  Count  did  not  come  near.  I  have  twice  seen 
him  here,  when  I  have  been  forced  out  by  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran  upon  the  pretence  of  a  hunting  party.  He  comes  not 
near  the  castle,  however,  and,  when  we  did  meet,  he  was 
distant  and  stately  in  his  manner;  but  still  there  was  some- 
thing in  his  eyes  that  made  me  shudder." 

"  For  the  last  two  days  he  has  been  in  the  same  small  inn 
with  myself,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  I  will  speak  to 
him  to-night,  my  Isabel — calmly  and  gently,  I  promise  you; 
but  he  must  learn  to  yield  this  suit,  if  he  still  entertains  it. 
Nay,  look  not  grieved,  dear  one.  I  will  keep  my  promise 
faithfully,  and  forgive  the  past,  so  he  offend  not  in  the 
future." 

"  I  grieve  and  apprehend,  dear  Bernard,"  she  replied ; 
"  but  think  not  that  I  would  strive  to  stay  you  from  any 
course  that  you  yourself  judge  right.  I  know  you  are  mo- 
derate and  just,  and  that  you  will  not  think,  as  some  might 
do,  that  you  prove  your  love  for  me  by  fiery  haste  to  expose 
a  life  on  which  hangs  all  my  hopes  of  happiness.  Your 
honour  is  to  nie  far  more  than  life ;  but  oh,  Bernard,  judge 
but  the  more  calmly,  I  beseech  you,  of  what  that  honour  re- 
quires, by  thinking,  that  not  yoiu'  life  and  hajipiness  alone 
are  the  stake,  but  mine  also.  Having  told  you  all  truly — as 
I  ever  will  through  life — I  nmst  scarce  venture  a  word  more 
to  persuade  or  to  dissuade ;  and  yet  I  cannot  think  honour 
can  call  upon  you  even  to  speak  angry  or  reproachful  words, 
when  this  man  himself  was  not  told,  by  me  at  least,  that  it 
was  his  friend  he  was  trying  to  supplant." 

Bernard  de  llohan's  brow  was  somewhat  cloudy,  though 
he  smiled.  "  I  fear,  my  Isabel,"  he  said,  "  that  he  knew  the 
fact  too  well.     I  can  call  manv  a  time  to  my  mind,  when   1 
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have  dropped  words  concerning  you  which  he  coukl  not 
mistake.  However,  I  have  said  I  will  pass  over  all  thai  is 
gone,  and  now  let  us  think  of  other  brighter  things." 

"  I  know  not,"  she  replied — "  I  know  not  why,  Bernard, 
but  a  dark  shadow  seems  to  overhang  me,  which  jn'events 
my  thinking  of  brighter  things.  Within  the  last  year  so 
much  has  happened  to  cause  apprehension  and  anxiety,  so 
much  to  give  bu'th  to  pain  and  grief,  that  my  spirit  has  sunk; 
and  whereas  everything  used  to  seem  full  of  brightness  and 
hope,  all  is  now  full  of  despondency." 

"  Cheer  thee,  cheer  thee,  Isabel,"  replied  Bernard,  adding 
those  caresses  that  cheer  far  more  than  words — "  I  will  take 
thee  from  the  midst  of  the  sad  things  that  must  surround 
thee  here.  I  know,  dear  Isabel,  that  thy  mother  was  often 
harsh,  and  always  cold,  and  since  I  and  your  brother  have 
left  you,  you  have  had  no  support  or  comfort  under  the  j)ain 
which  her  behaviour  must  have  given." 

"  Oh,  it  was  not  her  harshness  nor  her  coldness,  Bernard," 
replied  Isabel  Brienne ;  "  I  could  have  borne  that  easily ; 
but  when  I  recollected  my  dear  father — when  I  remembered 
all  his  high  and  noble  qualities — his  kindness,  his  tender- 
ness to  her,  and  saw  her  again  stand  at  the  altar  to  give  her 
hand  to  another  so  unlike  him  in  everything — dark,  treacher- 
ous, avaricious,  and  deceitful — it  was  then  I  first  felt  that  I 
really  wanted  aid  and  consolation.  It  was  then  that  I  wanted 
help,  I  wanted  protection  and  su]iport ;  and  even  at  that 
time  I  would  have  written  to  you  to  come  to  me  with  all 
speed,  if  it  had  not  been  for  some  foolish  feelings  of  shame." 

"  They  were  indeed  wrong,  my  Isabel,"  replied  Bernard ; 
"  for  surely,  Isabel,  with  our  faith  plighted  by  your  own 
father's  will,  with  a  long  dear  intimacy  from  childhood  until 
now,  if  you  could  not  repose  full  tnihcsitating  trust  and  con- 
fidence in  me,  where,  where  could  you  place  it,  Isabel  ?" 

"  I  know  it  was  foolish,"  she  replied.  "  I  know  it  was 
very  foolish,  Bernard — but  yet,  even  now" — and  she  looked 
down  blushing  upon  the  ground — "  but  yet,  even  now,  the 
same  foolish  hesitation  makes  me  scruple  to  tell  you  what  I 
firmly  believe  is  the  best — nay,  is  the  only  plan  by  which  we 
could  hope  to  avoid  the  dangers  that  surroimd  us." 

"  Nay,  Isabel,  nay,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  after 
saying  so  murh,  you  must  say  more.  You  nnist  tell  me  all, 
freely,  candidly.  The  brightest  part  of  love  is  its  confidence. 
It  is  that  ])erfect,  that  unhesitating  reliance,  that  interchange 
of  every  idea  and  every  feeling,  that  perfect  connnunity  of  all 
the  heart's  secrets  and  the  miiid's  thoughts,  which  Ijinds  two 
]>eings  together,  more  closely,  more  dearly,  than  the  dearest 
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of  human  ties — more  than  the  vow  of  passion,  or  tlic  oath  of 
the  altar.  It  is  that  confidence  which,  did  we  not  deny  its 
sway,  woukl  give  to  earthly  love  a  ])ermanence  that  we  find 
but  seldom  in  this  world.  Oh,  Isabel,  you  must  not,  indeed 
you  must  not,  have  even  a  thought  that  is  nut.  mine." 

"  Nor  will  I,  Bernard,"  she  replied ;  "  nor  will  I  ;  though 
I  may  blush  to  say  what  I  was  going  to  say,  I  will  not  hesi- 
tate to  say  it.  It  is  this,  then,  Bernard :  you  must  take  me 
hence  without  delay." 

"  Oh,  how  gladly,"  he  cried,  throwing  his  anns  round  her, 
and  kissing  the  glowing  cheek  that  rested  on  his  shoulder — 
"  oh,  how  gladly,  Isabel !  I  waited  but  for  the  arrival  of 
your  brother  to  propose  that  step  to  you  myself.  If  this 
Lord  of  Masseran  chooses  to  refuse  me  admission,  I  cannot 
force  my  way  in,  and  you  may  be  subject  to  every  kind  of 
pain  and  grief  before  I  receive  such  authority  from  the  King, 
or  from  Brissac,  as  will  force  him  to  give  you  u])." 

"  That  is  not  all,  Bernard,  that  is  not  all,"  replied  the  lady. 
"  This  man  is  deceitful  to  all.  Suppose  but  for  a  moment 
that,  finding  the  King  of  France  obliged  to  withdraw  his 
troops  from  Italy,  as  I  hear  has  been  the  case,  he  resolves 
to  betray  the  trust  that  has  been  reposed  in  him,  to  submit 
himself  again  to  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  to  receive  the  troops  of 
the  Emperor.  Suppose,  Bernard,  he  removes  me  and  my 
mother  beyond  the  limits  of  Savoy,  beyond  the  power  of  the 
King  of  our  own  country,  beyond  your  reach,  Bernard,  what 
would  be  the  consequences  then  t  I  should  be  but  a  mere 
slave  in  his  hands. — But  listen  to  me  still,  dear  Bernard ; 
there  is  more,  more  to  be  said  ;  I  have  good  reason  to  believe 
and  know  that  all  these  dangers  are  not  merely  imaginary ; 
but  that  he  is  actually  dealing  with  the  Empire.  1  have 
seen  couriers  come  and  go,  and  heard  them  converse  long 
with  him  in  the  Gemian  tongue.  I  have  seen  officers,  who 
spoke  neither  French  nor  Italian,  surveying  the  castle,  and 
consulting  with  him  over  plans  of  other  fortresses.  Twic(>, 
also,  when  I  have  hesitated  to  ride  forth  Avith  him,  fearing 
dangers — I  did  not  well  know  what — ray  mother,  who  is 
already  his  complete  slave,  has  held  out  vague  threats  to  me 
of  removing  me  to  far  distant  lands,  where  my  obedience 
would  be  more  prompt  and  unhesitating.  Now,  even  now, 
Bernard,"  she  continued,  "  I  believe  that  he  is  gone  upon 
some  en\and  of  this  kind,  and  it  would  in  no  degree  suqirise 
me,  ere  three  days  are  over,  to  see  this  place  filled  witli 
German  soldiers." 

"  Then,  dear  Isabel,"  exclaimed  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  we 
must  lose  no  time.     T  wrote  to  vour  brother  to  meet  me  at 
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Grenoble,  and  I  have  sent  off  messengers  to  lihn  there  and 
at  Paris.  Bat  we  must  not  wait  for  his  coming.  Your 
father's  written  consent  will  justify  us,  and  the  King  is  already 
aware  that  this  man's  faith  and  adherence  to  France  is  inse- 
cure. It  would  have  been  better,  indeed,  if  your  brother  had 
been  here,  for  then  he  might,  in  the  first  place,  have  openly 
demanded  you  at  the  hands  of  this  man." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  Bernard,"  she  replied ;  "  I  rejoice  greatly 
that  Henry  is  not  here.  I  feel  a  sort  of  terror  at  the  idea  of 
his  falling  into  the  hands  of  this  Lord  of  Masseran.  You 
know  that  Henry's  death  would  place  great  wealth  at  the 
disposal  of  my  mother ;  and,  though  it  is  dreadful  to  say, 
yet  I  do  fear  there  is  no  act  at  which  this  Italian  would  hesi- 
tate, to  obtain  wealth  or  power,  or  any  of  the  objects  for 
which  men  strive  on  earth.  I  would  not  for  the  world  that 
Henry  should  put  himself  into  the  hands  of  one  so  treacherous. 
If  Henry  be  at  Grenoble,  we  can  fly  to  him  at  once,  and  be 
united  there." 

"  Better,  far  better,  dear  Isabel,"  rej^lied  her  lover,  "  that 
we  should  be  united  before  we  go.  There  is  a  priest  here 
who  seems  to  have  some  regard  for  me,  and  who  lingers  still 
at  the  inn,  I  know  not  why.  He  will  be  easily  persuaded  to 
unite  our  hands,  as  our  hearts  are  already  united,  and  then 
my  right  to  protect  and  defend  you  will  bear  no  denial.  Let 
it  be  soon,  too,  ray  Isabel.     Why  not  to-morrow  night .?" 

She  replied  not  for  a  moment  or  two.  Not  that  she  hesi- 
tated— not  that  there  was  a  doubt  in  her  own  mind  of  what 
her  answer  must  be— but  yet  she  paused,  with  her  hand 
clasped  in  that  of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  and  her  eyes  hid  upon 
his  shoulder,  while  he  went  on  to  persuade  her,  though  there 
needed  no  persuasion. 

"  Consider,  dear  Isabel,"  he  said,  "  the  secret  of  this 
postern  door  is  one  that  may  be  discovered  at  any  time.  He 
might  return  within  a  day.  If  we  were  to  meet  often,  our 
meeting  might  be  discovered.  What  it  is  necessary  to  do, 
it  is  necessary  to  do  at  once." 

It  need  not  be  said  that  Bernard  de  Rohan's  entreaties 
were  successful.  Isabel  promised  to  be  there  at  the  same 
hour  on  the  following  night  prepared  for  flight ;  and  Bernard 
do  Rohan  undertook  to  have  the  contract  of  their  marriage 
(IraAvn  up  by  some  neighbouring  notary,  and  a  priest  ready 
and  willing  to  unite  them. 

"  In  four  or  five  hours,"  he  said,  "  we  shall  be  within  the 
pale  of  ]''rance,  and,  as  you  saw  the  other  night,  we  shall 
have  plenty  of  willing  guards  thither,  dear  Isabel.  Besides 
that  wilder  retinue,  too,  my  own  train  is  down  at  the  hamlet; 
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but,  of  course,  I  must  bring  few  people  with  me,  for  fcMr  of 
attracting  attention.  Have  you  anybody  in  the  castle,  dejir 
Isabel,  besides  good  Henriot,  who  ciin  give  you  aid  ;ind 
assistance .'"' 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  the  lady,  "  there  is  the  maid  who  con- 
veyed to  you  the  note  to-day.     I  can  trust  her." 

"  She  seemed  sullen,  or  stupid,"  replied  Bernard  do  Rohan : 
"  I  could  not  induce  her  to  utter  more  than  one  or  two  words, 
and  those  1  did  not  distinctly  hear." 

"  She  is  very  silent,"  replied  Isabel ;  "  but  is  not  so  dull  as 
she  looks.  Give  her  but  one  thing  to  think  of,  and  one 
object  to  attend  to,  and  she  will  execute  what  she  is  directed 
to  do  well  enough ;  and,  perhaps,  it  is  all  the  better  that  she 
observes  nothing  which  passes  round  her,  and  is  so  sparing 
of  her  words." 

"  Hush !"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  There  is  a  light 
upon  the  terrace,  near  the  castle,  and  some  one  seems  coming 
hither.  Adieu  !  dear  Isabel,  adieu  !  Though  the  evening  is 
too  dim  for  them  to  see  us,  it  is  better  that  I  should  leave 
you  till  to-morrow.  But  forget  not,  dear  one ;  and  oh  !  be 
rather  before  than  after  the  hour." 

Thus  saying,  he  pressed  her  to  his  bosom  for  a  moment, 
and  then  passed  through  the  postern  door.  He  closed  it 
not  entirely,  however,  for  some  vague  apprehension  concern- 
ing the  sweet  girl  he  had  just  left  behind,  caused  him  to 
pause  and  listen,  till  he  assvired  himself  that  the  person 
whom  he  had  seen  approaching  was  no  unfriendly  one.  In 
a  few  minutes,  he  heard  another  female  voice  saying  dis- 
tinctly to  Isabel,  "  Your  lady  mother,  mademoiselle,  desires 
that  you  would  come  and  play  to  her  on  the  lute." 

"  I  come,  I  come,  good  Maddelene,"  replied  the  voice  of 
Isabel  de  Brienne ;  and  in  the  clear  evening  air  Bernard  de 
Rohan  could  hear  the  sound  of  receding  footsteps. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

"Has  not  the  Count  de  Meyrand  returned?"  demanded 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  as  he  I'e-entered  the  kitchen  of  the  little 
inn,  and  saw  it  tenanted  only  by  one  or  two  of  his  own 
attendants,  the  host  and  hostess,  and  a  waiting-boy.. 

"  He  has  not  only  returned,  my  lord,"  replied  the  land- 
lord, "  but   has  gone   away  again,  and,  sorry  am  T  to  say, 
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gone  away  altogether.      He  came  back,  and  departed  in 
great  haste,  paying  for  all  that  he  had  like  a  prince." 

"  This  is  strange,"  re})lied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  Did  he 
leave  no  message  for  me  ?" 

"  No  message,  my  lord,"  replied  the  host — "  he  gave  your 
man,  Master  Martin,  a  note  for  you,  however;  but  he  has  just 
gone  up  the  hill  and  taken  the  note  with  him." 

"  Do  you  know  where  the  Count  has  gone  to  ?"  demanded 
the  young  nobleman. 

"  Oh,  to  Pont  Beauvoisin,  on  his  way  to  Paris,"  the 
landlord  answered:  "he  has  been  gone  well  nigh  two 
hours." 

It  is  a  very  common  piece  of  policy  on  the  part  of  hosts, 
aubergistes,  landlords,  and  others  of  the  same  class  and  cha- 
racter, by  whatsoever  denomination  they  may  be  known,  to 
laud  up  to  the  skies  the  guest  just  departed,  praising  in  him 
those  especial  virtues  which  they  wish  to  inculcate  upon  the 
guest  who  happens  to  be  their  listener.  Thus  the  landlord 
was  proceeding  to  paint  in  high  colours  the  generosity  and 
careless  liberality  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  when  some 
persons  speaking,  and  a  loud  rich  buttery  laugh,  merry  in 
every  tone,  announced  that  the  good  priest,  Father  Willand, 
was  approaching  the  auberge,  with  some  companion. 

"  We  shall  live  like  clerks  now  he  is  gone — we  shall  live 
like  clerks,"  exclaimed  the  voice  of  the  priest.  "By  the  holy 
mass,  he  was  not  content  with  eating  more  than  his  own  share 
of  everything,  but  his  very  look  changed  everything  that  he 
did  not  eat,  and  turned  it  bad.  His  aspect  was  so  cold  that 
it  chilled  the  pottage ;  his  look  so  sharp  that  it  turned  the 
wine  sour.  I  will  make  a  new  prayer  night  and  morning — 
May  I  never  again  meet  such  a  companion  at  an  inn  as  this 
Count  de  Meyrand." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  found,  on  the  entrance  of  the  priest, 
that  it  was  his  own  attendant,  Martin,  with  wliom  Father 
Willand  had  been  conversing.  The  attendant  inniiediately 
produced  the  Count  de  Meyrand's  note,  which  his  master 
read  attentively,  and  with  an  appearance  of  satisfaction. 

"  80,  my  friend  De  Meyrand  has  gone  on  business  of  im- 
portance to  Paris,"  he  said,  aloud. 

"  Ay,  as  the  fox  is  said  to  go  to  his  hole,"  replied  the 
priest. 

"  I  dare  say,  indeed,"  re])lied  the  young  cavalier,  "  that 
there  are  many  foxes  in  that  hole,  my  good  father ;  but  still 
your  comparison  is  not  a  very  pleasant  one  for  the  good 
Count." 

"  The  comparison  was  more  aimed  at  his  way  of  going  to 
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Paris  than  at  cither  Paris  or  himself,"  replied  the  priest.  "  I 
repeat,  lie  is  gone  to  Paris  as  a  fox  is  said  to  go  to  his  hole  ; 
that  is,  back-foremost." 

"  Nay,"  replied  licrnard  de  Rohan,  "  I  never  yet  saw  fox 
so  stu])id.     Why  should  a  fox  go  back-foremost.?" 

"  To  hide  the  way  he  goes,"  answered  the  ])riest — "  to  make 
the  footsteps  point  out  of  the  hole  instead  of  into  it.  So 
the  good  peasants  tell  one." 

"But  how  can  this  apply  to  the  Count  de  Meyrand.''" 
asked  Bernard  de  Rohan,  with  his  curiosity  now  considerably 
excited. 

"  Because  he  tells  you,"  replied  the  priest,  "  that  he  is 
going  to  Paris,  and  we  watched  him  from  the  top  of  the  hill, 
and  saw  him  turn  quite  the  other  way  before  he  got  two  leagues 
out  into  the  plain." 

"  Strange  enough !"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  not  choosing 
to  appear  as  much  interested  as  he  really  was — "strange 
enough;  but  he  may  well  have  some  friends  to  see — some 
town  to  visit  in  the  way. — Come,  my  good  host !  come,  let  us 
have  supper  speedily,  and  give  us  more  light,  for  the  night 
is  growing  dark  and  sombre. — Good  priest,"  he  continued, 
turning  to  Father  Willand,  and  speaking  in  a  low  voice,  "  I 
have  a  word  for  your  private  ear  by  and  by — somewhat  to 
consult  upon,  regarding  which  I  need  sound  discretion  and 
good  counsel.  T  beseech  you,  therefore,  pause  at  the  end  of 
the  first  stoup  of  wine." 

"  My  son,  my  son!"  replied  the  priest,  "men  have  always 
made  a  mistake  with  regard  to  the  abode  of  truth.  Truth 
and  my  brains  lie  together  at  the  bottom  of  the  second  pottle 
pot,  for  most  men  are  sure  to  tell  the  truth  when  they  get  to 
that  pitch ;  and  my  brains  are  never  clear,  clean,  and  neat 
till  they  have  been  washed  in  that  quantity  at  least.  Fear 
not,  fear  not,  I  will  be  careful — though,  if  you  are  going  to 
confess  yourself,  you  ought  to  wish  me  as  drunk  as  possible, 
for  the  penances  I  enjoin  are  always  light  when  my  knees 
feel  like  an  unstarched  ruff. — Were  it  not  better,  however,  to 
talk  this  matter  over  first,  wliile  my  good  host  prejiares 
the  supper,  and  then  we  can  consider  it  in  our  cups,  you 
know.?" 

"  It  may,  indeed,  be  as  well,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  Follow  to  my  chamber,  good  priest,  then. — Go  on,  Martin, 
with  a  light."  And,  taking  his  way  up  the  dingy  staircase, 
Bernard  de  Rohan  led  the  priest  to  the  large  square  lofty 
bed-room  which  had  been  assigned  him  as  his  jdace  of  repose, 
and  which  no  one  would  have  imaginL'd  that  lowly  and 
huinble-looking  inn  could  boast  of.     The  moment  the  door 
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was  closed  and  the  attendant  gone,  the  priest's  eyes  assumed 
a  shrewder,  but  more  serious,  expression,  and  he  said, 
"  Know  you  that  I  have  been  here  twice  yesterday,  and  three 
times  to-day,  seeking  you?" 

"  In  truth,  I  did  not,"  rephed  the  young  cavalier.  "  On 
what  account  did  you  seek  me?" 

"  To  tell  you  to  make  good  use  of  your  time,"  answered 
the  priest.  "  The  Lord  of  Massoran  is  absent.  He,  I  doubt 
not,  is  really  gone  to  Paris — gone  to  justify  himself  to  the 
King  against  accusations  which  he  hears  are  to  be  made 
against  him.  You  have,  therefore,  time  to  do  all  that  you 
would,  and  nothing  is  required  but  to  be  diligent,  quick,  and 
secret." 

"  I  have  been  all  three,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  And 
I  have  just  come  from  the  postern  by  the  fir  trees." 

"  Then  you  have  seen  Corse  de  Leon,"  said  the  priest, 
abruptly.  "  AVlien  and  where  ?  For  I  could  not  find  him, 
neither  yesterday  nor  to-day." 

"  I  met  him  this  morning,"  replied  Bernard — "  I  met  him 
this  morning,  and  took  him  for  an  old  drover,  so  completely 
had  he  disguised  himself." 

"  Then  have  you  seen  the  lady  also?"  asked  the  priest. 

"  I  have,  my  good  fr'icnd,"  answered  the  young  cavalier, 
somewhat  surprised  to  find  how  completely  his  proceedings 
w  ere  divined.  "  I  have  seen  the  lady  ;  and  it  is  in  regard  to 
that  interview  that  I  wished  to  speak  with  you.  May  I  trust 
to  you  to  do  for  me,  to-morrow  night,  one  of  the  offices  of  your 
holy  function,  and " 

"  Marry  you,  in  short,"  replied  the  priest.  "  Marry  you 
to  this  fair  Isabel  of  Brienne.  Well,  my  son,  I  see  no  im- 
pediment— no  harm  therein.  — If  you  have  Avell  considered 
the  matter,"  he  added,  with  a  laugh,  "  and  have  dctennined 
to  take  upon  yourself  the  holy  estate  of  matrimony,  far  be  it 
from  me  to  prevent  you,  although  I  must  say,  that  it  was  in 
gracious  consideration  and  providence  for  our  temporal  as 
well  as  spiritual  happiness,  that  our  holy  church  exacted  from 
us  an  oath,  not  to  enter  into  the  condition  you  so  much  covet; 
however,  I  will  put  the  couples  roinid  your  necks,  and  then 
you  must  run  along  the  road  together  as  you  can ;  but  where 
shall  it  be  ?"  he  continued.  "  Tell  me  the  whens  and  the 
hows,  for  that  is  very  needful." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  explained  to  him  as  much  as  he  judged 
needful.  Indeed,  what  he  was  obliged  to  explain,  put  his 
plans  comj)letely  in  the  power  of  the  priest.  Nevertheless, 
he  did  not  anticijiato  any  evil  on  that  accoimt.  All  of  us — 
wisp  and  simple  alike — are  more  or  less  guided  in  our  deal- 
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ings  with  our  fellow-creatures  by  various  other  principles 
than  the  dictates  of  mere  reason.  The  most  suspicious 
man,  the  most  cautious  man,  will  from  time  to  time  ])lace 
conlidencc  where  it  is  least  deserved,  from  some  motives  to 
which  his  judgment  would  refuse  its  assent.  The  calm  and 
deliberate  politician,  who  has  frustrated  many  of  the  cabinet 
knaves  of  Europe,  and  concealed  his  thoughts  from  the 
penetrating  eye  of  diplomacy,  has  often  betrayed  his  secret 
to  a  pretty  face,  and  sometimes  let  it  fall  into  possession  of 
a  roguish  valet. 

But  Bernard  de  Rohan  was  neither  a  very  cautious,  nor  a 
very  suspicious  man.  His  nature  was  frank  and  confiding ; 
and  wherever  he  showed  himself  reserved,  he  was  rendered 
so  by  the  effect  of  reason  and  deliberate  consideration.  In 
the  present  instance,  he  was  forced  to  trust  the  priest ;  and 
he  trusted  him  without  regret  or  hesitation:  for  there  was 
something  in  good  Father  Willand's  face  and  demeanour 
which  was  frank  and  kindly,  and  to  say  sooth,  Bernard  de 
Rohan  had  conceived  a  prepossession  in  his  favour,  which 
might  or  might  not  be  justified.  He  thought,  too,  that  although 
his  own  memory  of  the  good  priest's  features  might  have 
faded  in  the  lapse  of  many  years,  and  though  those  features 
themselves  must  have  been  much  changed  by  time  since  he 
had  seen  them — he  thought,  too,  that  they  were  not  wholly 
without  some  corresponding  traces  on  the  tablets  of  remem- 
brance. Memory  has  her  instincts,  too ;  and  often,  though  we 
cannot  recollect  the  why  or  the  wherefore,  the  time  or  the 
circumstances  regarding  an  object  suddenly  presented  to  us, 
we  feel  that  it  is  connected  with  pleasant  or  unpleasant 
things  in  the  past,  that  there  have  been  causes  to  love,  or 
hate,  or  fear  a  person  whose  very  name  and  being  we  have 
forgotten.  Thus  was  it  with  Bernard  de  Rohan  and  Father 
Willand  ;  for  though  he  knew  not  where  they  had  met  before, 
though  he  was  not  sm-e  that  they  ever  had  met,  he  was  sure 
that  if  they  had,  there  had  existed  good  cause  to  hold  the 
priest  in  some  esteem. 

When  all  the  arrangements  for  the  succeeding  night  had 
been  made  between  the  priest  and  the  young  cavalier,  the 
latter  turned  to  a  point  connected  with  the  same  subject, 
which  pressed  somewhat  heavily  upon  his  mind. 

"  And  now,  my  good  Father  Willand,"  he  said,  "  you 
must  tell  me,  sincerely  and  candidly,  whether  you  have  reason 
to  be  perfectly  certain  that  this  Lord  of  Masseran  has  betaken 
himself  to  the  court  of  France." 

"  My  dear  son,"  replied  the  priest,  "  there  is  nothing  upon 
the  earth  or  under  the  earth  that  we  have  any  reason  to  be 
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perfectly  certain  of.  And  now  that  you  put  it  in  my  head 
he  added,  pausing  thoughtfully  for  a  moment  or  two — "  now 
that  you  put  it  into  my  head,  there  are  several  reasons  for 
believing  that  this  Savoyard  devil  has  not  gone  to  Paris.  In 
the  fust  place,  I  advised  him  to  go,  which  is  a  strong  reason 
for  supposing  he  would  not,  he  being  one  of  those  Avho 
thinks  that  no  man  can  be  sincere  in  anything.  I  was  so  far 
sincere,  however,  that  I  told  him  what  is  really  the  only  way 
of  saving  his  neck  fi'om  the  gripe  of  the  King  of  France ; 
but  I  had  another  object,  too,  which  was  to  clear  the  place  of 
his  uncomfortable  presence.  At  the  same  time,  there  is  a 
second  reason  for  believing  that  he  is  not  gone  to  the  court 
of  France  " 

"  There  are  a  thousand,''  interrupted  Bernard  de  Rohan. 

"  Ay,  but  there  is  one,"  rejoined  the  priest,  "  which,  though 
not  one  out  of  yom*  thousand,  is  stronger  than  all  the  rest — 
namely,  that  the  worthy  and  truth-loving  Lord  of  Masseran 
told  some  of  his  servants,  and  those  not  the  most  conlidential 
ones,  that  he  had  gone  to  Paris.  Now,  as  he  was  never 
known  to  tell  truth  in  his  life  when  a  lie  would  do  as  well, 
this  is  a  second  strong  reason  for  believing  that  he  has  not 
gone  to  Paris.  But  tlien  again,  on  the  otlier  hand,  we  have 
to  recollect  that  it  is  very  possible  he  might  for  once  tell  the 
truth,  in  the  hope  and  expectation  that,  from  his  known  cha- 
racter, it  might  be  mistaken  for  a  lie,  and  deceive  his  dear 
friends  that  way.  In  short,  the  matter  is  doubtful ;  for  every 
saying  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  is,  like  one  of  the  learned 
propositions  of  the  schools  on  which  we  dispute  so  learnedly, 
compounded  of  so  much  lie,  that  if  there  be  a  grain  of  truth 
therein,  the  finest  head  in  France  will  not  separate  it  in  a 
year.  But  let  me  hear,  my  son,  let  me  hear;  what  reasons 
have  you  to  bring  forward  on  the  one  side  or  the  other?" 

"  None  of  very  gi-eat  weight,  indeed  I"  replied  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  unable  to  divulge  the  orders,  written  or  verbal,  that 
he  bore  from  the  Marechal  de  Brissac.  "  A  report,  iiuleed, 
has  reached  us  in  Italy,"  he  continued,  '■  that  this  man  is 
playing  a  double  part  between  the  courts  of  PVance  and 
Austria ;  and  when  I  did  hear  of  his  departure,  I  certainly 
suspected  that  the  end  of  his  journey  might  be  Milan  rather 
than  Paris." 

"  I  will  soon  learn  that,"  cried  the  priest ;  "  I  will  soon 
learn  that.  What  you  suspect  is  anything  but  improbable. 
And  altliough— knowing  well  the  object  of  your  jouruey — he 
might  give  out  tliat  he  went  to  Paris  to  clear  himself  before 
he  saw  you,  yet  the  whole  may  be  false  together,  and  he  him- 
self be  within  ten  miles  of  his  castle  at  tlie  present  time. 
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One  thing,  however,  is  clear,  my  son;  no  time;  is  to  l)e  lost, 
and  in  the  meantime  I  will  ascertain  beyond  all  doubt  what 
road  he  took." 

"  But  can  you  ascertain?"  demanded  Jicruard  de  Rohan  ; 
"  is  it  possible  to  learn  exactly,  in  such  a  labyrintli-like 
country  as  this  ?"  * 

The  priest  laughed.  "  Beyond  all  doubt,  my  son,  beyond 
all  doubt,"  he  said.  "The  past  we  can  always  ascertain. — 
The  future  is  God's,"  he  added,  more  reverently — "  the  future 
is  God's,  and  must  rest  in  his  dark  council  chamber.  But 
do  you  not  know — have  you  not  yourself  seen,  that  though 
the  peasant  and  the  traveller  wander  along  the  sides  of  these 
mountains  without  beholding  anything  but  tlie  grey  stone,  and 
the  clear  stream,  and  the  green  bush — though  he  might  whistle 
all  the  lays  of  France  and  Italy  together,  and  blow  all  the 
horns  that  ever  were  winded,  from  Naples  to  the  far  north, 
without  rousing  anything  but  a  roebuck  or  an  eagle — there 
are  particular  sounds  to  be  uttered  by  particular  voices,  which 
would  call  every  bush  into  life,  and  change  every  rock  into  an 
armed  man .''  My  good  friend,  my  good  friend,  the  mountain 
is  fidl  of  eyes ;  and  the  Lord  of  JNIasseran  himself,  though 
he  knows  it  is  so,  does  not  know  to  what  extent.  There  is 
only  one  being  under  the  blue  eye  of  heaven  that  sees  it  all, 
and  that  is  the  man  whom  I  met  with  you  the  other  night." 

"  He  is  certainly  a  very  extraordinary  being,"  replied 
Bernard  de  Rohan;  "  and  I  would  fain  know  more  of  him." 

"  In  all  probability  you  will  know  more,"  replied  the  priest. 
"  But  you  may  meet  with  thousands  like  him  in  various  parts 
of  the  world.  There  are  three  places  where  you  generally 
find  the  great  rogues  congregate— the  court,  the  court  of  law, 
and  the  refectory.  The  honest  man  has  only  two  places  that 
I  know  of — the  mountain- side  and  the  highway.  There  are 
exceptions,  you  know — for  instance,  there  is  a  very  honest 
priest  who  has  the  care  of  the  poor  souls  in  the  parish  of 
Saint  John  of  Bonvoisin,  just  across  the  fr-ontier  line  in 
France. — Sinner  that  I  am  ! — what  should  he  be  doing  here, 
using  his  time  no  better  than  his  patron.  Saint  Anthony,  used 
his  head  ? — Why  should  he  be  here,  1  say,  preaching  to  the 
stones  upon  this  mountain,  Avhen  his  reverend  predecessor 
preached  to  fishes  and  petted  a  pig?  However,  the  King — a 
blessing  on  his  good-humoured  head! — sent  the  said  priest  to 
Bonvoisin  to  keep  him  out  of  harm's  way;  for  that 
boisterous  heretic,  Clement  Marot,  threatened  to  drive  his 
dagger  into  him  for  throwing  back  some  of  his  ribald  poetry 
on  his  own  head.  Then  again,  the  grave  and  serious  Admiral 
felt  aggrieved  at  his  preaching,  one  Saint  Anthony's  day, 
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upon  the  subject  of  herrings,  which  he  vowed  was  a  satire 
upon  the  tax  he  had  laid  on  the  fishery.  However,  there  the 
good  priest  is — or  rather  there  he  is  not,  but  ought  to  be — 
one  of  the  honestestnien  in  all  France,  if  you  will  take  his  own 
word  for  it:  a  gi*eat  rogue,  according  to  some  men,  and  a  good 
s6ul,  according  to  others.  There  may  be  two  or  three  like 
him  in  other  parts  of  France;  and  depend  upon  it,  wherever 
they  are,  you  will  find  the  poor  speak  well  of  them,  the 
widows  and  the  maidens  over  forty  shake  their  heads  and 
disparage  them  when  they  compare  them  with  their  reverend 
predecessor ;  while  some  very  grave  men  in  the  parish  look 
wise  and  suspect  them  to  be  heretics,  without  being  able  to 
prove  it." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  smiled;  but  wishing  to  hear  somewhat 
more  of  Father  Willand's  acquaintance  with  his  fi-iend  Corse 
de  Leon,  he  replied,  "  I  thought  that  this  same  good  priest 
you  mention,  if  not  a  Savoyard  by  birth,  had  a  Savoyard 
cm-e,  and  that  the  first  of  his  penitents  was  oui"  good  friend 
Corse  de  Leon." 

"You  are  mistaken,  my  son,"  replied  the  ecclesiastic. 
"  You  are  mistaken  altogether.  He  has  no  cure  in  Savoy, 
though  he  may  have  business  there  ;  and  as  to  Corse  de  Leon 
being  a  penitent,  he  is  very  impenitent,  indeed.  I  remember 
now,"  he  continued,  in  a  thoughtful  way,  "  it  is  some  five  or 
six  years  since,  when  I  was  travelling  through  a  little  village 
called  Pommieres,  not  far  from  the  foot  of  Mount  Rosa,  that 
the  people  called  me  to  confess  a  young  man  who  had  been 
crushed  under  an  earth  slip  of  the  mountain.  It  was  difficult 
to  get  him  to  confess  at  all;  and  one  priest  from  Saint  Maurice 
had  left  him.  But  I  set  about  the  matter  in  a  different  way , 
told  him  I  did  not  think  he  would  die,  and  had  great  hopes 
of  his  not  being  damned  if  he  did.  He  said  he  would  rather 
die  than  not ;  but  I  argued  him  out  of  that,  and  in  the  end 
got  him  to  make  a  full  confession.  What  he  did  confess  is 
no  business  of  yours,  ray  son  ;  but  I  found  him  to  be  a  man 
wIkj  had  suffered  many  wrongs,  and  had  endured  bitter 
griefs ;  but  one  who  was  naturally  as  kind  of  heart  as  he  was 
bold,  fearless,  and  determined,  and  as  noble  and  generous  in 
his  ])urposes  as  he  was  sometimes  wild,  fierce,  and  intemperate 
in  tluir  execution.  I  sat  by  his  bed-side  for  six  weeks;  for 
the  three  first  of  which  he  fluttered  between  life  and  death. 
At  the  end  of  that  time  he  recovered,  and  his  frame,  like  iron 
temjjered  in  the  fire,  seemed  to  become  but  the  stronger  and 
nion;  active  for  what  it  had  undergone.  Two  or  three  years 
elapsed  ere  1  met  him  again,  and  by  that  time  he  had  become 
Corse  de  Leon.     'Jlic  cause  of  his  quitting  his  native  country, 
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France,  which  was  just  before  I  first  met  with  him,  was,  that  on 
his  return  from  the  army,  wliere  he  had  served  his  king  for 
years,  lie  found  his  sister  injured,  insulted,  and  disgraced  ])V 
the  intendant  of  a  high  nobleman,  who  was  lately  dead.  JIij 
first  sought  for  justice;  but  could  not  obtain  it.  lie  then 
visited  the  death-bed  of  the  poor  girl,  and  found  her  head 
supported  by  the  daughter  of  that  very  high  noble,  and  her 
lips  moistened  by  the  hand  of — Bernard  dc  Rohan.  lie 
turned  away  as  soon  as  death  had  done  its  work,  and,  mad 
for  revenge,  had  sought  the  house  of  the  intendant.  But  the 
generous  spirit  of  two  high  youths,  Bernard  de  Rohan  and 
Henry  de  Brienne,  had  been  beforehand  with  him,  and  had 
driven  forth  with  ignominy  the  oppressor  whom  he  sought. 
Still,  however,  the  thing  rankled  on  his  mind,  and  the  injustice 
which  he  had  once  suffered  and  but  too  often  seen,  turned  a 
portion  of  his  blood  to  bitterness.  —  But  hark  !  there  is  mine 
host  knocking  at  the  door  to  tell  us  that  supper  is  ready ; 
and  what  is  all  human  nature  compared  with  supper  ?" 


CHAPTER   IX. 

The  evening  was  dark  and  somewhat  stormy ;  and,  though 
the  hour  was  the  same  as  that  in  which  Bernard  de  Rohan 
had  met  Isabel  on  the  preceding  day,  so  much  less  light  was 
there  now  in  the  heavens,  that  he  could  scarcely  see  the 
postern  gate,  while  with  a  beating  heart  he  watched  it  from 
the  small  clump  of  fir  trees  of  which  we  have  already  spoken. 
Although  a  hollow  and  whistling  wind  blew  sharp  and  strong 
amongst  the  mountains,  the  heavy  vapours  hung  unmoved 
around  the  peaks ;  and,  thougli  there  was  a  reddish  glare 
upon  the  edges  of  some  of  the  clouds  in  the  western  sky,  no 
light  was  deriN-ed  from  any  lingering  rays  of  the  sun.  Every- 
thing was  gloomy,  and  dark,  and  cheerless  ;  and  yet  the  heart 
of  Bernard  de  Rohan  beat  high  with  love,  with  joy,  with 
expectation. 

She  was  to  be  his — the  being  whom  he  had  so  long,  so 
deeply,  so  tenderly  loved.  Within  one  short  hour  she  was 
to  be  his  own,  bound  to  him  by  that  indissoluble  bond,  to 
which  he  looked  forward  all  the  more  joyfully  because  it  was 
to  be  eternal.  Whose  heart  would  not  beat  high  at  the  ful- 
filment of  the  dream  of  years  "^ 

At  length  he  thought  he  saw  the  door  move,  and,  darting 
forward,  he  opened  it  gently.     Isabel   was  waiting  within, 


74  THE   BRIGAND;   OR, 

with  the  faithful  Henriot  and  her  silent  maid ;  and  though 
she  trembled  very  much  as  Bernard  threw  his  arms  around 
her,  it  was  agitation,  not  fear,  which  moved  her.  The  Lord  of 
INIasseran  was  still  absent :  there  was  no  one  likely  to  interrupt 
them ;  and  when  her  lover  strove  to  soothe  and  to  encourage 
her,  telling  her  that  his  own  men  were  within  sound  of  his 
horn,  and  many  more  unseen,  surrounding  them  on  all  sides, 
she  replied,  by  assuring  him  in  a  low  voice,  that  she  had  no 
apprehension,  and  was  ready  to  follow  him  whithersoever  he 
would.  Still,  however,  he  saw  that  she  was  agitated;  and  as 
he  led  her  forth,  he  poured  many  a  soothing  and  a  tender 
word  into  her  ear,  drawing  her  nearer  to  his  heart,  and 
seeming  to  assure  her,  by  every  action  as  well  as  by  every 
word,  that  the  love  and  the  protection  which  he  was  about 
to  vow,  w^as  as  tender,  as  unchangeable,  as  the  brightest 
dream  of  hope  and  expectation  could  picture  it. 

"  Do  you  know  the  chapel  down  in  the  valley,  my  Isabel  ?" 
he  asked,  as  he  led  her  onward  down  a  narrow  path  that 
wound  along  the  side  of  the  hill,  as  close  under  the  walls  of 
the  castle  as  might  be.  "  We  have  obtained  the  keys,  and 
the  priest  is  waiting." 

"  But  at  this  hour,"  demanded  Isabel,  eagerly — "  can  he 
perform  the  service  at  this  hour  ?" 

"  He  has  procured  full  authority,"  replied  Bernard,  in  the 
same  low  tone.     "  Nothing,  dear  girl,  has  been  left  undone." 

"  Hark  !"  said  Isabel,  stop^jing.  "  Did  you  not  hear  some 
voices  above  ?" 

He  paused,  and  listened,  but  no  sound  met  his  ear.  "The 
echo  of  our  own  voices,"  he  answered :  "  though  we  speak 
low,  they  catch  the  angles  of  the  rock,  and  are  given  back 
again  to  our  own  ears.  But  let  us  hasten  onward,  dearest. 
Once  thou  art  mine,  such  apprehensions  will  cease." 

Nothing  occurred  to  interrupt  them.  Step  by  step  over 
the  rough  and  incumbered  path  they  pm'sued  their  way,  till  at 
length  in  the  lowest  part  of  the  valley,  shut  in  between  the 
small  river  and  the  rock  on  which  the  castle  stood,  a])peared 
an  old  Gothic  chapel.  The  pinnacles,  the  towers,  the 
moiddings  of  the  little  building,  in  all  their  rich  tracery,  were 
fully  visible ;  for,  as  the  party  descended,  the  chapel  lay 
exactly  between  them  and  a  clear  part  of  the  stream,  so  that 
the  glistening  surface  of  the  water  formed  a  background  to 
the  dark  lines  of  the  building,  though  none  of  the  surrounding 
scenery,  except  the  bold  masses  of  some  adjacent  rocks, 
coidd  be  distinguished. 

Thither,  by  another  ])atl),  which,  being  cut  through  the 
rock,  gave  admission  to  the  castle  at  once,  had   Isabel  often 
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come  to  attend  the  service  on  Sundays  and  on  liol)  days ; 
but  all  seemed  changed  as  she  now  approached  it;  as 
much,  indeed,  in  regard  to  the  feelings  with  wliich  she  re- 
visited it,  as  to  the  iis])cct  of  the  })lacc  itself.  Through  the 
windows  on  the  side  which  they  a})proached,  a  small  ray  of 
light  stole  forth  from  the  altar  like  a  pure  and  holy  religion 
in  the  midst  of  ages  of  darkness  ;  and,  guided  onward  by  that, 
they  were  soon  at  the  door  of  the  cha})el.  it  yielded  easily 
to  the  hand,  and  Isabel,  half  led,  half  su})porte(l  by  Jiernard 
de  Rohan,  found  herself  api)roaching  that  altar  where  the 
last  vow  of  maiden  love  was  to  be  spoken.  On  one  side  of 
that  altar  stood  the  good  ])nest.  Father  Willand,  but  on  tlu; 
other,  to  the  siuprise  both  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  and  (;f  Isabel 
de  Brienne,  appeared  the  ordinary  priest  of  the  place,  pale, 
somewhat  agitated,  and  looking  from  time  to  time  round  the 
building  with  a  wild  and  fearful  glance. 

"■  (^uick  !"  cried  Father  AVllland,  as  the  party  approached  ; 
"  you  have  been  veiy  long,  my  children.  Let  us  dispatch 
this  business  speedily,  and  put  out  the  lights." 

"I  am  forced,"  said  the  other  priest,  "by  connnands  that 
I  dare  not  disobey,  to  be  here  this  night ;  but  I  call  you  all 
to  witness  that  it  is  against  my  will  that  I  am  here  ;  and  in 
case  the  Lord  of  Masseran " 

"Pooh,  pooh!"  exclaimed  Father  Willand,  "we  don't 
want  you  to  be  here  at  all,  my  good  friend.  All  we  want  is 
the  chapel — I  will  read  the  service,  brother. — Approach,  my 
childi'en,  approach."  And  taking  up  the  book,  he  commenced 
at  once,  and  in  the  most  abridged  form  that  the  church 
allowed,  the  marriage  service  between  Bernard  de  Rohan 
and  Isabel  de  Brienne. 

The  latter  needed  support  not  a  little ;  but  the  quiet  maid, 
who  was  the  only  woman  that  accompanied  her,  Avas  far  too 
inanimate  and  statue-like  to  afford  her  any.  It  was  in  no 
ordinary  circimistances  that  poor  Isabel  Avas  placed.  True, 
indeed,  she  was  not  called  upon  to  give  her  hand  to  one  who 
was  nearly  a  stranger  to  her,  as  is  but  too  often  the  case — 
true,  that  with  her  all  the  sweet  and  delicate  feelings  which 
siuTound  the  heart  of  woman  from  her  youth  were  not  to 
be  rudely  plucked  away  without  preparation,  like  flowers 
torn  by  a  harsli  and  reckless  hand,  which,  while  it  takes,  in- 
jures the  plant  which  bore  them;  true,  that  she  was  giving 
herself  to  one  whom  she  had  long  known  ami  dee])ly  loved, 
and  towards  whom  she  had  ever  looked  as  to  her  ])roniiscd 
husl^and:  but  still  she  was  becoming  his  Ijride  suddenly, 
secretly ;  she  was  flying  with  him  in  darkness  and  in  conceal- 
ment, with  the  presence  of  none  of  those  bound  to  her  by 
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the  ties  of  blood  to  sanction  the  new  bonds  that  she  was 
taking  upon  her. 

The  fear,  too,  of  discovery  and  pursuit,  was  superadded  to 
all  the  other  feelings  which  such  circumstances  might  well 
produce.  She  knew  that  it  might  not,  and  jn'obably  would 
not,  be  long,  before  her  mother — who  had  been  left  evidently 
as  a  sort  of  spy  upon  her  actions  and  a  gaoler  of  her  person, 
rather  than  a  Mend,  a  protector,  and  an  adviser — might  send 
to  make  sure  that  the  harsh  commands  of  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran  were  strictly  observed,  and  that  she  did  not  quit  the 
walls  of  the  castle  for  a  moment  during  his  absence ;  and  she 
was  well  aware  that  the  discovery  of  her  flight  woidd  produce 
instant  pursuit.  Thus,  though  generally  she  kept  her  eyes 
either  bent  down  upon  the  groimd,  or  raised  with  a  look  of 
affection  and  confidence  towards  Bernard  de  Rohan,  yet 
from  time  to  time  she  cast  a  hasty  glance  over  her  shoulder 
towards  the  door  of  the  chapel:  and  as  she  did  so,  she  re- 
marked that  the  same  fears  seemed  also  to  possess  the  wait- 
ing woman,  whose  eyes  were  generally  turned  in  the  same 
direction. 

No  interruption  took  place,  however.  The  words — the 
iiTevocable  words  that  bound  her  and  Bernard  de  Rohan 
together — were  spoken  in  a  low  but  a  firm  voice.  The  ring 
was  upon  her  finger.  The  benediction  was  pronounced,  and 
for  a  moment,  for  one  short  moment,  she  was  clasped  as  a 
bride  in  the  arms  of  him  she  loved,  when  there  came  sud- 
denly a  noise  as  of  something  thrown  down  in  the  small 
vestry  on  the  right-hand  side  of  the  altar. 

The  priest  instantly  ]iut  out  the  lights.  Bernard  de 
Rohan  still  held  her  close  to  his  heart  with  his  left  arm,  but, 
at  the  same  time,  laid  his  right  hand  upon  his  sword.  Before 
he  coidd  draw  it,  however,  three  men  sprang  upon  him,  two 
from  the  vestry  itself,  and  one  from  a  window  behind  him, 
through  which  several  had  forced  a  way. 

All  was  now  darkness  and  confusion  in  the  chapel ;  but  it 
was  evident  that  the  number  of  persons  it  contained  in- 
creased every  moment.  The  young  cavalier  strove  violently 
to  free  himself,  and  by  an  exertion  of  his  great  strength, 
dragged  his  assailants  hither  and  thither;  but  still  they  climg 
to  hiui,  still,  twining  round  his  arms,  they  ju'cvcnted  him 
from  gras])ing  either  sword  or  dagger,  and  from  reaching  the 
small  hunting  horn  which  he  carried  at  his  side,  and  which 
he  knew,  could  he  but  blow  it,  would  bring  assistance  speedily. 
Frustrated  iu  his  attcm])t  to  lift  it  to  his  li])s,  he  raised 
his  voice  and  shouted  loudly;  but  fresh  assailants  ])oured 
u])on  him ;  a  scarf  was  tied  over  his  mouth  ;  his  hands  were 
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pinioned  behind,  and  he  found   liiniself  irretricviihly  a  jdi- 
soncr. 

All  was  darkness,  as  I  have  said ;  not  the  least  light 
appeared  in  the  rhapel,  and  no  words  wore  spol<en  aloud  l)v 
any  one  ;  so  that  all  Bernard  de  Itohan  could  h(;ar  was  the 
moving  of  many  feet — a  low  murnmring  whisper,  as  if  of 
consultation  or  direction,  and  the  sobbing  of  a  bosom  which 
he  knew  too  well  to  be  that  of  her  he  loved  best  on  earth. 
At  one  time  a  voice  was  raised  somewhat  louder  than  the 
rest,  and  he  thought  he  distinguished  the  tones  of  Adrian  de 
Meyrand.  The  next  moment  another  voice,  that  he  did  not 
know,  replied,  "  No,  not  that  way.  Keep  that  door  shut. 
There  is  another  here  which  leads  us  thither  more  quickly." 

Now  completely  overpowered — although  his  heart  burned 
within  him,  and  he  longed  for  the  strength  of  him  who  cast 
down  the  temple  of  Gaza,  to  burst  the  bonds  upon  his 
hands — Bernard  de  Rohan  strove  no  longer  with  those  who 
held  him,  for  he  felt  that  to  struggle  was  utterly  vain.  Never- 
theless, it  was  not  without  rude  violence  that  they  dragged 
him  along  through  the  vestry,  and  from  thence  by  a  small 
door  into  the  open  air.  The  scarf  was  still  over  his  mouth, 
so  that  he  could  not  speak,  and  could  scarcely  breathe ;  but 
as  there  was  some  slight  increase  of  light,  he  looked  eagerly 
around  him.  Isabel,  however,  was  not  to  be  seen.  There 
Avere  some  dark  scattered  groups  here  and  there,  but  he  could 
distinguish  no  one  clearly,  and  was  dragged  on  towards  the 
rock  on  which  the  castle  of  Masseran  stood. 

Into  whose  power  he  had  now  fallen  there  was  no  doubt. 
The  character  of  the  man  was  well  known  ;  and  had  Bernard 
de  Rohan  thought  at  that  moment  of  his  own  probable  fate, 
he  could  have  anticipated  nothing  but  the  darkest  and  most 
ati'ocious  termination  of  the  act  which  had  been  just  com- 
mitted. At  that  moment,  however,  he  thought  alone  of 
Isabel  de  Brienne  ;  and  he  remembered,  with  grief  and  agony 
that  will  not  bear  description,  what  might  be  the  conse- 
quences to  her,  of  falling  into  the  hands  of  the  Lord  of 
Masseran  under  stich  circumstances,  and  beyond  the  pale  of 
her  native  coiuitry. 

They  dragged  him  on,  however,  across  the  short  space 
which  lay  between  the  rock  on  which  the  castle  stood  and 
the  chapel,  to  a  spot  where  a  doorway  presented  itself,  hewn 
in  the  solid  stone,  under  the  arch  of  which  a])peared  a  sol- 
dier with  a  light.  Into  his  hands  those  who  brought  him 
thither  consigned  the  young  French  gentleman,  ])ushiiig  him 
foin^ard,  and  saying,  "  There,  take  him,  and  put  him  where 
mv  lord  told  vou." 
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The  man  with  the  light  replied  nothing,  but  with  another, 
who  had  been  stancHng  behind  him,  received  the  prisoner 
from  the  hands  of  his  comrades,  and,  with  somewhat  more 
gentleness  than  they  had  shown,  led  him  onward.     The  mo- 
ment he  had  taken  a   step  or  tuo  forward,  a  large  oblong 
mass  of  solid  rock,  which,  turning  ii])on  a  pivot,  served  the 
purpose  of  a  door,  and  when  shut,  lilocked  up  the  whole  pas- 
sage that  led  under  ground  to  the  castle,  rolled  slowly  to 
behind  him.     He  went  on  patiently,  for  it  was  clear  that  no 
effort  of  his  own  could  effect  anything  towards  his  deliver- 
ance ;  and  when  he  had  gone  on  some  way,  and  ascended  a 
small  flight  of  steps,  he  found  another  armed  man  standing 
with  a  light,  at  a  door  plated  Avith  iron.  Those  who  followed 
told  him  to   go  in,  and  he  found  himself  in  a  dungeon,  of 
which  he  was  evidently  not  the  first  tenant,  for  there  was  a 
crust  of  bread  covered  with  long  green  mould  upon  the  table, 
and  a  broken  water  pitcher  in  one  corner  of  the  room.  There 
was  a  bed  too,  Avith  some  straw  at  one  side  of  the  door,  and 
a  single  chair ;  but  besides  these  necessaries,  there  appeared 
hanging  fi-om  the  wall,  to  Avhich  they  were  attached  by  a  stan- 
chion imbedded  in  the   solid  masonry,  a  large  heavy  ring, 
and  some  strong  linked  fetters.     At  these  Bernard  de  Rohan 
gazed  for  a  moment  fiercely,  and  then  turned  his  eyes  to  one 
of  his  gaolers  who  had  been  removing  the  mouldy  crust  from 
the  table,  and  the  broken  water  cruise  fi-om  the  corner  of  the 
dungeon. 

The  man  seemed  to  understand  the  look  at  once.  "  No  !" 
he  said — "  no  !  They  are  not  for  you,  unless  you  are  violent. 
— But  we  may  let  you  speak  now  as  much  as  you  like."  And 
he  untied  the  scarf  from  Bernard  de  Rohan's  lips.  The 
young  cavalier  drew  a  deep  breath,  and  then  demanded, 
"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  Why  am  I  here  ? — Take 
notice,  and  remember  that  I  am  an  officer  of  Henry  the 
Second,  King  of  France,  now  actually  on  his  service — that  I 
came  hither  fi*om  the  Marechal  de  Brissac  with  despatches 
and  messages  to  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  and  that  bitter  will 
be  the  punishment  of  all  those  Avho  injure  or  detain  me." 

The  man  heard  him  to  the  end  with  the  most  perfect  com- 
posure, and  then  replied,  "  We  neither  know  nor  care,  young 
gentleman,  who  or  Avhat  you  are,  or  in  Avhose  service  you 
are.  We  ol>ey  the  commands  of  our  own  lord;  and  if  you 
are  inclined  to  give  uj)  all  resistance,  and  be  quiet,  we  will 
imtie  your  arms,  and  let  you  have  the  free  use  of  your  limbs 
and  tongue.  There  is  only  one  thing  neccssar}'^  for  you  to 
tell  us.     Will  yoTi  be  quiet  ;ind  ])(';ic('iible,  or  will  you  not.?" 

"  I  have  no  choice,"  replied  iiernard  de  Rohan,  in  a  bitter 
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tone.  "  As  you  have  wrongfully  and  unjustly  made  mc  a 
prisoner,  I  have  no  power  of  resisting  wlmtsoever  you  choose 
to  do  with  mo." 

"  That  is  talking  sensibly,"  n^plied  the  man  ;  "  hut  in  tlic 
first  place,  if  you  please,  we  will  take  away  all  these  pleasant 
little  things  from  you,  as  I  would  rather  have  them  in  my 
hand  than  my  throat."  And  he  deliberately  stripped  the 
prisoner  of  all  his  weapons,  to  keep  them,  as  he  said,  with  a 
laugh,  for  his  use  at  a  future  time,  lie  then  untied  his 
arras,  which  were  benumbed  with  the  tight  straining  of  the 
cords  with  which  they  had  bound  him,  and  saying,  "  1  will 
bring  you  some  food,"  he  moved  towards  the  door  where  his 
companions  stood. 

"  I  want  no  food,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  gloomily ; 
and  in  his  heart  he  asked  himself  if  any  human  being  could 
fnid  appetite  to  eat  in  such  an  abode  as  that. 

"  Vou  will  come  to  it,  young  gentleman — you  will  come 
to  it,"  replied  the  man:  "  before  you  get  out,  you  will  come 
to  it  well  enough.  I  have  seen  many  a  one  who  thought  of 
nothing  else  all  the  day  long  but  the  time  for  eating  and 
drinking.  Why,  it  was  the  only  thing  they  had  to  do  with 
life.  They  might  as  well  have  been  a  stone  in  the  wall  if  it 
had  not  been  for  that." 

With  this  awfiil  sermon  upon  the  imprisonment  that 
awaited  him,  the  gaoler  set  down  the  lamp  he  had  in  his 
hand,  and  went  away.  He  returned  in  a  minute  or  two, 
however,  with  some  food,  which  he  placed  upon  the  table 
before  which  the  young  cavalier  was  still  standing,  exactly 
as  the  other  had  left  him.  The  man  gave  him  a  cold  look, 
as  if  merely  to  see  how  he  bore  it,  and  then  once  more  quitted 
the  dungeon,  turning  the  key  in  the  heavy  lock. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  remained  long  in  that  same  attitude, 
and  filled  with  the  same  dark  and  melancholy  thoughts.  Still, 
still  they  pressed  upon  his  brain,  although  he  sought  to 
banish  them  and  to  bear  his  condition  with  his  usual  equa- 
nimity and  fortitude.  He  was  not  one  ever  to  give  way  to 
despair,  where  any  opportunity  existed  for  active  exertion ; 
but  here  he  could  do  nothing.  With  his  own  hand  he  could 
not  right  himself.  With  his  own  voice  he  could  not  plead 
his  cause.  Talent  or  genius  he  might  possess,  but  all  in 
vain.  Vigour  and  courage  were  useless.  There  was  but 
one  thing  left — endurance;  a  species  of  courage  which  the 
very  bravest  do  not  always  possess.  Bernard  de  Rohan 
strove  to  summon  it  to  his  aid.  It  came  but  slowly,  liow- 
ever;  and,  when  he  thought  of  Isabel  of  Brienne,  his  own 
sweet,  beautifid  bride,  snatched  from  him  in  the  very  first 
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moment  that  he  could  call  her  so,  resolution  forsook  him,  and 
in  agony  of  heart  he  cast  himself  down  upon  the  straw  in 
his  dungeon. — Was  that  his  bridal  bed  ? 


CHAPTER    X. 

"  Now,  then,  have  I  not  kept  faith  with  you?"  said  a  voice  in 
the  chapel. 

"  Yes,  in  truth  you  have,"  replied  a  second  voice,  "  but  I 
fear  we  have  been  too  late.  The  falling  of  that  accursed 
horse  has  lost  us  the  five  minutes — the  important  five  minutes, 
on  which  all  success  in  life  so  often  depends." 

"  You  should  not  bring  fine  pampered  Barbary  steeds  into 
these  wild  mountains,  Count,"  replied  the  other  voice  ;  "  but 
a  bold  man  is  never  too  late.  The  lover  is  safe  enough  for 
a  long  time  to  come,  and  you  can " 

"  Hush !  hush  !"  said  the  other,  as  if  fearful  that  their  con- 
*'ersation,  though  the  tone  in  which  they  spoke  was  little 
louder  than  a  whisper,  should  reach  the  ears  of  some  one 
near. 

"  Oh !  she  has  fainted,"  said  the  othei'.  "  She  sank  back 
upon  my  arm  a  minute  or  two  ago.  Here  !  Forli,  bring  me 
a  lantern !" 

A  lantern  was  soon  brought ;  and,  one  side  being  opened, 
the  light  was  suffered  to  stream  full  upon  the  face  of  Isabel 
de  Brienne.  The  beautiful  eyes  were  closed ;  the  long  dark 
lashes  rested  on  the  fair  cheek ;  the  lips  themselves  were 
])ale ;  and  there  was  no  indication  that  the  heavy,  senseless 
sleep  in  which  she  lay  was  not  the  slumber  of  death  itself, 
except  a  slight  movement  of  the  fingers,  as  if  the  cord  that 
tied  her  wrists  caused  some  corporeal  pain,  which  was  felt 
even  through  the  swoon  in  which  she  lav.  It  was  upon  her 
face  and  form  alone  that  the  full  light  shone,  but  the  feeble 
rays  which  found  their  way  around  dispelled  in  some  degree, 
though  but  slightly,  the  profound  darkness  that  before  had 
filled  the  whole  building.  No  one  could  be  seen  so  as  to  be 
recognised  ;  but  in  various  jiarts  of  the  chapel  aj)pearcd 
groups  of  dark  figures,  all  holding  aloof  from  the  spot  where 
the  unha])i)y  girl  lay  with  her  head  resting  upon  the  ujiper 
stej)  of  the  altar,  excc])t  two  tall  and  powerful  men,  who 
stood  close  to  lier,  and  another,  who  knelt  down,  holding  the 
lantern  to  her  face. 
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"  Were  it  not  better  to  take  her  away  at  once  ?"  said  one 
of  the  voices. 

"  There  is  the  ring  upon  her  finger !"  said  the  other,  witli- 
out  answering  tlie  question.  "  Accursed  be  tliut  br\it(;  ior 
tluis  dehiying  us  !  I  will  shoot  him  with  my  own  liiiiid  when 
I  get  back."  He  paused  a  moment,  and  then  continued — 
"  So,  he  thinks  that  there  is  no  charm  wliich  can  ever  get 
that  ring  off"  again.  But  I  will  find  one;  and,  if  T  mistake 
not,  there  is  even  now  a  mighty  magician  in  the  Louvre  pre- 
paring the  counter-spell. — No,  no,  my  good  lord,  we  will  not 
change  our  plan.  I  must  appear  as  the  deliverer,  not  as  the 
ofi'ender.  The  time  is  gone  by  when  ladies  fell  in  love  with 
their  ravishers  ;  but  where  shall  it  be  ? — Up  towards  La 
Chapelle  .?" 

"No,  no,"  replied  the  other  — "  that  will  not  do.  You 
might  say  I  was  going  to  join  the  Emperor.  No,  better  in 
the  valley  just  above  Les  Echelles.  There,  too,  my  good 
friend,  we  shall  be  free  from  those  who  sto})ped  us  in  our  last 
attempt.  It  will  take  us  till  daylight  to  get  there,  and  that 
will  be  just  the  time." 

"  Hush  !  she  is  waking  !"  said  the  other.  "  Quick,  close 
the  lantern !"  and,  after  a  few  words  more  spoken  in  a  still 
lower  tone,  there  was  a  considerable  movement  in  the  chapel. 
Several  persons  came  and  went ;  and  Isabelle  de  Brienne, 
gradually  awaking  again  to  a  consciousness  of  her  unhappy 
situation,  heard  the  stern  tones  of  the  Marquis  of  Masseran, 
now  speaking  in  a  loud  voice,  and  giving  various  orders  to 
the  people  that  surrounded  him. 

"  Is  the  litter  not  come  yet  V  he  said.  "  Go,  some  one, 
and  hasten  it :  I  will  take  care  that  no  such  plots  as  these 
are  carried  on  again.  Have  you  got  the  priest  t  I  trust 
you  have  not  let  him  escape." 

"  He  is  safe  enough,"  replied  one  of  the  others ;  "  he  is 
safe  enough,  and  up  at  the  castle  by  this  time. — Here  is  the 
litter,  my  lord." 

"  Come,  fair  madam,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  If 
you  cannot  walk,  we  must  have  you  borne  forth.  But  surely 
a  lady  sufficiently  active  to  deceive  her  own  mother,  and  to 
find  her  way  hither  on  such  a  night  as  this,  may  very  well 
walk  to  till'  chapel  door." 

"My  lord,"  said  Isabel,  faintly,"!  did  not  deceive  my 
mother.  It  was  oidy  one  prisoner  who  concealed  her  plan 
of  escape  from  another,  compelled — I  trust  and  believe  un- 
willingly— to  act  the  ])artof  a  spy  and  a  gaoler. — I  call  every 
one  to  witness,"  she  added,  speaking  as  loud  as  her  feeble 
state  would  permit,  "  that  I  protest  against  your  removing 
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me  any  ^vhe^e  but  to  the  court  of  the   King  of  France,  my 
native  sovereign." 

"  Who  said  we  were  going  to  take  you  anywhere  but  to 
his  comt?"  rejoined  the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  Come,  madam, 
come !  Cease  arguments  and  protests ;  I  am  your  mother's 
husband,  your  guardian  for  the  time,  and  that  guardianship 
you  shall  not  break  through  very  easily,"  Thus  saying,  he 
raised  her  rudely  by  the  arm,  and,  half  leading,  half  dragging 
her,  conveyed  her  to  the  door  of  the  chapel,  and  placed  her 
in  a  horse  litter  which  stood  near.  Some  further  delay  took 
place  while  the  men  around  were  mounting  their  horses  and 
arranging  the  order  of  their  march.  When  this  was  com- 
pleted, however,  the  Lord  of  Masseran  put  himself  at  the 
head  of  his  troop  and  proceeded  at  a  slow  pace,  taking  a  road 
that  led  away  from  the  castle. 

Isabel,  unable  to  move, lay  in  the  litter,  and  wept;  but  she 
remarked,  that  from  time  to  time  single  horsemen  passed 
from  the  rear  to  the  front,  and  from  the  fr'ont  to  the  rear, 
and  that  manifold  Avere  the  orders  and  directions  given  to 
the  different  persons  of  whom  the  party  was  composed.  No 
one,  however,  spoke  a  word  to  her ;  but  it  Avas  some  conso- 
lation to  see,  as  day  began  to  break  upon  their  weary  journey 
onward,  that  there  was  the  form  of  another  woman  amongst 
the  troopers  on  before.  Isabel  thought,  too,  that  she  had 
once  heard,  during  the  night,  the  voice  of  her  maid  speaking 
in  a  somewhat  complaining  tone ;  and  the  idea  of  having  her 
society  in  the  state  of  captivity  she  was  doomed  to  suffer 
was  no  slight  alleviation. 

It  was  just  at  that  moment — Avhile  the  sky  was  still  gi'ey 
with  night,  but  the  rocks  and  trees  and  mountains  round 
about  gi'owing  every  instant  more  clear  and  defined,  that  a 
good  deal  of  bustle  and  agitation  became  evident  in  the  party 
of  the  ]\Iarquis  of  Masseran.  A  minute  or  two  afterwards 
he  halted  on  the  edge  of  the  hill,  and  was  seen  speaking 
eagerly  with  some  of  his  followers.  At  the  same  time  the 
sound  of  a  trumpet  was  heard,  and  Isabel  thought  she  could 
distinguish  the  galloping  of  horse.  She  then  saw  a  number 
of  the  Lord  of  Masseran's  followers,  who  were  on  before  her, 
dismount,  and,  unslinging  their  fii-e-arms,  fire  a  shot  or  two 
into  the  valley.  A  loud  volley  of  musketry  from  some  distant 
spot  was  heard  immediately  afterwards,  and  the  marquis, 
apparently  in  great  haste  and  agitation,  ordered  the  litter  to 
be  brought  on  with  all  speed,  and  driven  forward  in  advance 
of  the  party.  The  discharges  of  musketry,  however,  both 
from  his  own  attendants  and  from  those  who  seemed  to  be 
pursuing  him,  grew  more  and  more  frequent  every  moment ; 


CORSE   DE   LEON.  83 

the  smoke  drifted  down  the  valley  in  long  white  wreaths, 
enveloping  the  litter  and  making  all  the  objects  more  indistinct 
than  before;  while  the  galloping  of  horses  was  now  clearly 
lieard,  together  with  loud  voices  giving  orders.  Then  came 
the  clashing  of  swords,  and  two  or  three  men  on  horseback 
were  driven  fiercely  past  the  litter,  contending  with  others 
hand  to  hand.  After  a  short  scene  of  tiunnlt  and  confusion,  the 
sound  of  the  firing  appeared  to  come  from  a  greater  distance. 
The  two  men  on  horseback  who  were  guarding  the  litter 
suddenly  stopped,  gazed  around  them,  and  galloped  away  at 
full  speed.  The  actual  driver  slipped  down  the  rocks  into 
the  valley  below,  and  seemed  to  hide  himself  amongst  the 
bushes ;  while  Isabel  remained  alone  with  her  hands  tied, 
and  unable  to  quit  the  vehicle  into  which  she  had  been 
placed. 

A  number  of  voices  talking  aloud,  however,  soon  met  her 
ear,  and  a  gay  and  gallant  party,  somewhat  soiled  with  dust 
and  smoke,  rode  up  to  the  spot  where  she  lay.  The  leader 
of  the  victorious  body  sprang  fi'om  his  horse  at  once ;  and 
wliile  one  of  his  followers  caught  the  reins  of  the  horses  in 
the  litter,  the  Count  de  Meyrand  approached  Isabel's  side, 
exclaiming,  in  a  tone  of  much  pity  and  commiseration,  "  I 
fear,  indeed.  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  that  you  must  have 
suffered  tenibly.  Good  God!"  he  continued,  "the  villain 
has  actually  tied  her  hands ;"  and  on  the  spot,  with  his  own 
dagger,  he  cut  the  cords  which  had  left  a  deep  print  on  the 
small  delicate  wrists  that  they  had  bound.  At  the  same 
time,  he  added  many  a  soothing  w^ord,  but  still  with  a  tone 
of  deference  and  respect,  Avhich  made  Isabel  feel  that  deli- 
verance by  his  hand  was  not,  as  she  had  at  first  been  inclined 
to  think,  more  painful  than  her  former  captivity.  She  sj^oke 
a  few  words  of  thanks  for  his  assistance  and  attention ;  and 
with  an  eagerness  that  waited  not  to  be  questioned,  Adrian 
of  Meyrand  went  on  to  tell  her  "  that  he  had  heard,  late  on 
the  preceding  night,  that  some  violence  had  been  shown  to 
her,  in  consequence  of  an  attempt  she  had  made  to  escape 
from  the  castle  of  Masseran,  and  that  her  mother's  husband 
was  carrying  her  away  far  into  Savoy." 

"  I  have  good  reason  to  know,"continued  the  Count,  "  that 
this  man  has  secret  communications  with  the  enemies  of 
France,  and  I  doubt  not  that  his  ]iurpose  was  to  remove  you 
for  ever  from  the  neighbourhood  of  your  friends  and  con- 
nexions, from  your  native  country,  and  from  the  protection  of 
the  King.  Although,"  he  added,  with  a  sigh,  "  I  was  not 
sure  that  my  assistance  would  be  acceptable,  yet  I  could  not 
resist  my  inclination  to  follow  and  offer  you  deliverance.     I 
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was  afraid  of  offending  you;  but  tliese  bonds  upon  your 
hands,  sweet  lady,  evidently  show  that  you  were  carried  away 
against  your  will,  and  therefore  that  what  I  have  done  has 
not  been  in  vain," 

His  words  agreed  so  well  with  the  suspicions  which  Isabel 
de  Brienne  had  before  entertained  regarding  the  views  and 
piu-poses  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  that  they  taught  her  to 
put  more  faith  in  the  Count  than  she  otherwise  might  have 
been  inclined  to  do.  The  respectfid  tone  which  he  assumed, 
too,  removed,  as  we  have  said,  many  anxieties  from  her  mind, 
and  she  again  expressed  her  thanks  for  the  service  he  had 
rendered  her,  but  still  looked  bewildered,  in  his  face,  as  if 
inquiring  what  was  to  be  done  next. 

The  Count  de  Meyrand  skilfully  read  that  look,  and 
knowing  that  her  situation  placed  her  entirely  in  his  power 
for  the  time,  he  detennined  to  leave  her  the  utmost  appear- 
ance of  unrestrained  liberty,  so  long  as  she  could  use  it  to ' 
no  effect.  He  said  not  a  word,  then,  in  regard  to  where  her 
steps  should  be  turned,  but  stood  beside  the  litter  with  his 
cap  in  his  hand,  and  the  feather  trailing  on  the  ground  as  if 
waiting  for  her  commands. 

Isabel  was  embarrassed — she  could  have  wished  to  tell 
him  all  that  had  occurred ;  she  could  have  wished  to  say,  "  I 
am  Bernard  de  Rohan's  wife.  Protect  me  for  the  sake  of 
your  fi'iend  and  companion."  But  there  was  a  hesitation,  a 
doubt,  an  apprehension :  she  had  known  and  she  had  seen, 
with  a  woman's  clear  insight  into  all  those  things  that  ap- 
pertain to  love,  how  strong  and  dangerous  was  the  passion 
which  the  Count  de  Meyrand  had  conceived  for  her ;  and 
though  timidity  had  certainly  some  share  in  making  her  he- 
sitate to  acknowledge  at  once  her  union  with  Bernard  de 
Ilohan,  yet  an  apprehension  of  endangering  him,  of  making 
his  imprisonment  more  severe,  of  putting  his  very  life  in  peril 
if  she  acknowledged  her  union  with  him  to  his  rival,  con- 
firmed hi!r  resolution  of  taking  time  to  think  ere  she  so  acted. 
Wliat  she  was  next  to  do,  however,  was  the  innnediatc 
question ;  and  after  a  long  and  embarrassing  pause  she  said, 
half  as  a  question  to  herself  and  half  to  the  Count,  "  Wlun-e 
can  I  go  to,  and  what  can  1  do  ?" 

That  question  was  what  Meyrand  expected,  and  what  he 
desired.  "  If  1  might  advise,"  he  said,  in  a  luunble  tone, 
"  Miidemoiselle  de  Brienne  would  at  once  ])roceed  to  the 
court  of  the  King  of  J'Vance,  and  ])ut  herself  under  the  ])ro- 
tection  of  her  own  sovereign,  wlio  is  the  person  best  qualilied 
to  guide  and  guard  licr.  Slie  will  tliere  also  have  the  counsel 
and  assistance  of  her  brollier,  and  will  <H)nse(|uently  be  res- 
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tored  to  that  situation  of  freedom,  comfort,  and  T  trust  peace, 
of  wliicli  T  must  think  she  was  deprived  by  her  mother's  mar- 
riaf,a;  witli  this  niipriiici])]ed  Savoyard." 

"But  there  are  mauy  tliiuf^^s,"  said  Isalx-l,  in  a  low  toue — 

"  but  tliere  are  many  tilings,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand "  aud 

as  she  spoke,  the  thought  came  across  her  of  leaving  the  man, 
to  whom  she  had  so  lately  given  her  hand,  in  danger,  in  grief, 
perhaps  in  misery,  and  of  ]iutting  many  hundreds  of  miles 
between  them  within  a  few  hours  after  they  had  pledged 
themselves  to  each  other  to  remain  together  for  life. 

The  Count  de  Meyrand,  however,  cut  her  short,  "  At  all 
events,  dear  lady,"  he  said,  "  it  is  necessary,  very  necessary, 
for  us  to  pass  the  French  frontier  innnediately. — It  is  at  no 
great  distance  ;  and  a  few  hours  will  place  us  in  our  native 
land.  Depend  upon  it,  this  good  Lord  of  Masseran  will  not 
lose  his  prize  so  easily.  Every  man  I  have  in  Savoy  is  with 
me  here.  He  can  call  hundreds  to  his  aid,  and,  I  fear,  miglit 
overwhelm  me,  in  spite  of  all  resistance.  If,  indeed,  you 
wish  to  remain  in  Savo}',  I  will  do  my  best  to  protect  you ; 
but  I  fear  much  the  consequences,  and  I  would  ad^-ise — nay, 
persuade  you,  to  take  the  road  to  France  at  once.  You  can 
determine  upon  your  future  conduct  aftei-wards,  when  we  are 
once  across  the  frontier;  for  though  France  holds  this  country 
by  armed  force,  still  it  is  not  our  own,  and  while  we  keep  the 
fortresses,  we  are  obliged  to  leave  the  open  country  to  its 
fate. — Ha ! "  he  continued,  gazing  along  the  road,  down 
which  a  party  of  his  attendants  were  now  leading  a  horse, 
bearing  the  poor  quiet  soubrette,  who  had  followed  her 
mistress  through  that  eventful  night — "  Ha  !  here  come  some 
of  my  people,  seemingly  with  a  woman  servant.  If  she  be 
any  one  you  can  depend  upon,  it  may  be  a  great  comfort  to 
you  to  have  her  with  you." 

"  She  is  my  own  maid,"  replied  the  lady,  "  and  I  think, 
my  hnxl,  as  you  do,  that  we  had  better  in  the  first  instance 
make  our  way  into  France  direct,  if  the  distance  be  not  gi'eat 
to  the  frontier." 

"  It  is  but  a  few  hours'  ride,"  replied  the  Count.  "  But  we 
must  lose  no  time,  lest  the  enemy  be  upon  us." 

Though  Isabel  was  fatigued  and  exhausted  with  soitow, 
agitation,  and  want  of  rest,  she  signified  her  readiness  to 
proceed  at  once,  and  the  horses  in  her  litter  were  turned  in 
the  direction  of  the  frontier.  Her  maid,  too,  weary  with  the 
long  join'uey  on  horseback,  took  her  ])lace  beside  her  mistress 
in  the  more  easy  conveyance ;  and  the  Count  de  Meyrand, 
riding  close  to  the  vehicle,  continued  to  offer  to  Isabel  de 
Brienne  every  kindly  and  soothing  attention.     Nor  was  his 
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manner  marked  by  any  such  signs  of  admiration  or  affection 
as  could  give  her  pain  ;  but  at  the  same  time  it  must  be  con- 
fessed she  would  have  been  much  better  satisfied  to  have 
been  left  to  a  communion  with  her  own  thoughts.  The  mere 
necessity  of  travelling  any  distance  under  the  guidance  and 
protection  of  a  man  whose  love  she  had  been  forced  to  reject, 
and  who  had  pressed  it  upon  her  in  a  way  that  she  felt  to  be 
insulting,  was  painful  in  the  highest  degree  ;  and  the  prospect 
of  having  to  proceed  far  in  such  circumstances  was  so  grievous, 
that  she  resolved  at  all  risks  to  avoid  it.  Wliat  plan  she 
was  to  form  for  this  purpose  was  a  question  which  required 
much  thought  to  answer :  but  the  Count  took  care  that  she 
should  have  no  time  either  for  calm  consideration,  or  for  dis- 
cussing her  future  prospects  with  the  woman  who  accom- 
panied her,  and  who  was,  in  fact,  the  only  one  now  with  her 
whom  she  had  known  long  and  well. 

Ere  three  hom's  were  over,  they  passed  the  frontier  into 
France ;  and  Isabel  could  not  help  thinking  it  strange,  that, 
if  the  Lord  of  Masseran's  purpose  had  been  to  throw  himself 
into  the  hands  either  of  the  emperor  or  of  Philip  of  Spain,  he 
should  thus  have  approached  within  a  few  leagues  of  the 
French  territory.  There  were  other  circumstances  also  in  all 
that  had  passed  which  puzzled  her ;  but  she  had  no  means 
of  accounting  for  any  of  these  matters,  and  could  not  lull  to 
sleep  the  suspicions  which  they  occasioned. 

At  the  first  village  which  they  came  to,  it  was  found  neces- 
sary to  pause  for  the  purpose  of  refreshing  the  horses  of  the 
litter  :  and  everything  that  could  be  procured  for  her  comfort 
and  convenience  was  ordered  with  prompt  and  careful  at- 
tention by  the  Count  of  Meyrand.  When  he  had  seen  that  a 
chamber  had  been  prepared  for  her  in  the  little  inn,  where  she 
could  repose  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  that  refreshments  of 
various  kinds  were  in  active  preparation,  he  ordered  his  horse 
to  be  brought  round  again,  much  to  her  surprise,  saying,  "  It 
will  be  better  for  me  now  to  leave  you.  Mademoiselle  de 
Brienne.  You  will  be  in  security  here  till  my  return ;  but  I 
must  go  and  scour  the  country  towards  Chambery,  to  make 
sure  that  none  of  this  man's  parties  have  crossed  the  frontier, 
and  are  watching  for  you  on  yoin-  onward  way." 

Isabel  was  anxious  to  put  the  best  interpretation  on  her 
companion's  conduct,  and  it  seemed  to  her  that  this  might 
merely  be  a  delicate  excuse  to  leave  her  for  the  time.  She  was 
willing  to  imagine  that  such  an  explanation  had  taken  place 
between  the  Count  and  IJernard  de  Rohan  as  to  deprive  the 
former  of  all  hope  of  obtaining  her  hand,  and  she  fancied  that 
Adrian  de  Meyrand's  conduct,  in  the  present  instance,  might 
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be  guided  by  a  wisli  to  sliow  tliat  his  purposes  were  only 
those  of  friendship  and  honourable  courtesy.  Slie  would  not, 
however,  banish  the  suspicions  to  which  woman's  instinctive 
insight  into  the  passion  of  which  she  is  the  object  gave  rise, 
and,  for  fear  of  being  mistaken,  she  would  not  say  one  word 
to  prevent  his  going,  although  she  felt  that  it  was  scarcely 
courteous  of  her  not  to  do  so,  and  though  she  thought  that 
there  w^as  an  expression  of  disappointment  on  his  face  at  the 
cold  indifference  with  which  she  heard  the  announcement. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

The  Count  de  Meyrand  and  his  horsemen  wound  slowly 
away  from  the  door  of  the  little  cabaret,  leaving  Isabel  de 
Brienne  and  her  maid  the  only  tenants  of  the  place.  Both 
were  extremely  tired ;  and  the  lady  herself  would  have  de- 
sired to  lie  down  to  rest  at  once  rather  than  wait  for  the  pre- 
paration of  any  kind  of  food,  but  that  she  was  also  anxious 
to  converse  over  her  situation  with  her  attendant,  and  to  see 
if,  betW'Cen  them,  they  could  not  devise  some  plan  of  future 
conduct  which  might  obviate  the  difficulties  w  Inch  surrounded 
her.  She  therefore  did  not  even  jjrojDOse  to  take  rest ;  and 
began  the  conversation  at  once ;  but  taciturn  as  the  woman 
always  was,  she  was  at  present  more  so  than  ever.  There 
was  not  only  a  sort  of  sullenness  in  her  manner  \vhich  some- 
what displeased  Isabel,  but  she  spoke  rather  in  the  tone  of 
one  who  had  been  injured  than  in  compassion  for  the  gi'cater 
sufferings  of  her  mistress.  In  answer  to  all  inquiries  re- 
garding what  had  been  done  in  the  chapel  after  her  lady  had 
lost  the  power  of  observing  what  was  passing,  she  replied 
merely,  that  she  had  been  as  frightened  as  anybody,  and 
thought  of  nobody  but  herself. 

"  You  seem  to  be  grieved,  Marguerite,"  said  Isabel  de 
Brienne,  after  this  sort  of  conduct  had  proceeded  some  time 
— "  you  seem  to  be  gi'ieved,  Marguerite,  that  you  have  aided 
me  in  this  business,  and  so  brought  some  inconveniences 
upon  yourself." 

"  No,  mademoiselle,"  she  said,  shortlv,  "  but  I  am  verv 
tired." 

"  Then  I  think  you  had  better  go  to  bed,"  replied  Isabel — 
"  I  shall  not  want  you  for  some  hours." 

"  I  will,  presently,  mademoiselle,"  replied  the  maid  ;  "  but 
I  am  very  hungry." 
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Isabel  had  not  the  heart  to  smile,  as  she  might  have  done 
on  another  occasion ;  for  selfishness  is,  perhaps,  less  offensive 
when  it  stands  out  in  its  plain  simplicity  than  when  it  is  dis- 
covered through  a  hypocritical  disguise.  In  fact,  like  ugli- 
ness, it  is  more  ugly  when  painted.  Almost  as  the  soubrette 
spoke,  however,  the  good  woman  of  the  house,  who  was  a 
widow,  brought  in  with  her  own  hands,  and  the  hands  of  a 
maid-servant — which  were  exactly  like  another  pair  of  her 
own,  for  they  enacted  nothing  without  her  orders — several 
dishes  for  the  morning  meal,  which  were  placed  with  all  due 
reverence  before  Isabel  de  Brienne.  The  young  lady  tried 
to  eat ;  but  as  she  did  so,  the  thought  of  many  painful  things, 
of  the  probable  situation  of  him  she  loved  best,  and  of  the 
dark  fate  that  might  be  hanging  over  him,  came  across  her 
mind ;  and,  to  use  the  homely  but  expressive  words  of  old 
John  Hall,  when  describing  the  conduct  of  the  first  famous 
])uke  of  Buckingham,  between  his  arrest  and  his  execution, 
"  The  meat  would  not  down." 

The  soubrette,  however,  made  up  for  her  mistress's  want 
of  appetite,  and  ate  plentifully  of  all  that  was  set  before  her. 
When  she  had  done,  Isabel  bade  her  retire  to  rest,  and  at 
the  same  time  ordered  the  food  to  be  taken  away.  The 
soubrette  at  once  obeyed,  and  left  the  room ;  and  the  kind- 
hearted  hostess,  remarking  that  the  young  lady  had  taken 
nothing,  was  pressing  her  at  least  to  drink  some  wine,  for  the 
excellence  of  which  she  vouched,  when  Isabel  de  Brienne, 
whose  face  was  towards  the  window,  gave  a  slight  start,  and 
replied  almost  immediately,  "  No,  my  good  dame,  the  first 
thing  that  will  do  me  good  is  a  little  quiet  rcilection. — I 
think,"  she  added,  "  that  I  saw  just  now  a  good  monk, 
seemingly  a  pilgi'im  by  the  scallop  on  his  shoulder,  pass  close 
to  the  window,  as  if  to  sit  down  on  the  bench  at  the  door. 
Give  him  that  dish  of  meat,  and  tell  him  a  lady  sent  it  who 
begs  a  prayer  of  him,  as  she  has  been  in  some  trouble  since 
last  night." 

The  worthy  dame  of  the  cabaret  gladly  took  up  the  dish 
Avith  her  own  hands,  and  carried  it  forth  to  the  wanderer. 
She  then  returned  to  remove  some  other  things,  and  Isabel 
asked,  somewhat  eagerly,  "  What  did  he  say  .? " 

"  Oh !  madam,  he  sent  you  thanks,"  rej)lied  the  hostess, 
"  and  took  out  a  rosary,  which  he  said  had  hung  up  at 
Loretto  for  many  years,  and  began  immediately  to  re])eat  as 
many  ])aters  and  aves  as  would  cost  a  score  of  crowns  from 
our  parish  priest." 

"  Did  he  say  nothing  else  ? "  asked  Isabel,  with  a  some- 
what disap})ointcd  look. 
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The  hostess  replied  in  the  negative,  and  shortly  after  left 
the  young  lady  alone  to  repose.  A  deeper  shade  of  melan- 
choly then  came  over  her.  She  sat  and  leaned  her  head 
upon  her  hand  ;  and  again  and  again  the  thouglits  of  licr  own 
situation,  and  that  of  him  she  loved,  came  across  her  mind, 
with  the  painful,  fruitless  reiteration  which  is  the  most 
Aveinviug,  perha])s,  of  all  the  forms  of  care.  To  know  and 
feel  that  activity  and  exertion  are  absolutely  necessary — to 
have  ho])e,  only  just  sufficient  to  deprive  one  of  the  courage 
of  despair — to  believe  that  there  is  a  possibility  of  changing 
our  situation,  yet  not  to  know  how  that  change  can  be  by  any 
means  effected,  how  exertion  should  be  directed,  or  where 
hope  would  guide — such  is  the  state  into  which,  from  time  to 
time,  we  fall  in  our  passage  through  life,  and  stand  like  men 
in  one  of  those  thick  impervious  mists  which  are  not  ab- 
solutely darkness,  but  which  are  worse  than  darkness  itself, 
from  not  being,  like  it,  dissolvable  by  light. 

She  thought  not,  indeed,  so  much  of  herself  as  of  another. 
She  thought  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  with  deep,  with  strong, 
with  tender  affection  ;  and  after  some  minutes  of  vague  and 
wild  inquiries  as  to  what  she  could  do  next,  she  was  obliged 
to  turn  to  chance  and  fortune  to  find  a  footing  for  hope  to 
rest  upon — no,  not  to  chance  and  fortune,  but  to  the  benefi- 
cence and  mercy  of  God.  There,  then,  her  hope  fixed — ay, 
and  seemed  to  refresh  itself.  "  Could  she  not,"  she  asked 
herself — "  could  she  not  be,  by  some  means,  instrumental  in 
aiding  him  she  loved,  let  his  situation  be  what  it  might  ?" 

She  had  gathered  from  the  struggle  that  had  taken  place 
li^  the  chapel,  from  the  want  of  all  sounds  of  clashing  steel, 
or  other  indications  of  actual  combat,  and  also  fi-om  the 
manned  in  which  she  had  been  herself  dealt  with,  that  her 
lover  had  been  overpowered  and  made  a  prisoner  before  he 
could  resist  She  did  not  believe  that  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
would  dare  to  aitempt  his  life.  The  risk,  she  thought,  would 
be  far  too  great  for  the  object  to  be  attained,  for  in  truth  she 
knew  not  what  that  object  was,  and  believed  it  to  be  less  than 
it  really  was,  and  far  different.  If,  then,  he  were  a  captive  in 
the  chateau  of  Masseran,  could  she  not,  she  asked  herself, 
find  means  to  procure  his  deliverance  ?  She  had  heard  of 
such  things  being  done — ay,  in  the  very  age  and  times  in 
which  she  lived.  She  had  heard  of  woman's  weak  hand  and 
persevering  affection  executing  what  man's  strength  and 
wisdom  had  failed  to  perform,  and  hers  was  a  heart  which, 
though  gentle,  kind,  and  yielding  in  the  moment  of  happiness 
and  security,  was  conscious  of  fortitude,  and  strength,  :uu\ 
courage,  when  danger  and  evil  assailed  those  that  she  loved. 
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"  My  father's  spirit,"  she  said,  "  the  spirit  of  him  who  en- 
dured the  whole  wrath  and  indignation  of  a  despotic  king, 
sooner  than  abandon  the  friend  of  his  youth,  will  bear  me 
up  through  any  trials,  while  I  have  the  object  of  delivering 
him  I  love." 

But  how,  how  ?  was  the  question ;  what  means  could  she 
take,  what  stratagems  could  she  employ,  while  she  was 
watched  by  the  eyes  of  Adrian  de  Meyrand  ?  Should  she 
confide  her  pui-poscs  to  him — shoidd  she  appeal  to  his 
courtesy — to  his  friendship  for  her  lover — to  his  generosity  ? 
Shoidd  she  confide  in  him  ?     Dared  she  to  do  so  ? 

As  she  asked  herself  these  questions,  something  darkened 
the  light,  as  if  passing  across  the  window.  She  looked  up. — 
It  was  all  clear  again.  The  day  was  bright  and  sunshiny, 
and  the  rays  pouring  in  from  the  south-west.  The  window 
was  a  narrow  cottage  lattice,  in  a  stone  frame,  divided  into 
three  partitions.  It  might  have  been  a  branch  of  the  honey- 
suckle that  climbed  around  it,  which  had  been  blown  across 
by  the  wind,  and  caused  the  shadow.  It  might  have  been 
but  a  cloud  passing  over  the  sun ;  and  she  bent  her  head 
again,  and  fell  once  more  into  thought.  The  instant  after, 
the  shadow  came  again,  and  a  voice  said,  "  Are  you  quite 
alone } " 

Isabel  looked  up.  The  pilgrim,  whom  she  had  before 
seen,  was  standing  near  the  window,  leaning  on  his  staff,  not 
exactly  turned  towards  her,  but  standing  with  his  shoidder 
towards  the  open  lattice,  and  his  eyes  apparently  bent  on- 
wards towards  Savoy.  There  was  something  in  his  air 
familiar  to  her,  though  she  could  not  tell  in  what  it  consisted. 
It  had  struck  her  before  as  he  passed :  even  more  perhaps  in 
that  momentary  glance  than  it  did  now,  when  she  saw  him 
fully;  and  she  could  scarcely  think  that  it  was  the  pilgrim 
who  spoke  ;  or,  if  so,  that  it  was  to  her  he  addressed  himself. 
After  a  moment,  however,  he  turned  his  face  again  for  an 
instant  towards  the  Avindow,  repeating,  "  Are  you  quite 
alone  } " 

"  Quite  !  "  replied  Isabel. 

"  Then  come  near  the  window,"  said  the  same  voice  :  "  sit 
in  the  window-seat  as  if  you  were  looking  out.  I  will  rest 
on  this  stepping-stone  hard  by.  Let  our  words  be  short,  and 
few,  and  low  in  tone — each  word  Avell  pondered  before  it  is 
spoken,  and  your  eyes  upon  the  door  of  the  room  from  time 
to  time." 

The  view  which  Isabel  had  of  his  face  had  shown  her  the 
features  of  an  <jld  man,  somewhat  shai*j)  and  keen,  though  they 
were  much  hidden  under  his  hood,  which  was  formed  like 
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lliat  of  a  capuchin.  His  beard,  which  was  very  white,  was 
not  so  long  as  that  of  the  generahty  of  monks,  and  she  con- 
ehidcd  that  it  liad  been  only  sufl'ered  to  grow  during  the 
period  (.)f  his  pilgrimage.  He  was  a  venerable-hxjking  man, 
however;  and  as  it  was  evident  that  he  knew  something  of 
her  situation-,  she  imagined  that  he  bore  her  some  message, 
and  hastened  to  follow  his  directions.  The  moment  she  had 
taken  her  place  at  the  window,  he  sat  down  on  one  of  the 
stepping-stones  placed  to  aid  travellers  in  mounting  their 
horses,  and  there,  Avith  his  face  still  turned  away  from  her, 
commenced  the  conversation  by  asking,  "  Do  you  not  know 
me.?" 

"  Your  voice  and  your  air,"  she  said,  "  are  familiar  to  me, 
but  I  know  nothing  more." 

"  I  am  Father  Willand,"  said  the  pilgrim,  "  who  baptized 
you  in  your  infancy,  watched  you  for  the  first  nine  years  of 
your  life,  till  your  father  procured  me  what  he  thought  ad- 
vancement in  Paris,  and  who  united  you  last  night  to  the 
man  for  whom  that  father  had  ever  destined  you." 

"  Good  Heaven  !"  exclaimed  Isabel  -  "  1  thought  you  had 
fallen  into  the  power  of  that  evil  Piedmontese ;  for  1  could 
not  conceive  it  possible,  when  we  were  all  so  completely 
surrounded,  that  you  should  make  your  way  out." 

"They  caught  the  other  priest  instead  of  me,"  replied 
Father  Willand,  "  and  I  lay  hid  behind  the  altar  till  they 
were  all  dispersed  and  gone.  Your  husband,  lady,  however, 
has  fallen  into  the  power  of  one  enemy,  and  j^ou  into  the 
power  of  another,  or,  what  is  worse  than  an  enemy,  a  daring, 
treacherous,  unhesitating  lover." 

"  Call  him  not  so,  Father  Willand  ! — call  him  not  so  !"  re- 
plied Isabel.     "Love  elevates,  ennobles,  and  purifies " 

"  Do  not  let  us  discuss  love,  lady,"  replied  the  priest ;  "  I 
have  nothing  to  do  with  it,  but  yet  understand  it,  perhaps, 
better  than  you  do.  Love  is  applied  to  a  thousand  diiferent 
things,  and  what  is  its  right  meaning  were  of  long  argument. 
All  I  know  is,  that  you  must  not  remain  with  this  man  an 
hour  longer  than  you  can  help." 

"  Tell  me  how  1  can  escape  from  him,"  said  Isabel,  in  the 
same  low  tone.  "  Nothing  I  desire  more  ! — But  still  let  me 
do  him  justice  :  he  has  this  day  behaved  well  and  kindly 
towards  me,  perilled  his  life  to  save  me,  and  treated  me  with 
respect  and  delicacy." 

"  Perilled  his  lite  !"  said  Father  Willand—"  guns  (ired 
without  balls,  lady  !  swords  drawn  without  bloodshed  !  a 
farce  that  would  not  have  deceived  a  child  !  They  knew 
you  to  be  but  a  child,  or  they  would  not  have  tried  it  !      Did 
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you  see  one  man  fall,  or  fallen  ?     Did  yon  see  one  droi5  of 
blood  shed,  for  all  the  powder  expended  ?" 

"  But  still,"  said  Isabel,  though  she  had  certainly  neither 
seen  wounds  nor  death  follow  the  apparently  smart  encounter 
between  the  Count  de  Meyrand  and  the  liord  of  Masseran — 
"  but  still,  he  has  been  gentle  and  kind,  and  professes  to 
leave  me  entirely  to  decide  upon  my  own  conduct." 

"  Try  him — try  him,"  said  the  priest :  "  use  the  liberty  he 
professes  to  give,  and  you  will  find  yourself  a  stricter  pri- 
soner than  you  were  when  in  the  castle  of  Masseran. 
Hearken,''  he  continued,  "  for  I  must  not  be  here  long.  I 
have  followed  you  fi'om  last  night  till  now ;  taking  shorter 
paths  than  you  have  been  led  by,  it  is  true  :  but  still,  lady, 
I  am  somewhat  old,  and  somewhat  fat ;  and,  though  of  the 
quick  tribe,  an  old  greyhound  will  not  run  as  long  as  a 
young  one.  I  must  have  some  rejiose  ;  but  to-night  I  shall 
be  ready  to  give  you  aid  wherever  you  may  then  be.  When 
it  comes,  take  it  at  a  moment's  warning ;  and,  in  the  mean- 
time, to  make  yourself  sure  of  what  you  are  about,  exercise 
this  liberty  that  you  think  you  have.  The  Count  de  Mey- 
rand judges  you  are  about  to  set  out  for  Paris  to-morrow 
morning  direct ;  tell  him  to-night  that  you  have  considered, 
and  determined  upon  going  to  Grenoble  to  meet  your  brother 
Harry.  Then  see  what  he  says.  If  he  agree  thereunto 
honestly,  well  and  good  ;  trust  him  !  If,  on  the  contrary, 
he  teach  you  to  feel  that  his  will  must  be  your  law,  then 
trust  me,  and  come  with  me  whithersoever  I  shall  guide 
you  !" 

Isabel  paused  thoughtfully  for  a  moment.  "  Not  to  Gre- 
noble," she  said,  at  length  ;  "  I  must  not  go  to  Grenoble  yet ! 
That  is  too  far  ;  but  if  any  one  would  (*(nivey  intelligence  to 
my  brother  of  where  I  am,  and  bid  him  join  me  instantly  at 
Latour,  then,  indeed,  I  might  succeed " 

"  Succeed  in  what  ?"  demanded  the  ])riest. 

"  In  freeing  him,"  replied  Isabel ;  and  though  the  blood 
rose  up  in  her  cheek  as  she  said  it,  she  added,  the  more  re- 
solutely fi'om  a  slight  smile  that  came  from  the  priest's  coun- 
tenance, as  he  turned  for  an  instant  towards  her — "  in  free- 
ing my  husband." 

"  Oh,  fear  not,  fear  not,  pretty  one  !"  re])lied  the  priest. 
"  We'll  get  your  bird  out  of  the  cage  yet — never  fear.  In- 
deed, I  did  not  come  hither  without  taking  care  that  those 
should  have  infoniuition  of  where  he  is,  and  how  he  is,  who 
may  best  contrive  the;  ni(;ans  for  his  escape." 

"  Still,"  re])lied  Isabel,  "  I  would  rather  not  be  far  absent 
from  the  spot  until  I  see  him  free." 
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"  If  you  fancy,  child,"  replied  the  priest,  "  that  I  want  you 
to  go  to  Grenoble,  you  must  fancy  a  fox  to  be  a  more  stupid 
beast  than  a  shoe}).  I  only  told  you  to  ])ropose  it,  that  von 
may  try  this  fair  Count  of  Meyrand.  Trust  him  in  nothing, 
child,  till  you  see  a  dove  drop  her  eggs  in  a  hawk's  nest — 
or  till  the  sweet  days  come  back  again  when  the  land)  lies 
down  with  the  lion  ?  The  nature  of  the  wolf  docs  not  (•han"-c 
and  he  who  would  insult  you  one  day,  will  not  protect  you 
the  next !  Mark  my  words  then,  lady,  and  follow  my  counsel : 
lie  down  and  take  rest  even  now,  so  that  your  mind  may  be 
quick  and  ]^rompt,  and  your  limbs  free  and  active  this  night. 
When  this  Count  returns,  go  on  with  him  to  Latour,  then 
tell  him  your  intention  is  to  turn  aside  to  Grenoble.  You 
will  see  in  a  moment  whether  you  may  trust  him  or  me. 
Decide  between  us  at  once,  when  you  have  so  tried  him  ; 
and,  after  that,  do  not  lay  down  your  head  upon  your  pillow 
till  you  have  seen  me  and  given  me  a  reply." 

"  But  how  shall  I  see  you  r"  demanded  Isabel — "  how 
shall  I  know  where " 

"  I  will  find  the  means,"  replied  the  priest,  interrupting 
her.  "  We  nnist  use  bad  things  to  good  ends,  lady  ;  and  a 
brown  gown,  which,  between  Paris  and  Loretto,  covers  more 
sin  and  wickedness,  year  after  year,  than  all  the  pope's  in- 
dulgences can  well  clear  away,  will  carry  me  into  many  a 
house  where  no  other  key  could  gain  me  entrance.  If  you 
should  satisfy  yourself  that  you  are  in  danger  where  you  are, 
be  prepared  to  follow  me  at  a  moment's  notice.  l"  will  at 
least  set  you  free  to  go  where  you  will,  and  will  help  you  in 
all  good  purposes,  if  I  can.  But,  above  all,  be  as  secret,  my 
child,  as  the  grave ;  utter  not  a  word  of  this  to  any  one.  I 
have  heard  by  tradition  that  a  woman  once  kept  a  secret 
four-and-twenty  hours :  all  1  ask  of  you,  is  to  keep  one  six ; 
and  now,  farewell,  for  we  must  talk  together  no  more." 

Thus  saying,  he  left  her;  and  Isabel  conthuu-d  to  ga/e 
fi-om  the  window,  pondering  thoughtfully  over  all  that  hiid 
been  said.  It  is  a  terrible  question,  the  first  time  that  man 
has  to  ])ut  it  to  his  own  heart — who  can  we  trust .''  But  this, 
alas  !  was  not  tin;  first  time  that  Isabel  de  Brienne  had  to 
ask  herself  that  painfid  and  bitter  thing.  With  her,  as  wiili 
every  one,  in  advancing  into  life,  the  question  had  been  often 
and  sadly  repeated,  and  the  bounds  of  the  re])ly  had  l)econie 
narrow  and  more  narrow.  Oh,  how  few  are  tliere  throughout 
all  existence  that  we  can  trust — fidly,  entirely,  coulidinily 
trust !  The  faith  of  one  ;  the  wisdom  of  another  ;  the  courage 
of  a  third ;  the  resolution  of  a  foin-th ;  the  activity,  tlie 
energy,  the  zeal,  of  others  ;— all—  all  '   niav  l)c  doubt lul  ;  an<l, 
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alas  !  in  looking  back  through  life,  the  sad  and  terrible  sum- 
ming up  will  ever  be,  that  our  confidence  has  been  far  too 
often  misplaced  than  wrongly  withheld. 

The  question,  however,  which  Isabel  had  now  to  address 
to  herself  was  more  limited  in  its  nature  and  character.  It 
was  only, — which  of  these  two  men  shall  I  choose  to  trust  ? 
— that  she  had  now  to  ask  herself.  Those  she  had  to  choose 
between  were  limited  to  two.  One  of  those  two  she  had 
already  had  occasion  to  doubt  and  to  dislike,  to  fear  and  to 
avoid ;  and  she  could  not  but  feel  that  over  all  he  had  since 
done  to  remove  the  first  evil  impression  of  his  conduct  there 
was  a  tinge  of  suspicion  which  she  could  not  remove.  Of 
the  other,  indeed,  she  knew  little ;  but  that  little  seemed  to 
prove  his  attachment  to  herself  and  to  him  whom  she  loved. 
Acts  that  have  made  us  very  happy  leave  behind  them  a  sort 
of  tender  but  imperishable  light,  which  invests  all  who  have 
had  any  share  in  them,  and  brings  them  all  out  in  brightness 
to  the  eye  of  memory,  from  the  twilight  gloom  of  the  past, 
like  those  salient  objects  in  an  evening  landscape,  upon  which 
we  still  catch  the  rays  of  a  sun  that  has  long  set  to  our 
own  eyes.  Not  only  the  willing  agents  of  our  happiness,  but 
those  that  bore  an  uninterested  part  therein — objects  animate 
or  inanimate  alike — the  spot — the  accessories — the  very  scene 
itself — all  still  retain  a  portion  of  that  light,  and  shine  to  re- 
membrance when  other  things  are  forgotten. 

The  priest  with  whom  she  had  just  spoken,  however,  had 
not  only  borne  a  willing,  but  an  active  part,  in  uniting  her 
to  Bernard  de  Rohan.  For  that  reason,  she  believed  that 
she  might  trust  him ;  but,  besides  this,  he  had  referred  to 
former  years ;  and  though  there  was  a  long  lapse  of  time 
between,  spreading  a  dimness  like  a  light  sea-mist  between 
herself  and  the  objects  of  those  days,  yet  there  were  vague 
and  pleasant  recollections  which  attached  themselves  by  the 
fine  links  of  association  to  the  tones  of  the  old  man's  voice, 
to  his  manner,  even  to  the  rough  and  somewhat  reckless  jests 
which  he  mingled  with  his  discourse.  She  remembered  such 
a  person  a  frequent  guest  in  her  father's  house ;  she  remem- 
bered that  fiither's  often-repeated  commendations  of  his 
honesty  of  purpose,  of  his  sincerity  of  heart,  of  his  zeal  and 
disinterestedness  ;  and  whether  it  was  that  she  herself  strove 
to  find  some  excuses  for  anything  that  seemed  harsh  or  irre- 
verent in  his  manner,  or  that  her  father  had  really  pro- 
nounced such  words,  she  thouglit  tliat  she  remembered  his 
having  sai<l  tliat  Father  Willand's  al)horrence  of  hypocrisy 
had  driven  him  into  an  opposite  extreme.  It  is  true,  slic 
could  not  have  recalled  his  features  sufficiently  to  recognise 
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him  under  any  other  circumstances  ;  but  when  once  tohl  who 
he  was,  they  seemed  to  grow  more  and  more  fumiliar  to  her 
and  she  determined  to  trust  him,  let   the   result  of  the   trial 
which  he  had  suggested  for  the  Count  dc  Meyrand  be  what 
it  would. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

In  one  of  the  sweetest  situations  that  it  is  possible  to  con- 
ceive— with  green  sloping  hills  covered  with  the  richest  vege- 
tation rising  on  the  four  sides  thereof,  and  forming,  as  it 
were,  a  beautiful  basin,  with  four  long  valleys,  each  of  which 
bears  onward  its  stream  of  clear  and  sparkling  water— is  the 
little  town  of  Bourgoin,  which  was  at  that  time,  as  now,  neat, 
clean,  and  fresh-looking,  with,  perhaps,  fewer  inhabitants 
than  it  can  at  present  boast,  but  w  ithout  any  of  the  manu- 
factories which  have  since  somewhat  diminished  its  beauty, 
if  they  have  increased  its  wealth. 

It  was  the  custom  in  those  days  for  the  signs  to  hang  out 
far  from  the  doors  of  the  inn  ;  and  often  at  each  side  of  the 
doorway  was  placed  the  name  of  the  landlord,  with  a  long 
recommendation  of  the  fare  and  lodging  to  be  found  Avithin, 
with  the  price  of  the  various  meals  which  were  to  be  fur- 
nished to  a  visiter.  A  bench  was  there,  also,  and  a  wide 
door,  giving  entrance  to  a  court-yard. 

Such  was  not,  however,  altogether  the  aspect  of  the  little 
auberge  at  Bourgoin.  The  village  was  too  small  to  have  a 
regular  inn,  or  gtte,  and  the  homely  symbol  of  a  bush,  sus- 
pended from  a  long  pole,  thrust  forth  horizontally  from  the 
front  of  the  building,  was  the  only  sign  that  it  could  boast. 
The  landlord  and  landlady  were  in  their  green  old  age,  and 
were  what  they  term  in  France  bo7iasse,\ho\v^\  that  word  has 
been  applied  to  a  beast,  who,  if  one  may  judge  by  his  look, 
is  of  a  very  opposite  sort  of  disposition  to  that  wliich  I 
wish  to  describe.  They  were,  in  short,  good-humoured, 
honest  country  people ;  and  when  the  landlady  beheld  a 
considerable  company  of  horsemen  draw  in  their  bridles  at 
her  door,  with  a  young  lady  and  her  maid  in  a  litter  in  the 
midst,  her  first  thought  was  really  not  of  self-interest,  but  of 
what  she  could  best  do  to  make  her  fair  guest  happy  and 
comfortable  during  the  time  that  she  was  about  to  stay  in 
her  dwelling. 

The  Count  de  Meyrand  sprang  to  tlie  side  of  tlie  litter 
which  contained  Isabel  de  Brienne ;  and,  as  if  witli  an  in- 
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stinctive  insight  into  their  lord's  wishes,  all  his  attendants 
but  one,  who  ^Yas  holding  back  the  curtain,  and  one  at  the 
head  of  the  nearest  horse,  kept  aloof  while  the  lady  de- 
scended. 

"  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,"  said  Isabel  de  Brienne,  as  she 
quitted  the  litter,  "  I  cannot  hel])  repeating  again  that  it  is 
much  against  my  inclination  I  have  come  hither.  If  you 
did  not  choose  to  conduct  me  as  I  asked  you,  on  the  direct 
road  to  Grenoble,  you  might  at  least  have  suffered  nie  to 
remain  for  the  night  at  Latour." 

"  Indeed,  dear  lady,"  replied  the  Count,  still  with  an  air 
of  perfect  deference,  "  it  would  have  been  dangerous  for  you 
to  do  so.  There,  but  a  few  leagues  fi-om  Chambery,  and 
still  less  from  Beauvoisin,  we  should  have  been  entirely  at 
the  mercy  of  an  enemy.  In  regard  to  Grenoble,  I  only  be- 
sought you  to  pause  till  you  could  hear  my  reasons.  You 
are  too  much  fatigued  to  attend  to  them  now ;  but  ere  you 
set  out  to-morrow  you  shall  hear  them  at  full." 

"  Your  politeness,  my  good  lord,"  replied  Isabel  de  Bri- 
enne, with  an  air  of  grief  and  vexation — "  your  politeness  is 
somewhat  compulsory."  Thus  saying,  she  advanced  towards 
the  landlady,  who  had  kept  back  at  a  sign  from  one  of  the 
Count's  attendants, but  not  so  far  as  to  prevent  her  from  noting 
all  that  had  passed — the  ears  of  aubergistes  and  aubergistes' 
wives  acquiring  by  long  and  peculiar  practice  a  facility  of 
hearing  everything,  and  not  hearing  anything,  according  to 
circumstances,  which  is  truly  astonishing. 

The  Count  de  Meyrand  bowed  low,  and,  following  to  the 
door,  he  ordered  apartments  immediately  to  be  prepared  for 
his  fair  charge,  and  then  took  leave  of  her  for  the  night,  while 
a  slight  smile  played  upon  his  lip  as  he  turned  away,  and  he 
said  in  his  heart,  "  If  I  could  trust  this  man  of  Masseran,  I 
would  Inunour  the  girl,  and  see  what  might  be  done  by  soft- 
ness. Slie  smiled  upon  me  this  morning,  and  made  me 
almost  forget  her  former  insolence.  It  were  as  well,  how- 
ever, to  bring  down  this  high  temper;  and  now  the  storm  is 
somewhat  roused,  it  may  as  well  go  on.  No  one  can  say  I 
do  her  wrong  in  using  some  gentle  force  to  bring  her  to 
P.iris,  to  the  ])resence  of  her  lawful  king,  who  will  soon 
judge  whether  tliat  ring  be  to  remain  u])on  her  linger  or  not." 

As  he  thus  thought,  he  pictured  to  his  own  imagination 
the  marriage  of  fair  Isabel  de  Brienne  with  Bi-rnard  de  iiohan 
aiuiidlcd  l)y  the  royal  autliority.  He  fancied  liis  own  claiui 
to  her  luiiul  luard  and  conceded.  lie  thouglit  of  how  the 
fact  of  her  travelling  alone  with  him  by  slow  jom'ueys  across 
the  whole  of  France  mij^ht  i<-ndcr  her  own  consent  a  matter 
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more  of  necessity  than  choice  ;  and  witli  inward  satisfaction 
he  revolved  the  air  of  cool  inchllerence  with  wliicli  he  W(Mdd 
treat  the  whole  proceedings,  as  if  there  were  ahsolutcdy 
nothing  on  earth  worth  the  attention  of  so  high  a  gentleman. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Isabel  de  Brienne  was  led  to  her  cham- 
ber by  the  hostess,  who  asked  many  a  kindly  qnestion,  not 
directly  })ertinent  to  the  conversation  which  she  had  over- 
heard, but  tending  to  elicit  the  cause  of  that  anxiety  and 
distress  of  mind  which  she  witnessed.  Isabel  did  not  satisfy 
her,  it  is  true ;  but  she  replied  so  sweetly  and  gently, 
that  the  good  woman  went  away  with  her  mind  made  up 
that  she  was  the  most  amiable  young  lady  she  had  ever 
seen,  and  that  she  was,  morcovei',  very  much  ill  used  by 
some  one.  Who  that  was,  she  could  not  very  well  satisfy 
herself;  but,  nevertheless,  she  looked  with  no  very  favour- 
able eye  upon  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  and  made  but  short 
replies  to  the  various  questions  which  he  asked  her  when 
she  came  down  again. 

After  giving  various  directions  to  the  soubrette,  to  which 
that  taciturn  person  replied  less  than  ever,  Isabel  seated 
herself  near  the  window  in  melancholy  thought.  Removed 
almost  by  force  from  Latour,  where  the  good  priest.  Father 
Willand,  expected  to  find  her,  and  having  been  now  fully 
convinced  by  the  conduct  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  that  she 
was  little  better  than  a  prisoner  in  his  hands,  she  knew  not 
whence  to  hope  for  succour  or  deliverance.  There  was 
many  a  dark  and  painful  point  in  her  situation  on  which  we 
must  not  dwell ;  many  a  present,  and  many  a  future  danger 
to  herself,  to  him  she  loved,  and  to  their  mutual  happiness. 
The  thoughts  connected  with  these  points  mingled  with  the 
chief  strain  of  her  reflections,  and  rendered  them,  bitter  as 
they  were,  still  more  bitter  and  giievous  to  be  borne. 

As  she  thus  sat  and  gazed  out  of  the  window — at  some 
distance  from  it,  indeed,  so  that  those  who  were  immediately 
beneath  did  not  see  where  she  Avas  placed — she  suddenly 
beheld  a  small  body  of  horsemen  come  over  the  brow  of  the 
gentle  hill  opposite,  and  ride  down  into  the  village.  Isabel 
instinctively  drew  back ;  for  though  her  actual  situation  was 
])ainful  in  no  slight  degree,  yet  amongst  those  horsemen  she 
recognised  the  colours  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  and  it  seemed 
to  her  that  it  would  be  even  more  temble  to  fall  into  his 
power  than  to  remain  in  that  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand.  The 
men  came  on  at  a  quick  rate,  some  four  or  five  in  number, 
and  were  ])assing  by  the  duor  of  the  little  auberge  without 
pausing,  when  she  heard  the  voice  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand 
call  to  them  and  bid   them  stop  to  speak   with  him.      Tht^ 
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first  questions  which  he  asked  were  put  in  a  low  voice,  but 
the  man  whom  he  addressed  spoke  louder  in  reply,  and 
Isabel  heard  the  latter  say  distinctly,  "  Yes,  my  lord,  he  is 
gone  on  with  all  speed  to  Paris,  and  we  are  following  him  as 
fast  as  we  can.     We  hope  to  come  up  wnth  him  at  Lyons." 

"  By  my  faith  this  is  somewhat  strange,"  answered  the 
Count ;  and  then  again  what  he  said  farther  was  lost  to 
the  ear. 

In  a  few  minutes,  the  Count  de  Meyrand  suflfered  the  horse- 
men to  go  on ;  but  he  seemed  much  moved  by  what  he  had 
heard,  saying  aloud,  "  This  man  will  never  be  honest.  We 
must  not  let  him  be  long  in  advance.  The  horses  must  be 
ready  by  daybreak  to-morrow,  Matthew.  Pierre,  put  your 
foot  in  the  stirrup,  and  ride  after  those  men :  I  saw  one  of 
them  turn  away  from  the  road  just  now,  by  the  clump  of 
trees  on  the  top  of  the  hill.  If  they  put  their  hand  into  the 
wolf's  mouth,  they  must  bear  a  bite." 

Before  the  daylight  failed,  the  man  to  whom  he  last  spoke 
retm'ued,  informing  him  that  as  far  as  he  could  discover,  the 
whole  party  had  gone  on  towards  Lyons  ;  and  the  Count, 
better  satisfied,  tunied  once  more  into  the  inn,  and  sat  him- 
self down  to  supper  in  a  musing  mood.  He  sent  up,  indeed, 
a  humble  entreaty  that  the  fair  lady  whom  he  had  the  honour 
to  escort,  as  he  termed  it,  would  join  him  at  the  evening  meal ; 
but  the  reply  returned  was,  that  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne 
had  retired  to  rest. 

The  Count  soon  after  sought  his  pillow  himself ;  but  accus- 
tomed by  old  habits  to  wake  at  any  particular  hour  assigned, 
he  started  up  with  the  first  gleam  of  daylight,  and  gave  in- 
stant orders  for  preparing  to  set  out.  There  were  few  per- 
sons yet  up  in  the  inn ;  ])ut  the  good  landlady  was  roused, 
unwillingly,  from  her  bed,  and  ordered  instantly  to  wake 
Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  and  give  her  notice  that  it  was 
time  to  depart.  The  Count  himself  stood  at  the  bottom  of 
the  stairs,  with  his  arms  folded  u]ion  his  chest,  in  that  gloomy 
frame  of  mind  to  which  dissatisfaction  with  ourselves  is  even 
more  sure  to  give  birth,  than  dissatisfaction  with  the  things 
around  us.  But  he  was  roused  from  his  reverie  by  hearing 
some  bustle  and  anxious  exclamations  above,  the  voice  of  the 
hostess  raised  to  the  tones  of  wonder  and  astonishment,  the 
tongue  of  the  silent  maid  heard  at  a  considerably  louder 
jntch  than  was  at  all  usual,  and  other  indications  so  decided 
of  something  having  gone  wrong  as  to  induce  the  Count  de 
Mcyraud  liiinself  to  quit  bis  usual  calm  deliberation,  and 
spring  up  the  stairs  with  a  quick  step  and  an  angi-y  brow. 

He  found  the  door  of  the  room  which  had  been  assigned 
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to  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne  unclosed,  tlie  hostess  stanrliujr  a 
few  stc])s  witliin,  tlie  soul )r('tte  near  the  bed-side,  the  window 
wide  open,  witli  the  morning  air  sighing  (piietly  througli  the 
lattice,  and  Isabel  herself  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

"  Where  is  yoiu*  mistress  ?"  demanded  the  Count,  furiously 
fixing  his  eyes  upon  the  soubrette. 

"  1  know  not,  sir,"  replied  the  woman. 

"  Her  bed  has  never  been  slept  in  all  night,"  replied  the 
hostess.  "  Her  sweet  cheek  has  never  rested  on  that  pillow, 
poor  thing.  She  must  have  got  out  of  the  window,  that  is 
clear ;  and  if  any  ill  have  happened  to  her,  somebody  is  to 
blame  for  it,  I  am  sure." 

"  Silence  !"  said  the  Count,  looking  at  her  sternly. — "  Did 
you  not  undertake,"  he  continued,  tin-ning  to  the  soubrette, 
"  never  to  lose  sight  of  her  .''" 

"  I  can't  sleep  with  my  eyes  open,"  replied  the  woman. 

"  This  is  that  scoundrel  Masseran's  doing,"  said  the 
Count ;  "  but  he  shall  find  himself  deceived,  for  I  will  be  in 
Paris  as  soon  as  he  is.  You,  madam,  will  be  good  enough 
to  come  along  with  me,  so  put  your  dress  in  some  better 
array,  and  lose  no  time." 

He  looked  as  if  he  could  have  said  a  great  deal  more,  but 
he  restrained  himself ;  and  though  the  anger  that  he  felt  at 
heart  found  relief  in  a  bitter  and  sneering  smile,  unaccom- 
panied by  any  words,  he  turned  upon  his  heel,  walked  down 
to  the  inn  door,  and  remained  for  a  few  minutes  looking 
forth  upon  the  morning,  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  In  a 
minute  or  two  after,  seeing  one  of  his  men  pass,  he  beckoned 
to  him,  spoke  a  word  or  two  in  his  ear,  and  suffered  him  to 
depart.  The  man  returned  in  a  few  minutes,  and  replied, 
"  They  are  all  ignorant  of  anything  of  the  kind,  sir.  It  is 
evident  none  of  the  people  of  the  place  know  aught  about  it." 

"  Have  you  seen  the  landlord .?"  demanded  the  Count. 

«  No  !•' 

"  Go  and  make  inquiries  regarding  him." 

The  man  did  as  he  was  bid,  and  the  reply  was,  "  That  the 
landlord  had  gone  away  towards  the  market  at  St.  Laurent 
an  hour  or  tw^o  before  daybreak,  as  was  always  his  custom." 

"  That  is  sufficient,"  said  the  Count,  with  a  sneer.  "  Quick 
with  the  horses  ;  let  us  mount  and  go  on." 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


The  great  tamers  of  strong  spirits,  the  quellers  of  the  rebel- 
lious heart,  the  conquerors  of  the  obdurate,  the  determined, 
and  the  enduring.  Silence  and  Solitude,  were  upon  Bernard 
de  Rohan.  To  know  nothing  of  what  is  passing  without — to 
have  no  marker  of  the  steps  of  time — to  see  no  sun  rise  or 
set — to  have  not  even  the  moving  shadow  upon  the  wall  to 
tell  us  that  another  lapse  of  the  wearisome  hours  has  taken 
place — to  have  nothing,  in  short,  to  link  us  on  to  human 
destinies,  and  to  show  us  that  we  are  wending  on  our  way  with 
our  fellow-beings — nothing  but  the  dull  beatings  of  the  heavy- 
heart,  and  the  grinding  succession  of  bitter  thoughts  ; — this, 
surely,  is  not  life ;  and  if  it  be  not  death,  it  is  something 
worse.  Where  there  is  no  change  of  anything  to  mark  its 
passing,  time  seems,  in  truth,  to  sink  back  into  that  ocean 
from  which  it  was  called  at  first,  Eternity  :  and,  wanting  all 
means  of  calculating  its  flight,  Bernard  de  Rohan  did, indeed, 
feel  each  moment  to  be  an  age.  Actual  pain  would  have 
been  almost  a  relief  to  the  despairing  vacuity  of  that  which 
must  have  been  the  second  day  of  his  confinement.  We  can 
scarcely  doubt  that  the  punishment  of  Prometheus  Avoidd 
have  been  more  complete,  had  he  been  left  in  the  solitude  of 
the  frowning  heavens,  without  the  vulture  as  his  companion, 
though  his  tormenter. 

No  one  came  near  the  young  cavalier  throughout  the  whole 
day.  The  food  which  had  been  left  for  him  was  just  suffi- 
cient for  the  four-and-twcnty  hours  :  more  than  sufficient,  as 
it  proved,  indeed,  for  he  tasted  it  not ;  and  when,  at  the  end 
of  that  period,  it  was  renewed,  so  quick  was  the  passing  in 
and  out  of  him  who  brought  the  fresh  supply,  that  the  young 
cavalier  scarcely  saw  the  man's  entrance  ere  the  door  was 
again  closed,  and  he  was  once  more  alone. 

It  seemed  to  him  several  hours  after  this  brief  visitation 
had  been  made — and  true  it  is,  he  had  gone  through  so  many 
ranges  of  painful  thought,  thatthiy  might  well  have  furnished 
occu]»ati()n  and  bitterness  for  more  than  one  long  day — when 
he  heard  a  sound  at  the  door  of  the  dungeon,  as  if  some  one 
endeavoured,  with  an  unaccustomed  hand,  to  draw  back  the 
lieavy  bolts,  and  turn  a  key  in  the  lock.  At  the  same  time, 
he  heard  a  low  det;j;  voice  nmrnuu"  — "  The  fool  should  have 
left  a  lamp  !" — "  Ay,  that  is  right  I"  and  the  next  moment 
the  key  turned,  the  lock  gave  way,  and  the  door  was  tlirown 
open . 


CORSE   I)K   LKON.  101 

The  lamp  which  had  been  left  with  Bernard  de  Rohan 
burned  but  dimly,  for  it  had  been  long  untrimmed,  so  that 
at  first  the  youut^-  cavalic'r  did  not  recognise  tlie  person  who 
entered.  The  next  instant,  however,  his  visitor  spoke,  and 
the  deep  but  melodious  voice  instantly  brought  to  the  j)ri- 
soner's  recollection  his  wild  companion.  Corse  de  Leon. 

"  Ah !  Monsieur  de  Rohan,"  said  the  Rrigand,  looking 
around  him  as  he  entered,  "  I  have  not  forgotten  you,  you 
see.  Out  upon  that  scoundrel !  how  dared  he  put  you  in 
such  a  place  as  this  !  He  might  have  given  you  a  befitting 
chamber,  at  all  events." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  grasped  his  hand  ;  and,  needing  no 
words  to  assure  him  that  the  Brigand  came  to  set  him  free, 
he  thanked  him  again  and  again,  but  mingled,  however,  his 
thanks  with  some  marvellings  to  see  him  within  the  chateau 
of  Masseran. 

The  Brigand  smiled.  "  There  is  nothing  wonderful  in  it, 
Monsieur  de  Rohan,"  he  replied.  "  There  is  not  a  door  in 
this  castle  that  does  not  open  to  me  as  readily  as  to  its  lord. 
All  these  things  are  easily  explained.  Some  of  the  poor 
people  with  whom  I  have  to  do  think  me  half  a  magician, 
and  it  is  not  worth  while  to  undeceive  them,  though  I  seek 
not  for  any  such  reputation.  Truth  is  marvellous  enough, 
without  trying  to  make  it  more  wonderful,"  he  continued,  in 
a  musing  tone  ;  "  and  all  that  I  do  which  seems  strange,  may, 
nine  times  out  of  ten,  be  explained  by  a  single  word.  I  be- 
lieve that  it  is  so,  too,  with  the  wonders  of  creation.  We 
gaze  with  surprised  and  astonished  eyes  ui)on  thousands  of 
things  that  seem  miracles  to  our  earthly  nature  :  we  are,  our- 
selves, miracles  to  ourselves  ;  but  I  do  believe  that  all  the 
wonders  that  we  see,  the  marvel  of  our  very  existence,  the 
linking  of  fates  together,  and  the  long  net-work  of  events 
and  their  causes,  fi-om  the  beginning  of  all  things  to  eternity, 
might  all  be  explained  to  us  by  some  simple  word,  which 
God's  pleasure  now  withholds — by  some  shoit  brief  expla- 
nation which  is  not  fitted  for  this  mass  of  moving  clay  to 
receive." 

As  he  spoke,  he  sat  himself  quietly  down  on  the  edge  of 
the  bed,  took  up  the  lamji,  trinnned  it  in  a  careless  manner, 
and  then  added,  abstractedly,  "  We  must  wait  a  few  minutes, 
Monsieur  de  Rohan,  for  the  horses  are  not  come  yet,  and  it 
is  as  well  to  stay  here  as  upon  the  hill-side." 

"  But  is  there  no  danger  of  our  being  stopped  ?"  demanded 
Bernard  de  Rohan. 

Corse  de  Leon  smiled.     "  It  were  difficult  to  stop  me,"  he 
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said  ;  "  but  uobodv  will  trv  to  do  it.     You  know  the  Lord  of 
Masseran  is  gone  to  Paris  ?" 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  the  young  cavalier,  "  I  know 
nothing,  and  I  have  lieard  nothing,  since  I  have  been  a  pri- 
soner in  this  dreary  place,  lie  has,  of  com'se,  taken  my 
Isabel  with  him  ?" 

"  Oil  no,"  replied  the  Brigand.  "  He  set  out  for  Paris  with 
great  s])eed  for  several  reasons:  first,  because  he  knew  suspi- 
cions ai-e  entertained  of  him  in  regard  to  his  dealings  with 
the  King  of  Spain  ;  next,  because  he  feared  that  inquiry 
would  be  made  as  to  what  has  become  of  you,  and  he  wished 
to  justifv  himself;  and,  next,  because,  he  did  not  choose  to 
trust  your  goodly  friend,  the  Count  of  Meyrand,  in  anything, 
but  es])eeially  " 

"  l>iit    where,    then,    is    Isabel  .''"    demanded   the   young" 
cavalier. 

"  Ay,  who  can  say  ?''  rejoined  Corse  de  Leon. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  started  up  eagerly.  "  Let  us  seek  for 
her  at  once,  then,"  he  said.  "  If,  as  you  say,  all  the  doors  of 
this  castle  open  to  you  as  easily  as  to  their  lord,  let  us  seek 
her  through  every  room  in  the  place,  and  take  her  with  us 
when  we  go.     In  Heaven's  name,  leave  her  not  here  !" 

"  She  is  not  here,  wherever  she  is,"  replied  the  Brigand ; 
"  and  I  trust  that  by  this  time  she  is  free  ; — but  I  Avill  tell 
you  more  by  and  by,  for  I  hear  the  clock  stiiking  one,  and 
we  shall  have  just  time  to  reach  the  hill-side  before  the  horses 
aiTive.  Come,  Monsieiu"  de  Rohan,  come.  They  have  taken 
your  anus  from  you,  I  see.     Well,  we  must  find  you  others." 

'i'hus  saying,  he  raised  the  lamp,  and  led  the  way  towards 
the  door.  As  he  wi-nt,  however,  the  light  fell  upon  the  fet- 
ters which  hung  against  the  wall,  and  he  paused,  gazing  upon 
them,  and  frowning  heavily.  "  Ah,  ah,  accursed  implements 
of  tyranny  !"  he  nnittered.  "  When,  when  will  the  time  come 
thiit  yr  shiill  be  no  longer  known  .^  God  of  heaven  !  even 
then  it  must  be  n'meni])ered  that  such  things  have  been.  It 
nmst  be  written  in  books.  It  nmst  be  told  in  tradition,  that 
men  ucrr  found  to  chain  their  fellow-creatures  with  heavy 
b.irs  (»f  iron,  to  mak(;  them  linger  out  the  bright  s])ace  given 
thrm  for  ai-rivity  and  enjoyment  in  dungeons  and  in  fetters, 
till  the  dull  llame  w;is  exlinguished,  and  dust  returned  to  dust. 
Would  to  hraven  that  there  were  no  such  thing  as  history, to 
p(r|i(tnaie,  even  unto  liuu'S  when  man  shall  have  purified 
his  In-art  from  the  fillhy  l)as(;ness  of  these  days,  the  meuHuy 
of  such  enormous  deeds  as  fellers  like  that  record!  Out  u])on 
it  !  Was  it  for  iliis  tlial  man  learnt  to  dig  the  ore  from  the 
mine,  and  forge  the  hard  luetal  in  the  fire  .?— But  come,  come! 
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I  am  forgetting  myself!"  And  he  led  the  way  forth  along 
the  same  ])ath  by  which  Bernard  de  Rolian  had  Ijecn  brought 
from  the  chapel.  The  ponderous  doors  in  the  solid  rock 
were  all  open ;  but  the  young  cavalier  remarked  that  Corse 
de  Leon  closed  them  one  by  one  behind  him,  till  at  length 
thev  stood  in  the  0])cn  air  at  the  foot  of  the  hill. 

It  were  diliicult,  nay,  impossible,  to  describe  the  sensations 
which  the  first  breath  of  that  fi"ee  air  produced  in  Bernard  de 
Rohan.  It  would  recpiire  to  have  been  a  captive,  and  yet 
full  of  the  spirit  of  freedom,  to  have  contemplated  long  im- 
prisonment, and  to  be  suddenly  set  free,  even  to  comprehend 
what  he  then  felt.  His  sensations,  however,  found  vent  but 
in  one  exclamation — "  Thank  God  !"  he  said,  and  followed 
his  companion,  who  now,  with  rapid  strides,  climbed  the 
opposite  side  of  the  hill,  till  he  reached  the  spot  where  he 
had  waited  for  Bernard  de  Rohan  on  the  night  when  first 
they  met.  No  horses  were  there,  however,  and  Corse  de 
Leon  seated  himself  on  a  point  of  the  crag,  and  seemed 
about  to  fall  into  one  of  his  fits  of  reverie  :  but  his  young 
com})anion  was  not  disposed  to  rest  satisfied  without  some 
further  information. 

"  Now,"  he  said — "  now  !  You  promised  to  tell  me  more — 
you  ])romised  to  tell  me  more  concerning  Isabel.  With 
whom  is  she  ?  In  whose  hands  is  she,  if  not  in  those  of  the 
Lord  of  Masseran  ?" 

"  She  was,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon — "  she  was  iii  the 
hands  of  your  bright  fiiend,  the  Count  de  Meyrand." 

Bernard  de  Rohan's  hand  gi-as])ed  for  the  hilt  of  his  sword; 
but  it  was  gone,  and  he  only  muttered  the  words,  "  Villain, 
villain  !  I  thought  I  heard  that  treacherous  voice.  Who  shall 
one  depend  upon  in  this  world  ?" 

"  Upon  none  of  those,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon,  "  whom 
men  are  accustomed  to  depend  upon.  Not  upon  the  gay 
companion  of  the  w  ine-cup,  w^ho  aids  us  pleasantly  to  spend 
om"  wealth,  or  to  squander  our  more  precious  time — not  upon 
him — not  upon  him,  young  gentleman  !  Not  upon  the  smooth 
spoken  and  the  plausible  adviser,  who  counsels  with  us  on 
things  where  our  ovm  interest  and  his  are  combined,  and  who 
uses  our  exertions  and  our  means  to  share  in  om-  fortune  and 
our  success — not  upon  him,  I  say — not  upon  him!  Not  u])on 
the  sweet  flatterer,  who  either  dexterously  insinuates  how  vir- 
tuous,  and  great,  and  good,  and  wise  we  are,  or  who  boldly 
overloads  us  with  praise, in  the  hope  of  some,  at  least,being  re- 
ceived— not  upon  him,  I  say.  Not  upon  the  pander  to  our  vices 
or  our  follies,  even  though  he  sell  his  soul  to  pamper  us  with 
gratification — not  upon  him.  Not  upon  the  light  wanton,  who 
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yields  us  what  she  should  reiuse,  vowing  that  it  is  love  for  us 
which  conquers,  when  love  for  many  another  has  gone  before 
—not  upon  her.     Neither  on  the  priest  that  preaches  vntue 
without  practising  it ;  neither  upon  the   soft  hypocrite,  nor 
upon  the  rude  hypocrite  ;  neither  upon  the  one  who  assuines 
sleek  sanctity,  nor  upon  the  other  who  builds  the  reputation 
of  honesty  upon  a  rougli  outside.     There  are  some  that  will 
weep  with  you,  and  some   that  will  laugh  with  you— some 
tluit  will  discourse,  and  some  that  will  sport  with  you  ;  but 
trust  in  none  but  him  that  you  have  tried,  but  liim  whom  you 
know  to  be  honest  to   himself,  and  who  has  proved  himself 
honest  to  vou.— We  were  speaking  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand. 
That  he  has  betrayed  you  and   deceived  you  most  shame- 
fully  is  his  fault,    not  yours,  for  though  you  believed  him 
honest,  you  did  not  weakly  trust  him.     It  were  well  when 
you  find  him,  to  nail  his  ears  to  the  door-post,  but  still  you 
have  nothing  to  reproach  yourself  with.     I  trust,  however, 
that   sweet   and  good  lady  is,  by  this  time,  freed  from  his 
hands,  for  one  who  loves  her  very  well  has  undertaken  that 
part  of  tlie  task." 

"  But  how  ?"  exclaimed  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  how  came 
she  in  his  power  at  all .'"' 

Corse  de  Leon  replied  briefly,  but  with  sufficient  detail  to 
show  his  hearer  at  one  glance  all  that  had  taken  place  in  re- 
gard to  Isabelle  de  Bricime  since  he  had  seen  her.  The  deep 
and  bitter  indignation  that  gatliered  at  the  young  cavalier's 
heart,  as  his  companion  went  on,  was  not  of  a  nature  that 
wasted  itself  in  many  words.     "  This  must  be  looked  to,"  he 
said — "  this  must  be  looked  to  !  and  now,  my  friend,  to  think 
of  this  dear  girl's  escape.     Can  we  trust  to   good  Father 
AVilland  ? — Not  his  faith,  I  mean,  but  his  power.     He  is 
there,  it  would  seem,  alone,  unaided,  unsupported,  to  cope 
witli  a  man  artfid,  rich,  powerful,  and  numerously  followed." 
"  W\-  may  trust  liim,  I  am  sure,"  replied  the  other.  "  This 
Count's  art,  like  all  ])itiful  art,  will  help  to  deceive  himself; 
and  in  quiet  wisdom  he  cannot  compete  with  the  good  priest. 
Besides,  Futlier  WilLmd  is  not  so  imsupported  as  you  think. 
it  may  seem  strange  to  you  to  hear,  but  many  of  your  own 
men,  nay,  I  ])elieve,  all,  are  with  him,  or  round  about  him." 

"  No,"  re))lie(l  Ilernard  de  Rohan,  "  that  surprises  me  not. 
Most  of  tliem  are  born  within  sight  of  the  lands  of  Briennc 
— most  of  them  havi-  often  seen  and  know  Iter  well,  and  there 
is  none  wlio  lias  seen  lier  that  would  not  willingly  sacrifice 
life  to  serve  her." 

Corse  de  Leon  smiled  with  somewhat  of  a  melancholy 
expression.     In  lifi-,  when  we  have  lost  any  of  those  sweet 
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delusions  which,  like  the  radiant  colours  of  the  morning; 
sky,  clothe,  at  the  dawning  of  our  youth,  thin  air  itself  and 
unsid)Stantial  vapours — nay,  perhaps,  even  the  cloudy  home 
of  the  future  storm,  with  loveliness  and  radiance,  and  the 
most  glowing  hues  of  heaven's  own  golden  treasury — when 
we  have  lost  those  sweet  delusions,  1  say,  and  any  one  with 
whom  they  still  remain  s])eaks  of  the  reality  (jf  things  whose 
emptiness  we  have  proved,  how  sad,  how  profoundly  sad  is 
the  contrast  suddenly  presented  to  us,  of  what  we  were  and 
what  we  are  ! — how  melancholy  is  the  conviction  of  the  empti- 
ness of  our  dream-like  life !  And  yet  there  is  something 
sweet  which  mingles  even  with  our  sadness,  to  see  others 
enjoying  and  helieving  what  we  can  no  longer  enjoy  or  be- 
lieve, something  ennobling  and  elevating  that  shares  in  our 
melancholy,  if  the  feeling  of  how  unreal  are  life's  best  joys 
lead  us  to  sigh  for  those  that  are  more  true  and  lasting. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  saw  not  the  expression  upon  the  coun- 
tenance of  his  companion,  although  the  night  was  clear  and 
bright,  and  sufficient  light  remained  in  the  heavens  to  make 
even  small  objects  visible  ;  but  his  eyes  were  at  that  moment 
fixed  upon  the  castle  of  Masseran,  and  more  especially  upon 
one  of  the  outstanding  towers  to  the  north-east,  separated 
from  the  rest  of  the  building  by  a  space  of  two  or  three  hun- 
dred yards,  and  only  attached  to  it  by  walls  and  some  minor 
fortifications.  In  that  tower  there  appeai'ed  a  great  light,  at 
first  sti-eaming  through  some  of  the  upper  loop-holes  only. 
After  a  moment  or  two,  however,  it  became  brighter  and 
brighter,  and  poured  through  all  the  windows  of  the  story 
below.  Bernard  de  Rohan  could  almost  have  imagined  that 
as  he  gazed  he  saw  flames  come  forth  and  lick  the  dark 
stone-work  of  the  tower ;  and  he  was  soon  confirmed  in  the 
belief  that  it  was  so,  by  the  wreaths  of  pale  white  smoke 
which  began  to  ascend  into  the  dark  air  and  in  a  minute  or 
two  formed  a  cloud  above  the  tower,  acquiring  a  red  and 
ominous  hue  as  the  fire  below  increased. 

"  Look  there — look  there  !"  he  exclaimed,  catching  Corse 
de  Leon's  arm ;  but  even  as  he  spoke,  the  roof  of  the  tower 
fell  in,  and  a  pyramid  of  flame  shot  upward  into  the  sky. 

"  Yes,  I  see,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon ;  "  but  here  come  the 
horses !  and  we  nuist  go  quickly  to  the  spot  where  I  trust 
we  shall  find  her  whom  you  seek  for.  Then,  get  you  across 
the  frontier  into  France  as  soon  as  may  be.  Your  own  men 
will  be  sufficient  to  protect  you,  and  will  be  glad  to  see  you, 
for  notwithstanding  that  they  may,  as  you  think,  love  your 
fair  Isabel  Avell,  they  would  not  have  gone  unless  we  had 
put  a  light  deceit  upon  them,  and  had  left  them   to  think, 
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more  than  told  tliem  it  was  so,  that  you  and  the  lady  were 
together.  Those  I  have  ^Yith  me  here  dare  not  set  foot 
within  that  land,  and  the  other  friends  I  have  are  tar  distant. 
I'liat  was  the  reason  I  did  not  make  her  free  myself,  and 
punish  that  sli^dit  traitor  as  he  deserves." 

While  he  spoke,  three  or  four  horsemen  appeared,  leading 
two  other  horses,  and  without  taking  any  fmtlier  notice  of 
the  eonllagration.  Corse  de  Leon  put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup, 
and  sjninging  into  the  saddle,  rode  on  towards  the  little  inn 
which  we  have  often  before  had  occasion  to  mention. 

The  young  cavalier  followed  his  example  ;  but  before  they 
had  gone  a  hundred  yards,  a  loud  exjjlosion  took  place, 
which  shook  the  rocks  around,  and  echoed  afar  through  the 
valley.  Their  horses  started  at  the  sound,  and  Bernard  and 
his  companion  instantly  lurned  their  eyes  towards  the  castle 
of  Masseran.  The  burning  tower  had  noAv  lost  all  shape 
and  form,  though  part  of  the  walls  still  remained,  with  the 
fire  clinging  to  them  in  various  places. 

"  Do  you  know  what  that  is  ?"  demanded  Corse  de  Leon; 
and  ere  Bernard  de  Rohan  could  reply,  he  went  on.  "  It  is 
an  act  of  folly  worthy  of  a  king  or  a  prime  minister.  There 
are  people  in  that  castle,"  he  said,  "  who,  knowing  of  my 
coming  and  of  your  escape,  have  done  the  act,  the  effects  of 
which  you  see  flaming  yonder,  in  order  that  the  tower  may 
fall  in  and  crush  the  dungeon  into  which  they  had  thrust 
you,  solely  to  ])revent  the  Lord  of  Masseran  from  discover- 
ing how  you  have  escaped.  Thus  it  is  with  the  world ;  every 
one  act  of  weakness,  of  folly,  or  of  crime,  we  judge  must  be 
followed  by  another,  to  conceal  or  to  justify  it.  Let  men  or 
ministers  place  themselves  in  a  dangerous  situation  by  some 
capital  fault,  and  then  they  think  expediency  requires  them 
to  commit  another  to  obviate  the  efiects  of  the  first,  forgetting 
that  each  fault  is  written  down  in  the  two  eternal  books — 
the  Book  of  Fate,  God's  servant,  and  the  Book  of  God  him- 
self; and  thiit  there  nuist  be  a  reckoning,  a  terrible  reckon- 
ing, for  tlic  whole  amount,  in  this  world  and  in  the  next.  Let 
us  ride  on." 


CIIAI'TER    XIV. 

\\i.  niii^t  n<.\\  ciitirtl\  cliange  the  scene.  The  s])ot  is  no 
longer  the  .suuje— the  actors  different.  From  the  moinitains 
of  Savoy,  tlie  feudal  castle,  the  lonely  chai)el,  and  the  lium- 
bh-   inn,    let   us   i.irn    to  tlie  cajjital   of  France,  her  stately 
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palaces  and  the  gay  and  glittering  hall  Avheve  laughed  and 
revelled  the  hriglit,  the  brave,  the  fair,  and  the  Avitty  of  tlial 
splendid  epoeh  which  In'gan  with  Francis  the  First,  and 
ended  with  his  immediate  successor.  The  personages,  too, 
have  changed  with  the  scene.  The  young  warrior  and  his 
fair  bride — the  wily  Italian  and  the  su})ercilious  and  un- 
principled Count  de  ^Icyrand,  are  no  longer  before  us. 
Even  good  Father  Willand  himself  is  left  behind,  and  one 
for  whom  we  owe  no  slight  aifection,  Corse  de  Leon,  is  for 
the  time  oU'the  stage. 

At  the  door — or  rather  we  may  say  beyond  the  door,  for 
they  were  not  actually  in  the  chamber— stood  two  of  the 
King's  guard,  with  their  halberts  resting  on  their  shoulders, 
embroidered  on  which  appeared  the  well-known  cognisance 
of  the  salamander.  They  were  there  merely  to  jieiiorm  the 
place  of  a  living  gate,  barring  the  way  against  any  one  who 
would  enter,  till  such  time  as  the  orders  of  the  King  threw 
open  the  halls  of  the  Louvre. 

Henry  himself,  in  the  prime  of  his  years,  graceful,  hand- 
some, vigorous,  with  a  countenance  full  of  fire,  but  still  kindly 
and  good  humoured,  stood  at  the  farther  end  of  the  large 
and  nearly  vacant  reception-room,  close  to  one  of  the  windows, 
which  looked  out  upon  the  river  Seine,  speaking  with  a  lady, 
on  whose  appearance  we  may  well  be  expected  to  pause  for 
a  moment.  That  lady  was  the  celebrated  Diana  of  Poitiers; 
and  though  the  period  had  by  this  time  passed  by  when  her 
dazzling  beauty  captivated  all  eyes  as  well  as  those  of  her 
roval  lover,  she  was  certainly  still  very  handsome.  But  she 
had  also  in  her  countenance  an  expression  of  power  and 
resolution,  of  quickness  of  understanding  and  of  sparkling 
A-ivacity,  which  at  once  displayed  many  of  the  chief  points  of 
her  character.  As  one  stood  and  looked  at  her,  and  saAv  the 
play  of  her  fine  features,  the  rapid  changes,  the  sudden 
lighting  up  of  the  eyes,  the  occasional  look  of  intense  eager- 
ness, the  shade  of  momentary  meditation,  succeeded  by  the 
bright  smile,  the  gay  laugh,  the  eyes  cast  up  to  heaven,  it 
was  easy  to  understand  what  manifold  powers  of  charming 
and  persuading  lay  beneath,  and  to  perceive  that,  whatever 
might  have  been  at  any  time  the  mere  beauty  of  feature  and 
expression,  the  chief  loveliness  of  that  lovely  countenance 
must  ever  have  been  in  its  wonderful  variety. 

What  was  it  that  moved  her  now,  what  w^as  the  eager 
scheme  that  she  was  urging  upon  the  King  with  such  a  host 
of  wiles,  and  channs,  and  graces,  that  it  was  hardly  ])ossible 
to  ex])ect  that  he  should  resist?  IjO  !  how  she  hangs  u))on 
his  arm  with  those  tw o  fair  liands,  and  gazes  up  into  his  face 
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with  tliose  speaking  eyes  !  Now  comes  a  shade  of  vexation 
over  her  brow.  One  hand  drops  from  his  arm.  Her  head 
is  ])artly  turned  away  :  a  tear  dims  the  eye  for  an  instant, 
then  Icavrs  it  brighter  than  before.  Now,  again,  liow  merrily 
she  hiuglis,  with  the  clear  joyous  ringing  laugh  that  we  so 
seldom  hear  but  from  the  lips  of  infancy ;  and  then  again 
that  look  of  bright  and  eloquent  thoughtfulness,  while  Avith 
hrr  extended  hand  she  argues  with  the  monarch  on  some 
mightv  theme,  and  carries  high  conviction  on  her  lofty  brow! 
A\'liat  a  wonderful  picture  does  she  form  there,  even  at  this 
very  moment,  changing  by  her  words  the  destinies  of  Europe, 
and  with  smiles,  and  tears,  and  laughter,  and  high  thoughts, 
all  mingled  in  a  wondrous  antidote,  curing  one  of  those  spoilt 
children  of  fortune,  that  we  call  kings,  of  that  venomous  and 
pestilential  sickness,  the  love  of  war! 

"A\'ell,"  said  the  King — "  well,  you  have  triumphed.  He 
shall  have  the  powers,  although  it  goes  against  my  soul  to 
yield  anything  to  that  cold  and  haughty  Sjjaniard.  What 
though  fortune  have,  with  all  her  fickleness,  left  at  the  last  a 
momentary  balance  in  the  scale  against  France,  have  we  not 
already  retrieved  much,  and  are  we  not  daily  retrieving?" 

"True,  sire,  true,"  replied  Diana  of  Poitiers  —  "your 
armies  are  retrieving  all  that  was  once  lost.  But  your  country, 
sire,  alas !  your  country  is  not,  France  suffers,  France  groans 
even,  while  Spain  is  wounded,  and  each  blow  that  you  strike 
at  the  enemy  but  injures  yourself  far  more." 

The  King  was  about  to  reply,  but  she  stopped  him  eagerly: 
— "  I  am  foolish  to  argue  with  you,"  she  continued.  "  "^'ou 
have  said  I  have  trimnphed,  you  have  said  1  shall  have  the 
])owers ;  and  though  he  may  concpier  me  in  argument,  my 
llenry's  word  is  never  broken.  Besides,"  she  added,  "have 
I  not  a  private  suit  to  be  heard  and  granted  also  .?" 

"Ha!"  said  the  King,  after  pausing,  thoughtfully  for  a 
moment  or  two,  as  if  he  were  still  unconvinced,  and  unwilling 
to  Iciive  the  subject  on  which  they  had  just  been  conversing — 
"Ha!  I  had  forgot!  ^'ou  did  mention  some  private  suit — 
what,  I  renu'mber  not  now,  sweet  Diana.  But  yet  it  is  hard 
even  to  hear  of  ])eace  after  defeat.  Were  we  just  hot  from 
victory — were  we  flushed  with  triumph,  and  our  enemy 
reduced  to  lowly  sup]jlication — then,  indeed,  then  we  might 
hi'ar  of  terii)^  of  |)eace,  and  grant  them  liberally  and  willingly. 
Hut  after  tlii^  accursed  battle  of  St.  liaureuce — after  so  total, 
signal,  and  terriljle  a  defeat — the  constable  Inmself  taken — 
one  half  of  the  nobility  of  the  land  wounded  or  slain — our 
soldiers  scattered,  and  (uii-  provinces  invaded — it  is  bitter 
indeed  to  hear  the  name  of  peace." 
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"As  bitter  to  Ilcnrv's  heart,"  replied  the  Ijidy,  "as  the 
sound  of  war  to  many  another  man.  But  you  liave  promisi-d, 
sire.  You  have  promised  Montmorency  the  full  i)o\vers,  and 
— you  have  for^^otten  my  petition." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  King  with  a  sigh — "  what  is  your 
petition }  I  know  that  you  have  no  private  interest  in  this 
matter,  Diana.     You  never  wx're  a  friend  of  Montmorency." 

The  hidy  coloured  slightly,  but  replied  at  once.  "  I  never 
was  his  friend,  sire,  while  haughty  fortune  smiled  upon  hiui, 
and  when  he  urged  measures  harsh  and  injurious  to  the 
country  upon  your  majesty;  but  I  will  own  that  1  am  his  frieud 
now,  when,  bearing  his  adversity  with  calmness  and  with 
dignity,  he  would  fain  persuade  your  majesty  to  that  which  is 
most  necessary  for  the  safety  of  your  realm.  So  much,  indeed, 
am  I  his  friend,  your  majesty,  now,  that  I  have  promised  to 
mingle  our  families  together  by  the  marriage  of  our  sweet 
Henrietta  with  his  son  Damville. — Nay,  start  not,  sire;  I  told 
you  of  this  before." 

"  Did  you  ?"  exclaimed  the  King,  "  did  you  ?  I  recollect  it 
not.  Yet  now,  methinks,  I  do  remember  something  thereof ; 
but  I  must  have  been  thinking  of  other  things.  How  can  I 
consent  to  such  a  contract?"  continued  the  King.  "  Recollect, 
deal'  lady  !  Is  there  not  a  story  current  of  Damville,  like  his 
brother,  having  bound  himself  by  a  secret  maniage  to  an 
Italian  woman  ?" 

"  There  is  some  tale  of  the  kind,  sire,"  replied  the  Duchess 
of  Valentinois,  "  but  I  believe  Avithout  foundation.  Even 
were  it  so,  however,  sire,"  she  continued  eagerly,  "  what 
matters  it,  in  truth  r  The  connexion  has  long  ceased :  the 
pope  will  annul  the  marriage  instantly  ;  and  not  many  months 
ago  your  majesty  vowed  that  you  would  give  an  edict  render- 
ing clandestine  marriages  of  no  effect,  and  declaring  all 
illegal,  but  such  as  have  the  full  consent  of  the  nearest  sur- 
viving relative  of  both  parties,  always  under  your  majesty's 
good  pleasure." 

"  I  recollect,"  replied  the  King.  "  The  edict  was  drawn 
up,  but  never  signed,  because,  as  it  deeply  alFected  ecclesi- 
astical matters,  it  was  thought  best  to  have  the  sanction  of 
our  holy  father  in  Rome,  and  he  made  manifold  objections. 
But  that  edict,  even  had  it  issued  could  not  affect  the  past." 

"  Your  majesty  will  pardon  me,"  replied  the  lady.  "  It 
had  a  clause  which  rendered  it  retrospective — at  least,  I  am 
so  informed,  in  a  letter  which  I  received  not  many  hours  ago, 
from  your  faithful  subject  the  good  Count  of  Mevrand,  whom 
you  entrusted  to  carry  the  edict  to  Rome. — Had  it  not  that 
retrospective  sense,"  she  added,  eagerly,  "  the  hopes  and  ex- 
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pectations  of  Montmorency  and  myself  would  both  be  very 
bitterly  disappointed." 

The  King's  brow  gi-ew  somewhat  cloudy,  and  she  added, 
suddenly,  "  Not  for  myself,  sh'e  ! — I  speak  not  for  myself, 
and  with  no  reference  to  this  proposed  marriage  between 
Henriette  de  la  Mark  and  the  young  Dam\ille.  But  there 
is  one  thing  for  which  I  know  the  good  Constable  has  long 
sighed.  The  duke,  his  eldest  son,  is  more  ambitious  than 
your  majesty  dreams  of." 

"  Indeed  !"  said  the  King,  with  a  slight  smile.  "  What  do 
you  mean  fair  lady  ?  Is  his  ambition  dangerous  to  the 
state?" 

"Nay,  nay,  sh-e — not  so,"  replied  the  Duchess,  with  a  smile, 
seeing  that  the  King,  while  affecting  ignorance,  in  reality 
understood  what  she  meant.  "  There  is  a  certain  lovely 
lady  bearing  the  same  name  as  my  more  humble  self,  and 
somewhat  near  to  the  affections  of  your  royal  person — near, 
even  as  a  daughter,  some  men  say.  She  has  now  wept  for 
some  time  in  widowhood ;  arid  the  young  Duke  of  Montmo- 
rency, daringly  priding  himself  upon  the  royal  blood  that 
Hows  also  in  his  veins,  has  ventured  to  sigh  for  this  fair 
lady's  hand.  But  the  great  impediment  is  that  fatal  contract 
which  he  signed  with  Mademoiselle  de  Pienne,  without  his 
father's  knowledge  and  consent." 

"  1  liave  heard  something  of  this  before,"  said  the  King,  to 
whom  the  idea  of  uniting  his  natural  daughter  to  the  high 
race  of  Montmorency  was  not  a  little  grateful.  "  But  does 
the  Constable  desire  this  maiTiage  for  his  son .?  If  so,  why 
did  he  not  s])eak  long  since  ?" 

"  Most  humbly,  sire,  does  he  desire  it,"  replied  the  lady ; 
"  and  has  commissioned  me  to  sue,  by  every  means  of  per- 
suasion and  entreaty,  that  your  majesty  Avould  condescend  to 
grant  your  consent  to  the  union  of  his  son  with  Madame  de 
r'arnese.  1  le  over-rates  my  means,  I  know  ;  but  he  does 
calculate  that  your  majesty  has  some  affection  still  for  me,  as 
well  as  some  regard  and  esteem  for  him." 

"  Much,  much  for  both,  dear  lady,"  replied  the  King;  and 
then,  falling  into  a  fit  of  thought,  he  added,  as  if  sjieaking  to 
himself,  "  'J'his  marriage  is  most  unforttmate. — But  that  a  rash 
boy  shouhl  pay,  by  a  whole  life  of  celibacy  and  regret,  for 
tlie  idle  I'ollv  of  signing  his  name  to  a  promise  extracted  fi'om 
him  by  an  artful  woman,  is  indeed  too  much.  I  would  fain 
see  the  draft  of  tlu;  edict  which  was  proposed." 

"  Here  is  tlu^  Chancellor,  sire,  hard  by,"  replied  the  lady, 
)»ointing  to  a  groiij)  of  three  or  four  persons  who  had  followed 
her  into  tlie  luill  ;it  jicr  first  endance,  but  who  had  remained 
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gathevetl  together  in  a  group  at  th(!  other  end  of  tlu;  ehnniber, 
conversing  in  a  low  voice.  "  Here  is  the  ChunceHor,  sire  : 
perhaps  he  may  liave  a  copy  of  the  edict  with  him  now." 

"  Perchance  he  may,  fair  dame,"  replied  the  King,  laying 
his  hand  fondly  upon  her  shoulder,  and  smiling,  at  the  same 
time,  at  the  evident  prejiaration  of  the  whole  afiiiir — "  ])er- 
chance  he  may.  Ho  !  my  good  Chancellor.  We  would  fain 
speak  with  you  here  a  while." 

At  the  very  first  word  the  King  addressed  to  him,  a  tall 
and  somewhat  meagre  man,  in  the  rich  and  gorgeous  hahit 
of  one  of  the  princes  of  the  Roman  church,  took  a  step  for- 
ward from  the  rest  of  the  group,  and,  bowdng  low,  advanced 
towards  the  King.  He  was  dark  and  pale  in  countenance, 
and  his  features  were  of  an  Italian  cast,  while  a  look  of 
shrewd,  calm  cunning,  which  that  cast  is  so  well  calculated  to 
assume,  was  the  predominant  expression. 

"  His  majesty,  my  lord  Cardinal,"  said  the  duchess,  ad- 
dressing the  famous  .John  Bertrandi,  and  having  marked  well 
the  shrewd  smile  upon  the  King's  countenance — "  his  majesty, 
my  lord  Cardinal,  would  fain  see  a  copy  of  that  edict  refer- 
ring to  clandestine  marriages,  wliich  was  drawn  up  some 
months  ago,  but  never  signed ;  I  besought  you  this  morning 
to  seek  for  it.     Has  it  been  found  ?" 

"  I  have  it  here,  madam,"  replied  the  Chancellor  at  once, 
opening  a  portfolio  which  he  carried  under  his  arm — "  may 
I  present  it  to  your  majesty .?"  and,  selecting  from  amongst  a 
number  of  papers  which  the  portfolio  contained,  the  one  that 
was  required  at  the  moment,  he  put  it  into  the  hands  of 
Henry  the  Second. 

The  King  took  and  read  it  attentively,  "  And  is  this,  my 
lord,"  he  demanded,  "  in  all  due  fonn,  and  ready  for  promul- 
gation ?" 

"  It  is,  su'c,"  replied  the  Chancellor :  "  wanting  nothing  but 
your  majesty's  signature  and  the  seal." 

Henry  paused  thoughtfully.  "  And  is  it,"  he  asked — "  and 
is  it  altogether,  and  in  all  parts,  in  strict  accordance  with  the 
laws  of  France  ?" 

"  Que  veut  le  roi,  veut  la  hi,'''  replied  the  Chancellor. 
"  What  the  King  wills,  the  law  wills ;"  and,  with  that  tyran- 
nical axiom,  the  attemj^ted  enforcement  of  which,  in  France, 
has  caused  more  bloodshed  than  perhaps  any  other  line  that 
ever  was  written,  John  Bertrandi  satisfied  his  conscience  in 
sanctioning  that  which  was  contrary  to  the  true  spirit  of  all 
law. 

Henry  himself,  however,  was  not  satisfied  !  Although  it  is 
so  easy  for  base  counsellors — on  whom  be  eternal  shame — 
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to  find  specious  arguments  in  favour  of  those  things  which 
nionarchs  wish,  however  evil ;  and  ahhough  it  certainly  was 
the  case,  that  the  King  of  France  himself,  eagerly  desiring 
the  marriage  of  his  natural  daughter  with  the  heir  of  Mont- 
morency, had  potent  tempters  in  his  own  bosom  to  second 
the  words  of  Bertrandi,  still  he  was  not  satisfied  that  the 
retrospective  act  proposed  to  him  was  right.  lie  looked  first 
at  the  Cardinal ;  next  turned  his  eyes  for  a  moment  to  the 
countenance  of  Diana  of  Poitiers  ;  smiled  doubtfully,  and 
then  said,  "  Put  it  up,  my  lord  Cardinal,  put  it  up  !  I  will 
take  one  day  more  to  consider  of  it.  ^^ay,  look  not  grieved, 
fair  dame,  it  shall  have  favourable  consideration.  Forget  not 
that  both  our  wishes  run  in  the  same  way.  Now  let  us  speak 
of  other  things,  Diana. — Do  you  come  to  our  gay  hall  to- 
night.^— Nay,  you  must  not  be  absent,"  he  added,  seeing  that 
the  Duchess  looked  down  somewhat  mournfidly ;  "  Henriette 
de  la  Mark  must  dance  a  gaillarde  with  her  lover  Dam- 
ville." 

"  But  can  her  lover  ever  be  her  husband  ?"  demanded 
Diana,  gazing  re]5roachfully  in  the  King's  face,  and  then 
adding,  with  consummate  skill  in  the  management  of  that 
monarch — "  it  matters  not !  Since  I  have  accomplished 
what  I  sought  for  the  good  of  the  country,  even  if  I  have 
failed  in  what  T  sought  for  my  own  pleasure,  it  matters  not ! 
My  good  lord  Chancellor,  the  King  has  been  pleased  to  pro- 
mise that  powers  shall  be  immediately  granted  to  the  noble 
Constable  of  Montmorency  to  treat  with  Spain  and  with  the 
Empire  for  a  good  and  perfect  peace.  Let  it  be  said,  that 
this  has  been  obtained  by  the  solicitations  of  one  Avho  could 
obtain  nothing  for  herself!  but  still,  not  to  her  honour  let  it 
be,  but  to  the  king's,  inasmuch  as  he  overcame  in  his  own 
licart  the  love  of  glory  and  the  thirst  of  victory  for  the  sake 
(»f  l)is  good  land  of  France.  Will  you  not,  sire,"  she  con- 
tinued— "  will  you  not  order  the  Chancellor  at  once  to  expe- 
dite the  ])owers  for  the  good  Constable  ?  It  cannot  be  done 
too  r;i])i(lly." 

"  Why  so  ?"  demanded  Henry.  "  There  is,  surely,  no 
sucli  haste." 

"  B(!cause,  sire,"  reidied  the  lady,  "  there  are  two  great 
;iim1  rnrimi.itc  men,  wliosc  first  wish  nuist  be  to  change  your 
majesty's  counsels  in  tliis  regard.  The  coiKjueror  of  Calais 
may  well  liave  a  say  in  matters  of  peace  and  war.  Tlie  Car- 
dinal of  Lorraine  is  still  at  your  majesty's  ear.  'I'lie  ])urpose 
iiia\  t\apnr,itr  mid  p;iss  ,i\\;iy,  war  be  (jontinued  gloriously 
and  long,  and  i'laiice  lie  ruined." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  replied  the  King,  looking  at  tlie  Dueliess  re- 
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proaclifiilly — "  I  'i"i  "<>*  ««  vacillatiii},'  in  my  purposes.    The 
Guises  have  not  tlie  infhienee  you  think." 

"  They  have  had  tlie  infhience,  sire,"  rejilied  F^innji, 
hohlly;  "they  have  had  the  influence  to  dehiy,  for  many 
months,  that  very  edict,  drawn  up  by  the  orders  of  tlie  King 
liimsclf,  for  the  surety  and  protection  of  tlie  French  ])eople, 
and  to  guard  against  the  evils  under  which  half  the  noble 
families  of  In-ance  now^  smart,  from  alliances  contracted  in 
wild  youth  with  races  of  inferior  blood." 

"  The  Guises  had  nothing  to  do  with  that — have  nothing 
to  do  with  it,"  replied  the  King,  inii)atiently.  "  What  interest 
have  they  in  this  matter  ?  I  remember,  it  is  true,  the  Car- 
dinal of  Lorraine  did  oppose  the  edict,  but  upon  motives  of 
general  justice.  What  interest  had  lie,  or  his  brother  either, 
for  or  against  the  edict  ?" 

"  To  keep  down  the  house  of  Montmorency,"  replied 
Diana  of  Poitiers.  "  To  blast  the  expectations  of  the  young 
Duke,  in  the  hopes  which  he,  perhaps  presumptuously,  had 
entertained." 

"  I  believe  that  it  is  so,  indeed,  sire,"  said  the  Chancellor. 
"  There  is  much  reason  to  think  that  the  opposition  of  our 
holy  father  the  pope  was  raised  up  by  the  instigations  of  the 
Cardinal  of  Lorraine.  You  are  w^ell  aware,  sire,  that  a  mes- 
senger from  the  Cardinal  outstripped  even  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  and  that  the  latter  gentleman  found  the  holy  father 
already  prepared  to  oppose  the  edict." 

"  I  will  think  of  the  matter,"  said  the  King  again.  "  If 
the  op])osition  be  but  factious,  we  will  give  it  no  head ;  but  I 
would  fain,  before  I  promulgate  the  edict,  have  some  cause 
before  me  to  justify  it,  in  wliich  my  own  personal  wishes,  and 
yours,  fair  lady,  are  not  interested — I  must  have  time  for 
thought  upon  it.  Now  let  the  doors  be  opened,  for  we  have 
ke]it  our  court  too  long  without." 

The  doors  of  the  ante-room  were  accordingly  thrown  open. 
The  guards,  with  their  halberts,  drew  back,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  the  great  hall  of  reception  was  crowded  with  the  nobles 
of  France.  While  the  King,  with  affable  condescension,  re- 
ceived his  subjects,  spoke  with  many  of  them,  and  smiled 
upon  all,  and  the  buzz  of  voices,  steps,  and  rustling  gainnents 
raised  a  sort  of  whispering  murmur  through  the  halls,  the 
Chancellor  was  seen  speaking,  in  a  low  voice,  to  tlu"  Duchess 
of  Valentinois ;  and  some  one  who  was  passing  heard  the 
latter  say,  "  Not  only  that,  my  lord,  but  the  abbey  of  St. 
Martin,  also,  if  we  succeed.  The  revenues  are  twelve  thou- 
sand crowns  a-year." 

I 
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The  Chancellor  bowed  low,  with  a  humble  and  obse- 
quious smile,  and  the  Duchess  turned  to  speak  to  some  one 
else. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Before  a  mirror  of  the  most  beautiful  polish  that  it  was  pos- 
sible to  conceive,  and  a  toilet  table  covered  with  all  the  most 
costly  essences  and  perfumes  which  could  be  procured  from 
the  lour  quarters  of  the  globe,  appeared  the  Duchess  of 
\'alcntinois,  seated  in  a  large  arm-chair  of  rich  velvet,  to- 
wards nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  the  day  whereof  we 
have  just  been  speaking.  She  was  clothed  in  a  dressing-gown 
of  silver  tissue,  and  all  the  stately  and  somewhat  cumbrous 
apparel  of  the  day  had  been  put  off,  while,  with  three  maids 
all  busy  about  her  person,  she  was  dressing  for  the  assembly 
of  the  court,  which  was  to  be  held  that  evening.  Nor  did 
she  appear  in  the  least  the  less  lovely  that  she  was  without 
anv  of  the  additions  that  dress  and  ornament  sometimes  make 
to  beauty  ;  nor,  strange  to  say,  did  she  appear  less  young  when 
thus  unassisted  by  art,  than  even  when  dressed  in  the  most 
sumptuous  mode  of  the  court.  The  eye  of  the  woman  who 
was  combing  her  long,  rich,  luxuriant  brown  hair,  detected 
not  one  silver  thread  marking  the  passing  of  years  amongst 
the  rest.  The  teeth  were  as  white  and  pearly  as  those  of 
youth.  The  brow  and  neck  without  a  furrow  ploughed  by  the 
hand  of  time. 

On  a  footstool  at  the  lady's  feet  sat  a  very  lovely  girl, 
bearing  in  her  countenance  a  slight  resemblance  to  herself. 
She  was  already  dressed  with  great  splendour,  and  sat  look- 
ing up  in  the  face  of  the  Duchess,  as  if  admiring  and  wonder- 
ing at  the  beauty  which  seemed  to  set  even  the  great  destroyer 
of  all  things  at  defiance. 

The  Duchess,  upon  her  part,  looked  down  at  her  with 
pleasure  and  affection,  calling  her,  "  Ma  belle  Henriette,'' 
and,  ]):irliiig  the  hair  farther  away  fi-om  her  l)rows  with  her 
own  hands,  she  said,  "  \'ou  must  look  your  lovehest  to-night, 
ilcnrictta;  for  you  nnist  do  much  in  the  way  of  captivation." 

The  girl  smiled  ])l;iyfully,  and  re])lied,  "  No,  no  !  that  were 
b:id  policy  ;  I  would  rather  not  look  so  lovely  now  as  after- 
wards. I  lis  love,  at  present,  I  can  count  upon,  liut  1  nuist 
try  :md  l)e  more  caplivating  hereafter  to  keep  it  when  he  is 
my  hiisldiid." 

'I'JK-    Dmhrss  smiled   in   turn:  "  Ah,  my  llein'ietta,"  she 
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said,  "the  love  of  man  is  not  so  (lifFieult  to  kecj),  if  woman 
do  but  use  the  same  efforts  to  retain  it  that  she  (hjes  to  win 
it.  We  often  make  men  fickle  wlio  would  be  faithful,  think- 
ing that  to  captivate  them  once  is  all-sufficient.  How  many 
do  I  daily  see,  Henrietta,  who  take  all  imaginable  pains  to 
win  affection,  who  are  gay  and  cheerful,  courteous  and  kind, 
willing  to  please  and  ready  to  be  pleased,  robing  themselves, 
as  it  were,  in  small  graces  and  sweet  allurements :  and  who, 
when  the  object  is  attained,  cast  away,  at  once,  every  effort; 
are  didl  and  cheerless,  exacting,  sullen,  harsh,  and  then 
wonder  that  the  won  heart  is  lost  more  quickly  than  it  was 
gained  !  When  children  catch  flies,  my  Henrietta,  they  put 
not  down  a  drop  of  honey  which  the  insects  can  eat  and 
fly  away.  There  must  be  enough  honey  to  keep  them,  my 
chUd." 

"  It  is  a  lesson  that  I  will  remember,"  replied  Henriette  de 
la  Mark.  "  But,  as  I  have  always  thought,  dear  lady,  that  it 
is  happiness  we  seek,  and  not  admiration,  I  trust  I  should 
never  have  forgotten  that  the  same  means  must  be  taken  to 
keep  affection  that  are  used  to  win  it.  But,  hark  !  there  are 
manifold  soimds  below.  Surely  the  guests  are  not  aniving 
already  !" 

The  question  was  soon  answered ;  for  a  moment  after,  one 
of  the  female  attendants  was  called  to  the  door,  and  returned 
to  tell  the  Duchess  that  two  gentlemen  had  amved  in  haste, 
and  anxiously  desired  to  speak  with  her.  She  turned  towards 
the  woman  with  somewhat  of  angry  scorn  in  her  countenance, 
asking  if  they  had  been  told  that  she  was  at  her  toilet.  The 
woman  replied  in  the  affirmative ;  but  that  they  had  never- 
theless urged  the  important  natiue  of  their  business. 

"  Bid  them  send  me  their  names,"  replied  the  Dtichess, 
after  thinking  for  a  moment.  "  Meyrand's  letter  declared 
that  he  would  soon  be  here.  Perhaps,  he  has  come 
himself." 

It  was  as  she  thought.  But  the  other  name  which  the  ser- 
vant l)rought  back  was  that  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran. 

"  Bid  them  wait  but  a  moment,"  replied  the  Duchess.  "  I 
will  not  be  long.  Tie  up  my  hair,  Laurette,  in  a  large  knot. — 
Any  how,  any  how ;  but  be  quick  !" 

Then,  drawing  the  dressing-gown  more  closely  round  her, 
and  preceded  by  one  of  her  women  bearing  a  light,  she 
descended  to  a  saloon  below,  making  a  sign  to  Henriette  de 
la  Mark  to  remain  till  she  returned. 

Standing  near  a  table  in  the  room  which  Diana  of  Poitiers 
now  entered,  appeared  the  tall  and  graceful  Count  de  Mey- 
rand,  and  the  dark-looking  and  subtle  Marquis  of  Masseran. 

I  -2 
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Each,  to  a  certain  degree,  retained  his  usual  aspect,  though 
neither  could  entirely  banish  from  his  countenance  the  varied 
emotions  which  Avere  busy  at  liis  heart.  Graceful  and  digni- 
fied in  demeanour  Meyrand  still  was.  Indeed  it  was  so 
much  a  matter  of  habit  with  him  to  act  with  ease  and  calm 
self-possession,  that  they  could  never  be  entirely  lost ;  but 
still  his  usual  air  of  indifference  was  gone,  and  there  was  an 
eager  impatience  in  his  eye  which  marked  that  strong  and 
busy  passions  were  agitating  him  within.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  look  of  calm  subtilty,  which  was  the  reigning  expression 
of  the  countenance  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  but  which  we 
have  already  seen,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  give  way  to 
fiercer  jiassions,  had  now^  yielded  to  an  expression  of  restless 
disquietude,  while  his  eye  turned  sharp  and  flashing  at  every 
sound. 

On  the  appearance  of  Madame  de  Yalentinois,  the  Count 
advanced  witli  signs  of  low  and  humble  homage,  and  raised 
the  hand  which  she  proffered  liim  respectfully  to  his  lips. 
The  Lord  of  Masseran  came  a  step  behind,  and  then  a 
momentary  pause  took  place.  It  was  broken,  however,  by 
the  Duchess  herself,  who  was  much  too  impatient  to  learn 
the  cause  of  their  sudden  arrival  to  wait  till  it  was  explained 
in  the  course  of  conversation. 

"Welcome  to  Paris,  Monsieui'  de  Meyrand!"  she  said. 
"  But  say,  what  is  it  that  brings  you  here  at  this  hour  ?  It 
nmst  be  business  of  importance,  I  am  sure." 

"  Nothing  but  business  of  immediate  moment,  madam, 
would  have  induced  me  thus  to  trespass  upon  you,"  replied 
ilic  Count;  "  but  I  have  myself  arrived  within  this  half  hour 
in  llie  ca])ital.  I  came,  I  confess,  with  some  wrongfid  sus- 
picions of  my  good  friend  the  Marquis  of  Masseran  here,  in 
regard  to  the  lady  of  whom  I  Avi'ote  to  you.  I  fancied  that 
he  had  been  instrumental  in  preventing  me  from  executing 
my  ])ui-]K)se  of  l>vinging  her  with  all  speed  to  the  presence  of 
the  King.  His  manner  and  his  solemn  assurances,  however, 
madam,  both  show  me  that  I  was  mistaken  ;  and  it  would 
apjxar " 

"  Jiut  stay,  stay,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,"  said  the  Duchess  ; 
"  first  tell  me  exactly  what  is  the  case,  and  how  you  and 
Monsieur  de  Masseran  are  interested  in  the  business.  I  re- 
mcuilter  well  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  of  whom  you  speak, 
.•I lid  a  s\v(,'et  girl  she  was,  well  fitted  to  set  any  cavalier's  heart 
ou  fire,  so  lliat  1  ean  easily  conceive  that  yours  was  touched, 
Monsieur  de  Meyrand,  with  that  same  flame  of  love.  But  if 
Jill  friends  agree,  the  lady  surely  can  never  have  such  great 
obif'cfioiis  to  \oiiiNelf  as  not  to  be  casilv  won  by  less  forcible 
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means  than  those  you  seem  to  have  been  using.  T  will  speak 
with  lier — I  will  see  what  can  he  done. —  Let  me  thank  you, 
liowever,  my  good  lord,  for  the  tidings  you  sent  me  eon- 
eerning  the  ediet :  I  have  turned  them  tliis  day  to  good 
advantage.  But  still  the  King  is  not  easily  won  in  tliis 
matter." 

"  By  Heaven !  madam,"  repHed  ]Meyrand,  v(>hemently, 
"  he  must  he  won,  and  that  riglit  soon,  or  all  will  go  wrong 
with  us.  But  hear  me,  dearest  lady — hear  me  out.  You 
have  a  fiiint  and  very  wrong  idea  of  all  this  affair.  We  are 
all  deeply  concerned — and,  pardon  me  for  saying  it — but 
your  own  wishes  and  excellent  views  are  closely  and  inti- 
mately connected  with  our  objects  and  purposes.  You  ask 
for  a  frank  and  candid  explanation — you  shall  have  it  in  a 
very  few  words.  The  I^ord  of  Masseran  and  I  are  equally,  but 
somewhat  differently,  interested  in  this  matter.  I  am  moved, 
in  some  degree,  as  you  are  pleased  to  say,  by  love.  Yes  !" 
he  added,  "  it  is  so ! — by  love  the  most  strong  and  pas- 
sionate ;  and  yet,  I  know  not  why,  or  how,  but  something 
very  like  hatred  mingles  with  it — deep  and  bitter  indignation 
at  having  been  made  the  sport  of  a  mere  girl,  and  determi- 
nation to  force  her  to  be  mine  or  die " 

He  paused,  and  bit  his  lip,  and  a  shade  of  dissatisfaction 
came  over  the  brow  of  Diana  of  Poitiers  as  she  listened;  but 
the  next  moment  the  Count  went  on,  witli  a  slight  sneer. 

"  The  Lord  of  Masseran  is  affected  otherwise.  He, 
madam,  as  you  know,  married  the  mother  of  this  fair  dame ; 
and  to  this  bright  Isabel,  descend,  at  that  mother's  death, 
certain  fair  estates  close  to  the  frontier  line  of  France  and 
Savoy." 

"  I  understand — I  understand,"  replied  Diana  of  Poitiers, 
interrupting  him.  "  The  Coimt  of  Meyrand  may  be  easy  in 
his  dealings  about  those  estates,  if  he  but  obtain  the  haiul  of 
the  fair  lady.     Is  it  not  so,  my  good  lords  ?" 

"  Something  of  the  kind,  madam,"  replied  the  Count. 

"  A  treaty  of  partition  !  ha  ?"  continued  the  lady.  "  Now 
for  the  obstacle,  and  for  the  manner  in  which  this  affects 
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"  The  obstacles  are  somewhat  difficult  to  be  encountered, 
madam,"  joined  in  the  Lord  of  Masseran;  "especially  as 
this  noble  Count  is  somewhat  of  a  susjiicious  nature.  But, 
to  make  a  long  tale  short,  madam,  there  was,  it  seems,  in 
years  long  past,  a  promise  made  by  the  old  Count  of  Brienne 
that  his  daughter  shoidd  marry  a  certain  young  nobleman, 
named  Bernard  de  Rohan.  That  promise  was  foolishly 
committed  to  Avriting  ;  but  1  hold  that  it  was  of  course  con- 
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ditional,  and  requires  to  be  confiniicd  by  the  consent  of  the 
mother.  The  young  gentleman  we  speak  of  has  been  long 
^varring  with  the  armies  in  Italy  ;  but,  called  thence,  as  I 
believe,  by  the  young  lady  herself,  who  has  a  marvellous 
love  for  her  own  way,  he  appeared  in  Savoy  some  short  time 
ago.  I  absented  myself  for  a  few  days  from  my  own  home, 
making  a  pretence  of  coming  to  Paris,  in  order  to  see  what 
would  take  place.  But  although  I  had  good  information 
of  all  that  passed,  what  between  the  yovmg  lady's  wit  and 
the  youth's  impudence,  they  had  very  nearly  won  the  race. 
jNIyself  and  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,  here,  suiprised  them  in 
the  veiy  celebration  of  a  clandestine  marriage." 

"  Were  they  married  ?  Were  they  married  ?"  demanded 
the  Duchess,  eagerly;  for,  whatever  be  her  own  views,  wo- 
man's heart  is  rarely  without  interest  in  a  tale  of  love. 

"  There  was  a  ring  upon  the  young  lady's  finger,"  replied 
the  Marquis  of  Masseran,  while  the  Count  de  Meyrand  stood 
silent,  and  bit  his  lip  ;  "  farther  we  know  not." 

"  What  did  you  do  next .?"  exclaimed  the  lady,  with  an 
im])atient  look,  which  neither  of  her  two  companions  thought 
very  favourable  to  their  cause. 

"Why,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "we  separated 
them,  of  coiu-se  ;  and  I  carried  the  young  lady  some  way 
through  the  mountains,  arranging,  in  fact,  a  little  sort  of 
drama  or  mystery  with  my  good  friend  the  Count,  w^herein 
he  ])layed  the  part  of  deliverer,  rescued  the  young  lady  from 
my  hands,  and  according  to  our  agreement  was  bringing  her 
here  to  Paris,  in  the  trust  that  you,  from  wise  motives,  which 
the  Count  knew  you  to  possess,  would  support  the  right  of 
the  mother  to  dispose  of  her  daughter's  hand  to  whom  she 
pleased." 

The  Marquis,  in  delivering  this  account,  had  paused  and 
hesitated  several  times,  and  Diana  of  Poitiers  had  remarked 
that  he  avoided  carefully  all  mention  of  the  after-fate  of 
Bernard  de  Rohan. 

"  What  lias  become,"  she  asked,  at  length,  interrujiting 
him,  and  fixing  her  eye  fidl  upon  his  face — "  what  has  be- 
come of  tlic  young  Baron  de  Rohan,  sir  ?" 

The  Lord  of  .Masseran  turned  his  look  to  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  witliout  answering;  but  the  Duchess  went  on 
sternly  and  im])etuously,  "  1  insist  u]x)n  knowing,  sir,  what 
was  dowi  in  regard  to  Monsieiu*  de  Rohan.  You  surprised 
liim  at  tin;  very  altar,  you  say  ! — You  have  gone  too  far  not 
U)  s.'iy  more!" 

"  Why,  of  course,  madam,  it  was  necessary  to  separate 
them,"  reiilied  the  Count  de  Meyrand.  "  Monsieur  de  Rohan 
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was  carried  into  tlio  diateau  of  my  iriend,  Monsicmr  do 
Masseran,  wlio  kindly  and  Iil)orally  undi^rtakcs  to  provide; 
the  young  gentleman  with  board  and  lodging  for  a  certain 
time.  No  evil  was  done  him,  though  the  very  act  that  he 
was  ])erforming  might  well  have  justiiied  more  violence  than 
was  used." 

"  In  short,  sir,"  said  the  Duchess,  addressing  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  sternly — "  in  short,  sir,  you  have  imprisoned  one  of 
the  King's  very  best  officers  and  most  faithful  subjects — the 
right  hand  of  the  Marechal  do  IJrissac — and  one  who  has 
rendered  himself  famous  in  the  wars  of  Italy,  and  without 
whose  assistance  the  difficulties  which  surround  the  Marshal 
in  Piedmont  would  he  terribly  augmented." 

"  Madam,"  replied  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  with  a  slight 
sneer,  which  no  prudence  could  re]^ress,  at  the  reputed  ten- 
derness of  the  Duchess  towards  IJrissac,  "  had  we  known 
that  JNIonsieur  de  Rohan  was  so  absolutely  necessary  to  your 
graceful  friend,  we  would  have  sent  him  under  a  strong 
escort  across  the  mountains,  for  time  was  all  that  we  wanted." 

"  He  must  be  speedily  set  at  liberty,"  answered  the 
Duchess ;  "  for  I  cannot  have  it  said  that  anything  in  which 
I  take  a  share  is  connected  vnth  a  transaction  so  detrimental 
to  the  service  of  the  King  ;  and  now,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand, 
show  me  in  what  way  you  think  I  am  interested  in  this 
affair." 

"  Why,  madam,  you  must  clearly  see "  said  the  Count. 

"  It  matters  not  what  I  clearly  see,  my  lord,"  exclaimed 
the  Duchess,  interrupting  him.  "  Give  me  your  own  showing 
of  the  matter." 

"  Why  thus  it  is,"  replied  the  Count.  "  Since  I  had  the 
honour  of  bearing  to  Rome  the  copy  of  an  edict  proposed  by 
the  King,  you  have  three  or  four  times  done  me  the  great 
favour  of  writing  to  me,  and  consulting  with  me  in  regard  to 
the  opposition  made  to  that  edict,  and  to  the  best  means  of 
inducing  the  King  to  promulgate  it.  Now,  madam,  one 
clause  in  that  edict  annuls  all  existing  marriages  which  have 
been  contracted  without  the  consent  of  parents  or  guardians  ; 
and  you  did  me  the  honour  to  reveal  to  me  that  such  a  clause 
was  absolutely  necessary  to  the  proposed  maiTiage  between 
the  Duke  of  Montmorency  and  the  King's  daughter,  Madame 
de  Farnese,  and  to  that  between  the  Constable's  second  son, 
the  Due  Damville,  and  your  fair  relation.  Mademoiselle  de 
la  Mark.  That  clause  is  equally  necessary  to  me  and  to 
Monsieur  de  Masseran,  in  order  that  the  clandestine  marriage 
of  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne  with  the  Baron  de  Rohan  being 
annulled,  she  may,  with  her  mother's  consent,  give  her  hand 


120  THE   BRIGAND;   OR, 

to  me.  Thus,  madiini,  what  I  pray  and  beseech  you  to  do  is, 
as  the  views  of  both  tend  absohitely  to  the  same  point,  to 
rr'wc  us  vour  most  zealous  aid  and  co-operation  in  persuading 
the  King  to  pronuilgate  this  edict  at  once." 

Diana  of  Poitiers  paused  for  a  moment  in  intense  thought 
ere  she  answered,  while  the  two  noblemen  stood  gazing  u])on 
her  in  silence.  "  I  will  do  so,"  she  replied,  at  length  ;  "  but 
in  the  first  place,  Monsieiu-  de  Rohan  must  be  set  at  liberty." 
"  Madam,  that  is  impossible,"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran.  "  Were  he  set  at  liberty,  all  our  plans  and  prospects 
are  at  an  end  together.  His  very  first  act  would  be  to  seek 
this  rash,  imprudent  girl,  who  thinks  herself  fully  justified 
by  her  father's  Avi'itten  consent ;  and  depend  upon  it  he 
•would  soon  find  means  of  discovering  her,  though  we  can- 
not." 

"  "WTiy,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  where  is  she  ?"  demanded 
the  Duchess.  "  Why,  you  said  but  now,  Monsiem*  de  Mas- 
seran,  that  you  left  her  in  the  Count's  hands  that  he  might 
l)ring  her  to  Paris." 

"  Av,  but  she  escaped  from  his  hands,  madam,"  replied 
the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  Whether  the  Count  is  quite  inno- 
cent of  all  knowledge  of  female  wiles,  or  whether  he  had 
been  somewhat  harsh  and  importimate  with  her,  I  cannot 
tell ;  but  at  the  end  of  the  very  first  day's  journey  she  con- 
trived to  escape  fi'om  him,  how,  or  when,  no  one  can  dis- 
cover. I  had  come  on  to  Paris,  in  order  to  justify  the 
detention  of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  and  in  fact  to  give  an 
account  of  my  whole  conduct  to  the  King ;  but  the  good 
Count,  tliinking  that  I  must  have  some  hand  in  the  lady's 
flight,  followed  me  hither,  as  rapidly  as  possible,  without 
taking  sufficient  time  to  inquire  after  her  on  the  spot." 

The  Duchess  heard  him  to  an  end,  but  her  mind  had  run 
on  far  before  her ;  and  she  was  gazing  thoughtfully  ujion  the 
ground,  with  various  feelings  contending  more  strongly  in 
her  bosom  than  her  two  companions  imagined,  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  she  well  knew,  was  the  dearest  friend  of  one  who 
certiiinly  possessed  her  liighest  esteem — perhaps  her  highest 
alieetion — the  ]\Larechal  de  Brissac,  and  she  loved  not  to 
take  any  share  in  injuring  or  grieving  him.  We  must  say 
even  more.  Not  being  naturally  of  a  harsh  or  unkindly  dis- 
]>()sition,  she  was  anything  but  disposed  to  abet  such  ma- 
cliinations  against  two  ])e()])le  who  loved  each  other;  and 
she  couM  not  but  feel  al  her  lieart  that  there  existed  between 
the  Lord  of  Miisseran  and  the  Coimt  de  Meyrand  a  dark  and 
shiimeles.s  consjiiracy  for  frustrating  the  intentions  of  the 
C<jinit    de    Hrirnne,    and    thwartiu'r    the    affections    of    his 
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daughter.  All  tlu'so  considorjitions  opposed  tliemselvcs  to 
the  very  thought  of  aiding  them  in  their  ])urposes  ;  hut  yet 
her  own  views,  her  own  dearest  ohjccts,  were  to  be  ohtiiiued 
by  the  same  means  whieh  tended  to  promote  theirs;  and  she 
cle.arly  saw,  that  if,  without  exposing,  as  she  might  do,  the 
real  views  and  purposes  of  the  parties  coneerned,  she  were 
to  bring  this  ease  before  the  Kiug,  as  a  new  instanec  of  a 
marriage  in  opposition  to  the  parent's  consent,  she  would 
instantly  obtain  the  promulgation  of  the  edict  which  was  so 
necessary  to  her  own  designs.  She  paused,  then,  and 
thought,  considering,  in  the  first  place,  the  opposing  motives 
which  led  her  this  way  and  that,  and  afterwards  asking 
herself  whether  she  could  not  combine  the  two — whether  it 
was  not  possible  to  use  the  fact  of  this  clandestine  marriage 
in  order  to  obtain  the  King's  signature  to  the  edict,  without 
ultimately  separating  the  hands  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  and 
Isabel  de  Brienne.  A  few  moments  convinced  her  that  she 
could  do  so.  The  edict  would,  of  course,  annul  their  mar- 
riage ;  but  then  she  thought,  "  the  great  services  of  this 
young  cavalier,  the  friendship  of  Brissac,  the  suj)port  of 
Montmorency,  the  father's  written  consent,  will  surely  be 
enough  to  obtain  for  him  afterwards  the  hand  of  this  fair 
girl  from  the  King  himself;  at  least,  my  management  shall 
render  these  things  sufficient ;"  and,  trusting  that  it  would  be 
so,  she  resolved  upon  that  evil  policy  of  employing  bad 
means,  in  the  hopes  of  directing  them  to  good  results,  a 
policy  which  has  seldom,  if  ever,  yet  failed  to  end  in  misery 
and  ruin. 

"  What  says  the  mother  ?"  demanded  the  Duchess,  after 
this  long  pause. 

"  Oh,  she  says  the  same  as  myself,  of  course,"  replied  the 
Lord  of  Masscran. 

"  Of  course  !"  replied  the  lady,  her  lip  curling  slightly  as 
she  spoke,     "  I  had  forgotten  ! — Is  she  in  Paris  .f"' 

"  She  is  here,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran  ;  "  and  not 
only  ready,  but  eager  to  declare  that  this  marriage  has  been 
against  her  will." 

"  Indeed  !"  said  the  Duchess  :  "  and  the  brother  ?  There 
is  a  youth  I  have  seen  about  the  court — a  gay,  thoughtless, 
high-spirited  lad,  who  gained  some  renown  under  this  very 
Baron  de  Rohan.     What  says  he  to  the  marriage  ?" 

"  Oh !  he  is  too  young  and  thoughtless,"  replied  the 
Count  de  Meyrand.  "  He  has  been  asked  nothing  on  the 
subject,  though  there  is  reason  to  fear,  we  must  not  deny, 
that  he  would  give  his  voice  in  favour  of  his  old  companion." 

"  But  one  thing  is  clear  and  certain,"  added  the  Lord  of 
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Masseran.  "  His  consent  was  not  asked  to  the  marriage  ; 
tlicrefore  it  was  without  his  ajiprobation  and  against  the 
icr  s. 

"  So  far  so  good,"  replied  Diana  of  Poitiers.  "  Now  mark 
me,  gentlemen,  you  must  leave  the  whole  conduct  of  this 
business  to  me ;  and  if  you  pledge  yourselves  to  act  exactly 
as  I  am  about  to  dictate,  I,  on  my  part,  Avill  ]iledge  myself 
to  obtain  the  promidgation  of  an  edict  annulling  this  marriage 
within  twelve  hours  from  this  time." 

A  glad  smile  lighted  up  the  face  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand. 
But  the  Lord  of  Masseran  asked,  in  a  low  sweet  tone,  "  Pray 
what  are  the  conditions,  madam  r" 

"  These,"  replied  the  Duchess,  at  once.  "  And,  remember, 
gentlemen,  that  I  am  one  who  will  not  be  trifled  \^^th ;  so 
that  if  you  iail  to  perform  exactly  your  part,  you  shall  find 
your  whole  schemes  fall  about  your  heads,  and,  perhaps, 
crush  you  in  the  ruins  thereof.  The  very  moment  that  1 
have  obtained  that  edict,  Monsieur  de  Masseran,  without  the 
loss  of  a  single  hour,  you  shall  depart  fi'om  Paris,  and  set 
this  young  cavalier,  Bernard  de  Rohan,  at  liberty. — Do  not 
inteiTuptme! — This  is  indispensable.  You  can  leave  the 
Marchioness  behind.  In  the  next  place,  to  guard  against 
the  e\\\  consequences  which  I  see  you  anticipate,  you  shall 
engage  the  young  Count  of  Brienne  to  set  off  instantly  in 
search  of  his  sister,  in  order  to  bring  her  at  once  to  Paris  to 
die  presence  of  the  King.  You,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,  shall 
not  make  the  slightest  attempt  to  seek  for  her  yourself,  nor 
shidl  you  at  present  quit  Paris.  But  this  young  gentleman, 
instructed  that  this  edict  annuls  the  clandestine  maiTiage, 
and  is  u])on  the  very  point  of  being  signed,  shall  go  as  the 
guardian  of  his  sister's  honour,  and  at  the  same  time  as  the 
friend  of  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  to  bring  her  safely  back  to  the 
j)r()tection  of  her  mother  and  of  his  majesty.  His  own  sense 
of  wluit  is  right,  under  such  circimistances,  will  be  a  sufficient 
guarantee  that  he  do  not  sufier  liis  sister  to  remain  an  hour 
with  a  man  who  is  not  her  husband ;  and  now " 

"  Hut,  madinn,"  said  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  "if  you  will 
])ardon  me  for  thus  rudely  interru])ting  you,  I  would  point 
out  one  slight  obstacle  to  the  arrangement  you  propose, 
which  renders  it  absolutely  impossible,  and  may  make  it  ex- 
pedient thill  I  should  go  myself.  Henry  of  Brienne  is  at 
Grenoble,  1  luiderstuud." 

"  Well,  then,  sir,"  said  the  Duchess,  imperiously,  "  some 
one  else  must  go.  Vou  must  not !  Were  the  other  the 
lowest  videt  in  my  household,  he  is  more  fit  than  you  are  to 
bring  this  lady  to  Paris.'" 
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Tlic  Lord  of  Massevan  liad  rcniairu'd  silent  till  the 
Duchess's  answer  was  made,  but  he  then  joined  in  the  eon- 
versation  again,  in  one  of  his  sweetest  tones,  saying,  "  'J'he 
Count  is  mistaken,  dear  madam,  Henry  of  liriennc  is  in 
Paris.  He  thought  of  going  to  Grenoble,  but  did  not  go.  Jle 
was  with  his  sweet  mother  not  an  hour  ago." 

"  Well,  then,  hear  me  !"  said  the  Duchess.  "  Do  you  un- 
dertake, Monsieur  de  Meyrand,  not  to  set  out  upon  this 
search  at  all  ?"  The  Count  laid  his  hand  upon  his  heart, 
bowed  with  mock  humility,  and  replied,  "  Who  ever  yet 
resisted  your  connnands  ?  Nay,  I  am  not  jesting !  I  give 
you  my  promise,  madam." 

"  Then,  my  Lord  of  Masseran,"  continued  the  Ducliess, 
"  all  I  have  to  say  is  this  : — Wait  here  for  five  minutes,  till  I 
write  a  note  above.  Give  it  to  Henry  of  Brienne ;  afford 
him  every  direction  and  hint  for  finding  his  sister,  and 
bringing  her  at  once  to  Paris.  As  soon  as  he  has  set  out, 
come  with  your  fair  lady  to  the  palace  to  offer  your  com- 
plaint regarding  this  clandestine  marriage  to  his  majesty.  I 
will  take  care  that  you  shall  have  an  inniiediate  hearing,  and 
I  pledge  myself  that  the  edict  shall  be  signed  this  night.  To- 
morrow morning,  at  daybreak,  you  depart  alone,  post-haste, 
to  liberate  Bernard  de  Rohan.  Is  it  not  so  r"  And  she  fixed 
her  keen  eye  firm  upon  him. 

"It  is,  madam,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  better 
pleased  at  the  an'angement  than  she  knew. 

"  As  for  you,  Meyrand,"  she  added,  with  a  smile,  "  take 
my  advice :  come  also  to  the  court,  appear  totally  uncon- 
cerned in  this  whole  business,  and  press  your  suit  upon  the 
King,  if  you  so  please,  when  the  edict  is  signed." 

"  A  woman's  policy  is  always  the  best,  madam,"  replied 
the  Count ;  "  and  in  this  instance  I  shall  follow  it  to  the 
letter." 

"  I  must  now  leave  you,"  said  the  lady,  "  for  I  am  already 
late.  Wait  here  for  the  note,  and  then  let  us  to  our  several 
parts  with  all  sijeed." 

In  less  than  the  time  that  she  had  specified,  a  servant 
brought  in  an  open  note,  which  contained  these  words : — 

"  Diana,  Duchess  of  Valentinois,  to  Henry  Count  of 
Brienne,  greeting : 

"  These  are  to  inform  you  that  your  sister,  Isabel  de 
Brienne  has  contracted  a  clandestine  marriage  with  Bernard 
Baron  de  Rohan;  and  that,  inasnnich  as  this  night  nn  edict 
will  be  signed  annulling  all  marriages  of  the  sort,  it  is  abso- 
lutely necessary  to  your  own  honour  and  to  that  of  your 
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sister  that  you  should  immediately  proceed  to  find  and 
bring  her  to  Paris  till  the  farther  pleasure  of  the  King  be 
known.  The  Baron  de  Rohan  having  been  arrested  the 
moment  that  the  marriage  was  celebrated,  will  be  set  at  liberty 
immediately ;  but  it  is  requisite  that  you  should  prevent  all 
eomnuuiication  between  him  and  your  sister  until  it  be  autho- 
rized by  his  majesty." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  made  no  scruple  of  reading  the 
contents,  and  showing  them  to  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  who 
marked  them  Avith  a  smile,  and  adding,  "  We  must  make 
cjuite  sure  of  the  youth,  however,"  led  the  way  fi'om  the 
apartments  of  the  Duchess. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

In  the  great  hall  of  the  Louvre,  the  princes,  the  nobles,  and 
the  ladies  of  France — all  who  had  a  right  from  their  rank 
and  station  to  be  present  at  the  great  festivals  of  the  court, 
and  all  who  coidd  by  any  means  obtain  an  invitation  from 
the  King  himself — were  assembled  before  the  hour  of  ten  at 
night,  on  that  occasion  to  which  refereiice  has  been  made  in 
the  last  chapter.  The  monarch  himself  had  not  yet  ap- 
peared, but  one  of  those  services  which  Henry  principally 
required  from  his  great  officers  was  to  entertain  with  affability 
and  kindness  those  whom  the  etiquette  of  his  court  obliged 
him  to  keep  waiting ;  and,  on  the  night  of  which  we  speak, 
the  famous  Marcpiis  de  Vielleville  in  fact,  though  not  osten- 
sibly, represented  the  King,  and,  aided  by  a  number  of  other 
gentlemen  and  officers  commissioned  so  to  do,  received  the 
court,  and  endeavoured  to  make  the  time  of  expectation  ere 
the  sovereign's  arrival  ])ass  lightly. 

l^verything  had  been  done  that  could  be  done  to  give 
spleiulour  to  the  apartments,  and  many  of  those  ornaments 
and  decorations  which  we  attribute  to  the  taste  of  modern 
days,  but  whieh  in  fact  have  but  come  back  again  in  the  con- 
stant revolutions  of  fashion,  were  displayed  on  this  occasion 
to  render  the  scene  of  royal  festivity  bright  and  exciting. 
Some  of  the  rooms  were  blazing  with  light,  and  covered  with 
every  sort  of  ornament  of  gold  and  silver:  rich  draperies 
were  hanging  from  the  walls,  banners  waving  over  head,  gar- 
lands festooning  the  cornices,  and  music  floating  on  the  air. 
Ill  others  again,  by  some  means,  a  green  hue  had  been  given 
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to  the  light,  and  it  had  been  shaded  and  kv\)i  down  to  a  kind 
of  soft  twilight  by  fh)wt!rs  and  green  branelies ;  while  a  eool 
wind  found  its  way  in  through  open  casements  and  well- 
watered  plants,  and  a  stillness  reigned  upon  the  air,  only 
broken  by  the  far-off  sound  of  the  nnisic,  the  niunnur  of  dis- 
tant voices,  and  the  sighing  of  the  night  air  through  the 
gardens. 

We  shall  pause  no  more,  how^ever,  upon  the  decorations  of 
that  gay  scene,  inasmuch  as  so  to  do  would  be  merely  to  give 
description  without  an  object;  for  we  have  no  reason  to 
assign  why  the  reader  should  bear  any  part  thereof  in  mind. 
It  is  principally  with  the  great  hall  we  have  to  do,  but,  more 
especially  still,  with  the  people  that  were  in  it.  Shortly  after 
ten,  the  King  himself,  with  his  Queen,  the  famous  Catherine 
de  Medicis,  several  of  his  children — amongst  whom  were 
three  destined  to  be  kings,  and  two  queens  of  mighty  nations 
— entered  the  hall,  and  took  his  place  towards  the  head  of 
the  room. 

It  was  very  customary  in  those  times  to  give  the  balls  of 
the  court  in  open  day ;  and,  though  it  certainly  would  strike 
us  as  somewhat  strange  to  see  dancing  take  place  except  by 
candlelight — unless,  indeed,  it  were  upon  the  greensward, 
where  the  smiling  look  of  Nature  herself  seems  to  justify  and 
to  call  for  that  expression  of  exuberant  life  which  she  first 
taught  in  the  world's  young  days — yet  then  as  gay  and  as 
merry  dances  as  any  that  we  now  behold,  took  place  in 
painted  saloons,  under  the  somewhat  too  bright  and  search- 
ing eye  of  the  sun.  The  whole  of  that  morning,  how'ever, 
had  been  spent  either  in  business  or  in  festivities  of  another 
kind,  and  the  present  was  one  of  those  more  rare  occasions 
selected,  as  we  have  said,  for  a  ball  at  night. 

Shortly  after  the  King  entered  the  room  he  spoke  a  few 
words  to  the  young  Count  Duilly,  then  celebrated  for  his 
skill  and  grace  in  the  dance ;  and  he,  making  his  way  to  the 
spot  where  the  musicians  were  placed,  connnunicated  to  them 
the  orders  of  the  King.  What  was  called  the  Danse  Roi/ulc 
was  then  played ;  and  Henry  himself,  graceful  and  distin- 
guished in  every  sport  and  exercise,  opened  the  ball  in 
person.  Shortly  after,  another  dance  was  played,  and  all  who 
were,  or  believed  themselves  to  be,  the  most  skilful  of  the 
court,  hastened  to  figure  in  the  galliarde.  Upon  the  execu- 
tion of  that  marvellous  performance,  the  galliarde,  however, 
perha])S  the  less  we  say  the  better ;  for  it  is  to  be  acknow- 
ledged that  the  various  names  of  the  wonderful  steps  danced 
—  the  desportes,  capriollcs,  turns  and  returns,  (liuicttes,  close 
and  dispersed  gamberottes,  &c. — convey  as  little  definite  idea 
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of  what  was  really  done  to  our  own  minds  as  they  would  to 
those  of  most  of  our  readers.  It  was  all  very  successful,  no 
doubt ;  and  there  is  much  reason  to  believe,  fi'om  the  account 
which  Monsieur  de  Vielleville  himself  wrote  upon  the  occa- 
sion, that  many  a  young  lady's  heart  was  pierced  through  and 
through  by  the  graces  of  particular  cavaliers. 

The  King  himself  took  part  in  the  dance,  as  we  have  said, 
but  it  was  a  dignified  part ;  and,  having  set  the  example,  he 
retired  from  it  as  speedily  as  possible.  When  he  had  done, 
he  looked  round,  as  if  searching  for  some  face  he  had  missed, 
and  his  eye  soon  fell  upon  the  fair  Duchess  of  Yalentinois, 
whom  he  had  not  beheld  before ;  for,  to  say  the  truth,  she 
had  just  entered,  taking  advantage  of  the  general  movement 
round  the  galliarde  to  come  in  without  attracting  much  atten- 
tion. Her  countenance  bore  an  expression  of  such  unusual 
gravity,  that  Henry  himself,  ere  he  resumed  the  place  in  the 
saloon  where  he  usually  stood  on  such  occasions,  paused  and 
spoke  to  her ;  first  playfully  scolding  Henrietta  de  la  Mark 
for  not  having  joined  the  dancers,  and  then  asking  the 
Duchess  in  a  lower  tone  if  anything  had  gone  amiss. 

Diana  smiled,  and  replied,  "  No,  sire,  nothing  exactly 
amiss ;  but  I  have  had  visiters  this  evening  at  an  unusual 
hour,  and  they  have  been  pressing  me  to  obtain  for  them  an 
audience  of  your  majesty  on  this  very  night,  regarding  mat- 
ters of  nnich  importance." 

"  Nay,  why  should  that  cloud  your  fair  brow  ?"  said  the 
King,  in  the  same  low  tone :  "  I  will  give  them  audience  ere 
I  go  to  bed,  if  my  so  doing  will  please  you,  bright  queen  of 
night.  If  they  can  put  it  off,  however,  let  them  come  to- 
morrow, and  your  name  shall  open  the  doors  of  the  cabinet 
to  them,  be  they  the  lowliest  in  the  land." 

"  That  they  are  not,  sire,"  replied  Diana.  "  They  are  high 
cuoMgh  to  present  themselves  here  this  night  even  unbidden  ; 
but  I  fear  that  to-morrow  will  not  do;  for,  upon  your  m<a- 
jesty's  rc])ly  to  them,  a  courier  must  depart  at  once  for  the 
South.  Still  let  me  say,  ere  they  come  forward — for  1  see 
them  euteriug  now — that  it  is  not  their  requested  audience 
that  m:ikes  me  souK^what  grave — no,  nor  their  pressing  for  it 
at  an  unseasonable  hour — but  it  is  that  they  come  to  urge 
up(»u  your  majesty  the  self-same  suit  I  urged  this  morning; 
and — as  I  then  saw  that  for  the  first  time  I  was  doubted  and 
susjtcctcd  of  art,  in  trving  to  lead  rather  than  to  argue  with 
my  King— it  may  now  be  thought  I  have  some  share  in  their 
coming,  when,  1  leaven  is  my  witness,  it  could  take  no  one 
more  by  surprise  than  nivself" 

Nay,  but  wliat  is  all   this  r"  denumded   (he  King,  in  a 
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soothing  tone;  and  then,  suddenly  tuniin}^  to  MMdcnioiscllc 
do  la  Mark,  he  exclaimed — "Lo!  Jlenriette — belle  llcn- 
rictte  !  here  conies  Damville,  all  love  and  ambergris,  to  chiim 
your  fair  hand — for  the  dance.  Go  with  him,  lady !  Now, 
Diane,  what  is  this  that  agitates  you  thus  ?— Faith,  I  suspect 
you  not,  and  never  have  suspected.  I  did  but  smile  this 
morning  at  your  eagerness,  though  natural  enough,  and  to 
see  how  we  kings  find  soft  leading,  and  all  things  prepared 
to  bring  us  to  that  which  wise  or  fair  counsellors  judge  is  for 
our  good — it  is  the  vice  of  power,  my  Diana,  it  is  the  vice  of 
power!  As  men  by  years  reach  childhood  again,  so  kings 
by  power  fall  into  weakness. — But  that  matters  not,  your 
wishes  were  for  the  best ;  and,  if  there  was  a  little  manage- 
ment in  the  matter,  there  could  be  but  small  offence." 

"  With  one  so  placable  as  you  are,  sire,'  rejoined  the 
Duchess,  gazing  in  his  fcxce  with  a  smile  ;  "  but  the  matter  is 
this.  There  came  to  me  this  night  the  Lord  of  Masscran, — 
one  of  your  majesty's  faithful  adherents  in  Savoy, — l)eseech- 
ing  that  I  would  obtain  for  him  and  for  his  fair  lady  innne- 
diate  audience  of  your  majesty,  on  matters  that  brook  no 
delay.  He,  judging  wrongly  that  I  had  some  little  credit  or 
influence  with  you,  besought  me  to  urge  upon  your  majesty 
the  immediate  promulgation  of  the  edict  so  long  delayed  and 
often  spoken  of,  concerning  clandestine  marriages ;  and  be- 
sought me  to  tell  you  the  cause  of  his  application.  All  this 
I  refused  to  do,  telling  him  that,  on  the  subject  of  the  edict, 
I  had  already  done  my  best;  that  I  had  pleaded  for  myself; 
that  I  had  even  pleaded  in  behalf  of  what  I  thought  yotir 
majesty's  best  interest;  and  that,  having  done  so,  I  could  not 
say  a  word  for  any  other  being  on  the  earth.  Thus,  sire,  all 
I  have  to  request  is,  that  you  would  hear  him,  and  judge  for 
yourself." 

The  expression  of  Henry's  face  while  she  was  speaking 
puzzled,  not  a  little,  Diana  of  Poitiers.  The  King's  brow  be- 
came for  a  time  dark  and  heavy,  and  his  eye  flashed  angrily. 
But  then,  again,  when  he  saw  that  the  lady  seemed  somewhat 
alarmed  by  his  look,  he  smiled  itpon  her  kindly,  as  if  to 
mark  that  any  feelings  of  dissatisfaction  which  he  experienced 
were  not  directed  towards  herself.  His  real  feelings  were 
explained,  however,  immediately,  by  his  replying  in  the  same 
low  tone,  "  He  is,  I  believe,  a  most  consuunnate  villain,  this 
Lord  of  Masseran ;  and  there  is  good  reason  to  supjiose  he 
has  been  ])laying  fjdsc  both  to  France  and  Savoy.  He  has 
the  very  look  of  a  handsome  wolf,"  the  King  continued, 
turning  his  frowning  brow  to  the  ])art  of  tlu;  room  towards 
which  the  eyes  of  Diana  of  Foitiers  directed  his  in  search  of 
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llic  Lord  of  Masseran :  "  I  will  speak  with  him  presently', 
liowever.  lift  him  be  taken  into  the  white  chamber,  next 
to  that  in  which  they  serve  the  confectionery.  Send  likewise 
for  Bertrandi :  he  is  in  my  closet.  I  will  join  you  therein  a 
quarter  of  an  hour.  A  guard,  too,  may  be  Avanted  before 
we  have  done.  So,  as  you  pass,  bid  Beaujolais  keep  near 
the  door." 

Thus  saying,  the  King  turned  away,  and  occu]iied  himself 
with  other  matters,  speaking  to  the  most  distinguished 
]iersons  present,  and  laughing  gaily  with  many  a  fair  dame 
a;s  he  passed  along.  The  Duchess  remained  for  a  short  time 
where  he  had  left  her,  not  only  for  the  ]iurpose  of  preventing 
her  long  conversation  with  the  King  from  connecting  itself 
in  the  suspicions  of  those  around  with  whatever  might  take 
])lace  regarding  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  but  also  because  she 
had  some  doubts  as  to  whether  she  should  herself  be  present 
or  not  at  the  interview  between  the  Savoyard  nobleman  and 
the  King.  Henry  had  certainly  implied  that  she  was  to  be 
present.  But  she  had  doubts  and  fears  in  regard  to  meddling 
too  much  with  the  matter;  and,  if  she  could  have  trusted  to 
the  Lord  of  ^lasseran,  she  certainly  would  have  stayed  away. 

Trust  him,  however,  she  could  not;  for  there  was  some- 
thing in  his  whole  aspect,  demeanour,  and  tone,  which  at 
once  ins])ired  suspicion.  Indeed,  he  did  not  try  to  avoid  it; 
for,  looking  u])on  skill,  cunning,  and  acutencss  as  the 
greatest  of  human  qualities,  he  made  no  pretence  whatever 
to  either  frankness  or  sincerity.  She  still  hesitated,  however, 
wheii  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  dressed  in  the  most  splendid 
and,  at  the  same  time,  the  most  tasteful  habit  that  perhaps 
the  whole  court  that  niglit  displayed,  passed  by  her  as  he 
retired  from  the  dance.  He  bowed  as  he  did  so  with  lowly 
reverence,  but,  at  the  same  time,  with  a  meaning  glance  of 
the  eye  towards  the  s])ot  where  the  Lord  of  Masseran  stood, 

"  I  must  watch  what  takes  place  myself,"  thought  the 
Duchess :  "  I  will  take  no  part  in  the  matter,  unless  there  be 
great  need ;  but  I  will  watch  all  that  is  said  and  done." 

SIk;  accf)rdingly  drew  herself  gradually  back  from  the 
circle,  an<l,  clioosing  a  moment  when  some  change  in  the 
dance  ])rodu<'(d  a  momentary  confusion,  she  retired  to  the 
room  \\liicli  the  King  had  named. 

A  minute  or  two  after,  an  attendant  passed  through  the 
ball-room,  i\ud  wliisjx'vctl  a  few  words  to  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran, who  insiauily  followed  tlie  servant,  accompanied  by  a 
lady  who  had  continued  to  stand  beside  him  since  his 
cntnince,  bni  in  whom  he  had  not  addressed  more  than  one 
or  two  word,  during  (he  evening.     She  was  a  tall  and  hand- 
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some  woman,  and  in  licr  conntenance  tliert;  was  certainly 
some  degree  of  resemblance  to  the  fair  Isabel  de  IJricunc. 
The  features,  however,  though  still  fine,  were  all  larger  and 
harsher,  except  the  eyes,  which  were  small  and  of  a  di/lerent 
colour  fi-om  those  of  Isabel,  being  of  a  keen  eager  black. 
She  was  pale,  and  looked  somewhat  out  of  health  ;  and, 
mingling  with  an  air  of  sternness  which  sat  u])on  her  brow, 
there  was  an  expression  of  anxiety  and  gricd"  which  madi; 
her  countenance  a  painful  one  to  look  upon.  It  seemed  to 
bear  written  upon  it,  in  very  legible  lines,  the  history  of  a 
haughty  spirit  broken. 

When  the  Lord  of  Masseran  and  his  wife  readied  ilie 
chamber  to  which  the  royal  servant  conducted  them,  the 
Duchess  of  Valentinois  was  there  alone.  She  received  them 
affably,  but  with  somewhat  of  regal  state,  and  begged  the 
Marchioness  to  seat  herself,  acting  in  all  things  as  if  the 
palace  were  her  own. 

"  Is  that  note  for  me,  Monsieur  de  Masseran?"  she  in- 
quired, after  having  announced  that  the  King  would  join 
them  in  a  few  minutes,  and  asked  some  questions  of  common 
courtesy  regarding  the  health  of  the  Marchioness  of  Mas- 
seran.    "  Is  that  note  which  you  hold  in  your  hand,  for  me  ?" 

"  It  is,  madam,"  replied  the  other.  "  It  is  from  Mon- 
sieur de  Briennc,  Avhom  we  left  booted  and  spurred,  with 
his  horses  at  the  door,  ready  to  mount  at  a  moment's  notice." 

The  Duchess  took  the  note,  and  read.  "  Madam,"  it  ran, 
"  I  am  ready  promptly  to  set  out  for  the  frontier  of  Savoy, 
as  soon  as  my  errand  is  clearly  ascertained.  My  dear  sister 
Isabel  is  either  the  wife  of  my  earliest  friend,  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  to  whom  she  was  promised  by  my  father,  and  to  whom 
it  is  my  first  w4sh  she  should  be  united,  or  the  marriage 
which  I  understand  has  taken  place  is  null.  If  she  be  his 
wife.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  make  even  an  attemjit  to 
separate  them,  Avhich  I  am  sure  De  Rohan  would  instantly 
and  justly  resist.  If,  however,  the  King,  by  an  edict  which 
1  must  not  dare  to  impugn,  has  thought  fit,  as  I  am  told,  to 
declare  such  marriages  void,  whether  past  or  future,  it,  of 
course,  becomes  my  duty  immediately  to  seek  my  sister,  and 
to  keep  her  with  me  till  such  time  as  we  obtain  his  majesty's 
permission  for  her  final  union  to  my  friend.  But  I  must  first 
be  positively  certified  that  such  an  edict  has  been  signed.  If 
I  can  show  this  to  De  Rohan,  I  know  him  too  well  to  doubt 
his  conduct ;  but,  if  I  cannot  show  it  to  him,  I  must  not  and 
dare  not  attempt  measures  towards  him  which  he  would  in- 
fallibly resist.  At  the  same  time,  madam,  let  mo  tell  you, 
with  all  respect,  that  1  find  1  have  myself  been  trilled  with  ; 
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that  false  information  regarding  De  Rohan's  movements  has 
been  "-iven  me  in  order  to  prevent  my  joining  him  at  Grenoble, 
as  he  wished ;  and  that  I  am  certain  my  sister  Isabel  has  been 
driven  to  give  her  hand  thus  suddenly  to  her  jiromised  hus- 
band bv  circumstances  of  which  we  arc  not  aware." 

"  More  good  sense  than  I  gave  him  credit  for,"  said  the 
Duchess,  musing. 

"  May  I  be  permitted,  madam,  to  see  the  note  which  has 
excited  your  admiration  ?"  inquired  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
>vith  a  quiet  sneer. 

"  Nay,  Monsieur  de  Masseran,"  answered  the  Duchess, 
"  it  was  not  written  for  the  public  benefit." 

"  And,  doubtless,"  continued  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  as 
the  young  gentleman  was  not  in  the  sweetest  of  moods,  it 
•was  not  ^vritten  for  my  private  benefit  either  ?" 

"  He  never  mentions  your  name,  my  lord,"  replied  the 
Duchess,  "nor  speaks  of  you  in  any  way. — But  here  comes 
my  good  lord  the  Chancellor :  the  King  will  not  be  long." 

Her  prediction  was  verified,  for  Bertrandi  had  scarcely 
entered  the  room  when  Henry  himself  appeared,  accompanied 
by  his  son,  aftenvards  Francis  the  Second,  and  followed  by  a 
page,  who  placed  himself  at  the  door  to  prevent  any  one 
from  entering  without  permission.  Every  one  present  drew 
back  as  the  King  appeared,  and  bowed  low ;  while,  with  a 
frowning  brow,  he  crossed  the  cabinet,  and  seated  himself  at 
a  small  table.  The  Dauphin  then  took  a  place  upon  his 
father's  right  hand,  and  the  Chancellor,  after  a  deprecatory 
bow  to  the  Duchess  of  Valentin ois,  advanced  to  the  King's 
left. 

"  I  grieve,  madam,"  said  Henry,  addressing  the  Mar- 
chioness de  Masseran  in  a  comleous  tone — "  I  grieve  to  sec 
you  apparently  so  much  altered  in  health.  It  would  seem 
that  the  air  of  Savoy — that  pure  fine  air — suits  not  your  con- 
stitution.    We  must  keep  you  more  with  us  in  Paris." 

"  I  have  been  suffering  some  anxiety  and  grief,  sire,"  re- 
plied the  lady,  while  the  eyes  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  were 
bent  keenly  and  fiercely  upon  her. 

"Most  sorry  am  T  to  hoar  it,"  replied  the  King.  "We 
bclievL-d  tliat,  in  ])rovi(ling  for  you  so  noble  and  higli  a 
husl)iind  as  the  J^ord  of  Masseran,  we  should  have  removed 
grief  and  anxiety  from  you  altogether.  We  trust  that  we 
have  not  been  deceived  in  this  noble  lord  ?"  continued  the 
King,  gazing  sternly  upon  the  Savoyard. 

"  \'oin-  majesty  lias,  I  believe,  been  mistaken  in  what  this 
dear  and  excellent  lady  said,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
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— "  I  discovered  no   charge  against  myself  in   lier  words. 
Was  there  any,  dear  lady  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,"  replied  the  lady,  quickly,  and  it  seemed  fearfully 
— "  none,  none — I  spoke  alone  of  the  grief  and  anxiety 
Avhicli,  as  you  know,  1  came  hither  to  lay  before  his  majesty, 
if  we  were  fortunate  enough  to  find  audience." 

"  Then  I  will  beg  you,  madam,"  said  the  King,  "  to  lay  it 
before  me  at  once,  and  fully,  confiding  in  me  entirely  as  you 
would  in  a  brother,  and  remembering  that,  whoever  be  the 
oflfender,  you  have  in  the  King  one  who  can  protect  as  well  as 
punish,  and  who  will  protect  wherever  he  sees  wi'ong  offered, 
or  evil  suffered." 

The  lady  gave  a  momentary  glance  at  her  husband,  as  if 
of  timid  inquiry.  It  was  like  a  child  saying  its  lesson  and 
looking  u]i  for  a  word  of  direction  or  encouragement.  "  I 
thank  your  majesty  much,"  she  said,  "  for  your  gracious 
promise,  and  I  come  to  you  with  full  confidence,  feeling  sure 
that  you  will  grant  me  redress  for  what  I  consider  a  great 
injury.  INIy  complaint  is  this,  tliat  a  gentleman  of  higli  rank 
and  station,  connected  with  some  of  the  highest  families  of 
this  realm,  a  distinguished  soldier  also,  and  one  who  has 
hitherto  borne  a  high  character,  has — while  pretending  to  be 
carrying  on  the  war  in  Piedmont,  and  commanding  certain 
bodies  of  your  majesty's  troops — has,  I  say,  clandestinely 
carried  away  my  daughter  Isabel  de  Brienne  dui'ing  the 
temijorary  absence  of  my  husband,  Monsieur  de  Masseran. 
He  had  even  induced  a  priest  to  perform  the  marriage  cere- 
mony between  him  and  her,  when  the  fortunate  return  of  my 
husband  at  the  very  moment,  enabled  him  to  seize  them  at 
the  altar.  I  say,  sire,  that  this  is  my  complaint,  and  for  this 
I  beg  redress ;  the  more  so,  indeed,  inasmuch  as  this  very 
gentleman  who  has  so  acted  was  well  aware  that  your  majesty 
had  expressed  youi-self  strongly  against  such  clandestine 
man-iages,  and  had  even  proposed  an  edict  declaring  them 
void  and  of  no  effect." 

"  Pray  who  is  this  gentleman  ?"  demanded  the  King,  in  a 
stern  tone.  "  By  your  showing,  madam,  he  has  acted  bitterly 
wrong,  and,  unless  some  extenuations  appear,  he  shall  be 
most  severely  punished ;  nor  shall  that  punishment  be  the 
less  on  accoimt  of  his  rank,  distinction,  and  services,  as  he 
could  neither  plead  ignorance,  inexperience,  nor  folly." 

The  features  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  relaxed  into  a  dark 
smile  ;  and  the  lady  replied,  "  His  name,  sire,  was  once  dear 
and  familiar  to  me  and  mine — it  is  Bernard,  Baron  de 
Rohan." 

k2 
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"  What !  our  good  friend  and  daring  captain  ?"  exclaimed 
the  King — "  this  is,  indeed,  too  bad  !  Monsieur  de  Rohan 
ought  to  have  known  that  he  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  apply 
to  ourself,  not  only  to  obtain  at  once  our  royal  permission, 
but  also  to  induce  us  to  use  every  argument  with  such  of  the 
lady's  family  as  might  be  opposed  to  his  wishes." 

"  Sire,"  re])lied  the  lady,  taking  advantage  of  a  pause  in 
the  King's  answer,  "this  gentleman  has  acted  ill  in  all 
respects.  He  neither  put  confidence  in  your  majesty  nor  in 
me :  he  never  even  applied  for  my  consent :  he  has  never 
seen  me  since  he  crossed  the  Alps." 

"  This  is  altogether  amiss,"  replied  the  King.  "  You  say 
they  are  separated,"  he  continvied,  in  a  musing  tone  :  "where 
is  the  young  lady  t     I  would  fain  see  and  speak  with  her." 

Such  communication  would  not  have  suited  the  piui^oses 
of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  even  had  it  been  possible  to  pro- 
duce Isabel  of  Brienne ;  and,  now,  having  seen  his  wife  make 
her  formal  complaint  exactly  as  he  could  have  wished,  he 
took  the  rest  of  the  business  out  of  her  hands,  fearful  lest  she 
might  make  some  rash  admissions.  "  Alas  !  sire,"  he  said, 
"  it  is  impossible  that  your  majesty's  commands  can  be  com- 
plied with  ;  not  only  is  the  lady  not  with  us  in  Paris,  but  she 
has  escaped  from  the  hands  of  those  into  whose  charge  I 
gave  her.  Where  she  is,  and  what  doing, we  know  not;  and 
it  is  under  these  circumstances  that  we  come  to  your  majesty, 
not  so  much  for  redress  as  for  aid." 

"  This  complicates  the  matter,  indeed,"  said  Henry :  "  have 
you  then  reason  to  suppose  that  she  has  rejoined  him  ?" 

"  No,  sire,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  not  so  at  all ; 
for  I  ventured  to  take  a  step  which — although,  of  course,  on 
my  own  territories  I  am  free  and  independent,  as  lord  and 
sovereign — I  would  not  have  done,  had  I  not  been  aware 
that  your  majesty  is  as  just  as  you  are  powerful.  1  found 
one  f>f  your  majesty's  subjects  upon  my  territories  connnitting 
an  unlawful  act,  for  which  I  wovdd  have  punished  any  of  my 
own  vassals  with  death,  and  I  ventured " 

"  You  did  not  kill  him  .?"  exclaimed  the  King,  starting. 

"  Oh  no,  sire,  no,"  replied  the  Savoyard  —  "I  never 
dreamed  of  such  a  thing.  I  ventured  to  arrest  and  imprison 
him,  in  order  to  ])revent  the  evil  being  carried  farther  ;  and, 
liavin;^  done  so,  I  instantly  set  out  to  cast  myself  at  your 
uiiijesty's  feet,  to  inform  you  exactly  how  I  had  acted,  to  beg 
your  forgiveness  for  li.iviug  ventured  to  imjmson  one  of  your 
suljjects,  iuid  to  jilace  the  decision  of  his  fate  entirely  in  the 
hands  of  your  uiiijesty." 

"  '^du  have  acted  well  and  wisely,"  replied  the  King,  "  and, 
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such  being  the  case,  you  shall  not  only  have  aid  but  redress. 
The  edict  which  renders  such  clandestine  marriages  null  and 
void  shall  be  signed  this  instant,  and  shall  be  registered  by 
our  parliament  to-morrow. — My  lord  the  Cardinal,  we  trust 
that  you  come  as  well  prepared  this  afternoon  as  you  were 
this  morning.     Have  you  the  edict  with  you  now  ?" 

"  T  have  not,  your  majesty,"  replied  Bertrandi ;  "  but  it  is 
in  your  majesty's  cabinet." 

"  Let  it  be  brought  instantly,"  said  the  King.  "  This  new 
example  of  the  fault  which  it  is  destined  to  amend,  not  only 
fully  justifies  the  act,  but  also  peremptorily  requires  that 
clause  which  remedies  the  evil  just  committed.  Nor  shall 
this  be  the  only  punishment  which  shall  fall  upon  the  head 
of  him  who  has  so  far  neglected  what  was  due  to  himself  and 
to  us.  He  must  be  summoned  to  Paris  immediately ;  and, 
in  the  meantime,  means  must  be  taken  to  bring  this  refrac- 
tory girl  also  to  our  court. — Be  quick,  good  Cai'dinal ;  for  we 
must  not  be  long  absent  from  the  hall." 

The  Dauphin  listened  to  his  father  in  silence,  and  with  an 
air  of  deep  reverence.  "  I  trust,  sire,"  he  said,  at  length,  as 
soon  as  he  perceived  that  the  King,  having  given  his  orders, 
was  tui-ning  once  more  to  address  the  Marquis  of  Masseran — 
"  I  trust  that  there  are  some  circumstances  in  the  case  of 
Monsiem-  de  Rohan  which  may  mitigate  your  majesty's 
anger  when  known.  It  seems  to  me  that  Monsieur  de  Mas- 
seran has  not  been  completely  explicit  on  one  or  two  subjects: 
may  I  presume  to  ask  him  a  few  questions  in  your  majesty's 
presence  ?" 

"  Certainly,  Francis,"  replied  the  King.  "  It  gives  me 
always  pleasui-e  to  see  you  exercise  your  judgment  and 
powers  of  mind  on  subjects  of  importance." 

The  young  Prince  bowxd  with  an  ingenuous  blush,  while 
the  MtU'quis  of  Masseran  turned  a  shade  paler  than  usual, 
and  bent  down  his  eyes  upon  the  ground  before  the  boy  of 
sixteen,  who  now  advanced  a  step  to  question  him.  "  You 
tell  us.  Monsieur  le  Marquis,"  he  said,  "  that  the  Baron  de 
Rohan  did  not  even  apply  for  the  consent  of  your  fair  lady : 
may  I  ask  if  he  ever  presented  himself  at  your  palace,  or 
chateau,  or  whatever  it  may  be,  for  the  purj^ose  of  so  doing  r" 

"  It  was  the  Marchioness  who  said  so — not  I,"  rei)lied  the 
Lord  of  Masseran  :  "  I  was  absent  at  the  time." 

"  At  what  time  ? "  demanded  the  Prince,  sharply  ;  and, 
seeing  the  Savoyard  hesitate,  he  added,  "  Did  or  did  not 
Monsieur  de  Rohan  come  to  your  gates  ?  and  was  he,  or  was 
he  not,  refused  admission  ? " 

"  I  believe  he  did,"  said  the  Marquis  of  Masseran — "  I 
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believe   he   did  present  himself  at  the  gates  when  I   was 

absent." 

"  He  himself  believed  that  you  were  not  absent,"  replied 
the  voutli,  with  royal  sternness,  while  the  King  felt  no  little 
surprise  to  find  that  his  son  had  so  intimate  a  knowledge  of 
the  facts  in  question,  and  the  Marquis  of  Masseran,  still 
more  surjjrised,  concealed  his  astonishment  less  skilfidly 
than  the  monarch.  "  On  my  word,  your  highness,"  he  said 
— "  on  my  life,  I  was  absent." 

"  But  yet,  Monsieur  de  Masseran,"  continued  the  Prince, 
"  you  were  perfectly  well  aware  that  Monsieur  de  Rohan 
presented  himself  at  your  gates,  demanding  to  speak  with 
yourself,  in  the  first  place,  and  then,  in  your  absence,  with 
this  fair  lady  your  wife,  who  certainly  was  within  the  chateau ; 
and  yet  you  suffered  her — unconsciously  upon  her  part,  no 
doubt — to  lead  his  majesty  to  believe  that  her  approbation 
had  not  been  sought  and  was  utterly  contemned.  This  was 
not  right,  sir  ;  for  it  was  misleading  the  King." 

"  You  speak  w  ell  and  wisely,  Francis,"  said  his  father : 
"  go  on,  my  dear  boy,  go  on,  if  you  have  anything  more  to 
ask." 

"  One  or  two  things  more,  may  it  please  your  majesty,"  he 
replied,  with  a  look  of  pride  in  his  father's  approbation,  but 
keeping  his  eyes  still  fixed  upon  the  Lord  of  Masseran. 
"  ]My  next  question  is,  as  the  young  lady  has  a  brother  who 
is  her  next  male  relation,  did  he  or  did  he  not  give  his  con- 
sent to  the  marriage  of  ^Monsieur  de  Rohan  with  his  sister  .?" 

"  In  regard  to  that,  sir,  I  can  say  nothing,"  replied  the 
Lord  of  Masseran.  "  Monsieur  de  Brienne,  your  highness, 
is  not  under  my  charge  and  guidance.  All  I  have  to  say  is, 
his  mother  most  positively  refused  her  consent." 

"  It  might  be  more  sti'aightfoi-ward,  sir,"  rcislied  the  Prince, 
"  to  say  whether,  to  your  knowledge,  Monsieur  de  Brienne 
consi-ntod  or  not." 

"  I  think,  monseigncur,"  said  Diana  of  Poitiers,  taking  a 
step  forward — "  I  think  I  may  reply  fully  to  your  question, 
which  Monsieur  de  Masseran  seems  not  inclined  to  do. 
Ilenry  de  Ihiemu.'  always  has  apjiroved  of  his  sister's  mar- 
riage to  Bernard  de  Rohan,  and  Monsieur  and  Madame  de 
Masseran  are  amply  aware  of  the  lact." 

"  I  do  not  deny  it,"  said  JNIadame  de  Masseran,  shai-ply. 
"  lie  is  a  headstrong  and  unruly  boy." 

"One  question  more,"  said  the  Prince,  "and  I  have  done. 
Is  not  Bernard  dv  Rohan  justified,  to  a  certain  degree,  in 
tliat  wliich  Ik;  lias  done,  by  a  written  promise  of  Mademoiselle 
de  Brienne's  hand,  given  to  him  by  her  own  father  shortly 
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before  the  good  Count's  death  ?     I  ask  you,  madam,  is  this 
not  the  case  ? " 

"  It  is  the  case  that  he  has  such  a  promise,"  replied  Madame 
de  Masseran,  in  the  same  shrewish  tone,  "  but  not  that  he  is 
justified  by  it,  yoiu-  highness.  That  promise  never  had  either 
my  consent  or  approbation  ;  though  the  hite  Monsieur  de 
Brienne,  wlio  was  his  guardian  and  brought  him  up,  was 
foolishly  fond  of  this  boy,  and  thought  that  he  was  everything 
great  and  noble,  I  had  always  different  views  for  my 
daughter,  and  never  either  directly  or  indirectly  counte- 
nanced that  promise." 

"  I  am  in  no  way  interested  in  this  business,  sire,"  said  the 
Dauphin,  tiuniing  towards  his  father,  "  not  being  personally 
acquainted  in  the  slightest  degree  with  Monsieur  de  Rohan ; 
but  I  thought  it  necessary  to  ask  these  few  questions  in  your 
majesty's  presence,  in  consequence  of  information  I  had  re- 
ceived in  a  somewhat  circuitous  manner.  Having  thus  far 
elicited  the  truth,  which  was  at  first  evidently  concealed  from 
you,  your  majesty's  wisdom  must  decide  the  rest " 

"  This  is  the  edict,  sire,"  said  the  Cardinal  Bertrandi,  re- 
entering the  chamber :  "  it  wants  but  your  royal  signature 
and  the  great  seal.  May  I  offer  you  the  pen .?"  And,  thus 
saying,  he  spread  the  parchment  on  the  table  before  the 
King. 

Henry  took  the  pen,  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  turned 
his  eyes  upon  the  Duchess  of  Valentinois.  She  looked  down 
upon  the  ground,  however,  and  uttered  not  a  word.  The 
King  dipped  the  pen  m  the  ink,  and  wrote  his  name  at  the 
bottom  of  the  edict.  The  Chancellor  countersigned  it,  and 
raised  it  from  the  table. 

"  Now,  Diana,"  said  Henry,  in  a  low  voice,  turning  to  the 
Duchess,  "  what  think  you  ? " 

"  That  your  majesty  has  done  perfectly  right,"  replied  the 
lady,  in  the  same  low  tone.  "  Not  that  this  poor  Bernard  de 
Roiian,  it  would  appear-,  is  really  to  blame." 

"  I  do  not  know,"  replied  the  King — "  I  do  not  know ;  but 
we  shall  soon  see.  The  question  must  be  inquii-ed  into,"  he 
added,  in  a  louder  voice.  "  I  will  hear  all  parties,  and  then 
decide.  For  the  present,  the  marriage  is  annidled.  Mon- 
sieur de  Masseran,  hasten  back  to  Savoy,  and  instantly  set 
the  Baron  de  Rohan  at  liberty.  Let  some  one  proceed  im- 
mediately— her  brother  will  be  the  best,  the  fittest,  the  only 
fit  person — let  him  immediately  proceed  to  seek  for  Made- 
moiselle de  Brienne,  and  bring  her  to  Paris  without  loss  of 
time.  You,  Monsieur  de  Masseran,  will  command  De  Rohan, 
in  our  name,  to  present  himself  in  the  capital  within  fourteen 
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days  from  the  date  of  his  liberation  by  yom-  hand.  You  will 
do  well  also  to  come  hither  yourself  as  speedily  as  may  be ; 
for  our  good  friend  Brissac,  who  is  somewhat  of  a  sanguinary 
person  to  deal  with,  has  conceived  an  objection  to  the  fre- 
quent passing  of  couriers  through  your  part  of  the  country. 
It  were  well  to  keep  out  of  Brissac's  way. — My  good  lord 
Cardinal,  see  that  all  things  requisite  be  done,  and  also  that 
the  edict  be  duly  registered  in  the  parliament  to-morrow. 
Come,  Francis,  come.  We  shall  have  all  the  world  marvel- 
ling at  our  absence." 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

What  would  life  be  without  its  varieties } 

I  forget  v.here  I  have  met  with  it — whether  in  tlie  works 
of  Kant  and  his  disciples,  or  in  the  thoughts  and  imagi- 
nations attributed  to  Zoroaster,  or  in  some  of  the  lucu- 
brations of  Plato,  or  in  the  fragments  of  Epicurus,  whose 
doul)tfid  philosophy  has  left  the  world  at  war  as  to  his  ten- 
dency towards  good  or  evil,  virtue  or  vice :  certainly  it  was 
not  in  Pyrrho,  who  had  nothing  good  in  him,  or  in  Confucius, 
the  great  teacher  of  the  tea-growing  nation — I  forget  where 
I  have  met  with  it ;  but  amongst  the  many  speculations,  wise 
and  foolish,  learned  and  ignorant,  fanciful  and  earthly,  with 
which  we  children  of  the  lower  sphere  fr'om  time  to  time 
have  amused  ourselves,  sometimes  reverently,  sometimes  im- 
piously, sometimes  with  humility,  sometimes  audaciously, 
there  is  to  be  found  a  theory— perhaps  it  merely  deserves  the 
name  of  an  hypothesis  —  which  attributes  to  the  Deity, 
almost  as  an  attribute,  but,  at  all  events,  as  a  necessity,  the 
endless  variety  of  creations,  and  a  satisfaction,  if  we  may  use 
the  term,  in  viewing  the  infinite  multiplicity  of  his  own 
works. 

Without  i)resuming,  how^ever,  to  raise  our  eyes  to  scan 
things  that  are  hidden  fr-om  us,  or  to  reason  upon  any  at- 
tributes of  God,  excei)t  such  has  he  as  deigned  to  reveal  to 
us — without  daring  to  lay  down  limits  to  infinity,  or,  like  the 
stupid  idolaters  of  ancient  times,  the  Greek  and  Roman  in- 
ventors of  the  most  barbarous  worship  that  ever  ])erhaps  was 
devised,  who  after  uiiiking  to  themselves  gods,  and  clothing 
those  gods  with  all  the  most  infamous  of  human  passions, 
ended  l>y  enchaining  their  very  deities  themselves,  under  the 
law  of  a  necessity  which  boiuid  all  things,  and  left  godhead 
as  imi)otent   as    huui.niity— without  such  audacity  or  such 
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foolishness,  we  may  well  look  round  u]ion  the  universe  ex- 
])()S('cI  to  our  eyes,  and,  seeing  that  God  lias  been  pleased  to 
render  his  creations  inlinite,  we  may  at  least  feel  certain  that 
the  varieties  which  he  has  displayed  are  in  themselves  excel- 
lent and  beautiful,  each  deriving  pro])riety  from  the  other,  and 
all  forming  a  grand  sclienie  in  which  the  diversity  of  the  parts 
is  only  one  admirable  feature.  Our  own  eyes  and  our  own 
senses,  our  own  hearts  and  our  own  feelings,  convince  us  of  it 
every  moment ;  and  from  the  glorious  mountain  to  the  minute 
blade  of  grass  which  grows  by  its  side,  from  the  boundless 
ocean  to  the  small  bright  glistening  ch'op  that  it  dashes  in 
spray  upon  the  rocks  that  bound  it,  every  variety  contributes 
visibly  to  our  delight  and  to  the  beauty  of  the  wonderful 
-scene  in  which  we  dwell. 

Variety,  then,  forms  a  part  of  enjoyment;  but  let  it  not  be 
supposed  that  the  admission  of  this  fact — derived,  as  we  derive 
it,  fi'om  the  works  of  God  himself — can  ever  have  a  tendency 
to  produce  evil,  to  generate  the  licentious  desire  of  multi])ly- 
ing  and  changing  pleasures,  or  to  create  the  fickle  and  iiut- 
tering  inconstancy  which  ranges  dissatisfied  from  object  to 
object.  In  the  works  of  God,  though  the  varieties  be  infi- 
nite, and  the  contrasts  sometimes  immense,  there  is  still  a 
general  and  beautiful  harmony,  a  fine  and  exact  adaptation 
of  every  part  to  the  other.  Each  change  and  each  variation 
has  its  end  and  object,  each  step  has  its  purpose,  and  each 
contrast  ends  in  some  grand  result. 

By  the  same  rules,  however,  must  the  search  for  variety  be 
guided,  as  the  condition  of  producing  happiness.  Means  of 
varying  our  pleasures,  almost  to  infinity,  have  been  given  to 
us  by  the  Almighty,  within  the  limits  which  he  has  himself 
assigned  to  us.  The  enjoyment  of  his  own  works,  the  con- 
templation of  his  goodness,  the  love  of  his  will,  the  devotion 
to  his  service,  were  alone  sufficient,  were  man  rightly  wise, 
to  afford  more  varied  exercise  to  the  human  mind  than  w  ould 
fill  many  a  long  life,  even  if  the  Almighty  had  not  loaded 
our  pathway  with  ojijiortunities  of  a  thousand  other  gratifi- 
cations, innocent  in  themselves,  and  endless  in  their  com- 
binations. In  fact,  the  variety  which  we  seek  in  our  way 
through  life  must  be  framed,  not  partially,  but  entirely,  upon 
the  model  of  that  which  we  see  in  creation.  Each  new  en- 
deavour, each  alteration  of  pursuit,  must  have  its  high  object, 
and  in  itself  be  good ;  and,  as  we  and  our  existence  are  but 
parts  of  a  great  system,  so  must  each  change  be  part  of  the 
great  system  of  our  life. 

In  an  humbler  and  in   a  lesser  way,  he  who  sits  down  to 
tell  a  tale — intended  not  alone  to  while  away  an  idle   hour 
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for  liiuisclf  or  for  otlicrs,  but  also  to  do  some  good  while  it 
amuses — may  well  iiulul.no  in  following  every  work  of  nature, 
and  every  page  in  the  book  of  human  life,  and  change  the 
scene  continually,  varying  the  characters,  the  personages, 
the  events  which  he  depicts ;  but  he  must  also  bear  in  mind 
that  each  is  part  of  one  general  scheme,  each  tends  to  one 
jiarticular  and  distinct  object. 

P'roui  the  court  of  France  and  the  gay  scenes  of  the  capital 
we  must  once  more  travel  back  to  the  rugged  mountain  passes 
amongst  which  our  tale  began,  and  to  those  in  whose  fate,  to 
say  sooth,  we  are  the  most  interested.  Although  we  arc  our- 
selves somewhat  anxious  to  discover  what  has  become  of  the 
fiiir  Isabel  of  Brienne — how  her  escape  has  been  effected — 
where  she  is  now  wandering — how  she  is  guided,  guarded, 
and  protected — we  must,  nevertheless — though  we  suspect 
that  her  path  was  dangerous,  thorny,  and  soiTowful — return 
to  Bernard  de  Rohan,  and  leave  him  no  longer  upon  the  side 
of  the  mountain. 

The  young  cavalier  rode  on,  accompanied  by  Corse  de 
Leon,  with  as  mtich  speed  as  the  rough  and  tortuous  nature 
of  the  road  would  admit.  The  men  who  had  brought  the 
horses  followed  quickly  after  ;  and,  in  about  twenty  minutes, 
they  reached  that  spot  in  the  valley  where  the  two  roads  di- 
vided, which  we  have  already  mentioned  more  than  once. 
Here  Corse  de  Leon  was  about  to  proceed  at  the  same  pace 
uj)  the  shorter  road,  leaving  upon  the  left  hand  that  by  which, 
u])on  a  former  night,  he  had  brought  back  Isabel  de  Brienne 
to  the  castle  of  Masseran.  One  of  his  followers,  however, 
instantly  shouted  to  him :  "  Ho  !  signior,  ho  !  you  cannot 
go  by  that  road  except  on  foot.  It  was  that  which  kept  us 
so  long.  The  stream  is  swelled,  and  the  bridge  is  gone 
again,  and  we  were  obliged  to  come  round  the  other  way." 

"  The  .stream  swelled  !"  said  Corse  de  Leon,  in  a  thought- 
ful tone.  "  There  must  be  something  going  on  farther  up  in 
the  mountains.  The  snows  must  be  melting,  or  some  glacier 
breaking  up !  However,  let  us  go  on  by  this  other  road. 
One  of  you  remain  here,  and  see  if  we  are  followed,"  he  con- 
tinued, turning  to  the  men  behind  him  ;  "  let  the  other  go 
down  to  the  cross,  and  tell  Pinchesne  and  the  rest  to  come 
over  the  hill.  Let  them  leave  one  or  two  in  the  valley,  in 
case  they  shotdd  be  wanted.  Now,  let  us  on  !"  and  he  rode 
forward  more  slowly  than  before,  though  the  left-hand  road 
which  he  j)ur;>ued  was  the  longer  of  the  two.  He  seemed, 
however,  in  one  of  those  moody  fits  during  which  bitter  me- 
mories continuidly  mingled  with  a  natural  current  of  powerful 
abstract  thoughts,  changing  their  character  from  the  calm 
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reasonings  of  a  man  of  acute  and  high-toned  mind  and  intel- 
ligence^, to  morose  and  iiiis:intlir()))ical  ])()ii(l(rings,  wherein 
all  the  inniges  were  gloomy  and  harsh.  At  such  limes  his 
Avhole  conduct  and  demeanour  varied  according  to  the  mood 
of  the  moment :  even  his  corporal  gestures,  the  quickness  or 
slowness  of  his  ])ace,  as  "well  as  his  look  and  his  tone  of 
voice,  were  all  afl'ected  by  what  was  passing  in  his  mind. 
When  on  his  guard,  indeed,  no  one  was  more  deliberate, 
thoughtful,  and  measured,  in  every  look,  word,  and  gesture  ; 
but  that  was  a  matter  of  habit  and  acquired  self-connnand. 
By  nature,  he  was  one  of  those  whose  whole  corporal  frame 
is,  as  it  were  unconsciously,  the  quick  and  ready  slave  of  the 
spirit. 

A  change  had  come  over  him  since  they  had  mounted  their 
horses,  and  such  was  in  reality  the  secret  of  his  riding  more 
slowly.  He  might  be  actuated,  indeed,  in  some  degree,  by 
consideration  for  the  animal  on  wdiich  he  was  mounted ;  for 
the  way,  as  we  have  before  said,  was  nearly  two  leagues 
longer,  and  the  night  was  excessively  hot  and  oppressive,  so 
that  the  white  foam  was  already  about  the  horse's  neck  and 
bridle.  The  sky  was  clear  of  all  clouds,  however,  and  the 
stars  were  shining  bright,  though  they  seemed  smaller  and 
farther  off  than  usual.  As  they  turned,  the  distant  pointed 
summit  of  an  icy  mountain  was  seen  towering  over  one  of 
the  passes,  white  and  glittering  in  the  starlight,  while,  around 
it,  without  any  visible  clouds,  there  played  occasionally  bright 
coruscations  as  of  faint  summer  lightning.  For  some  way 
Corse  de  Leon  did  not  speak ;  but,  at  length,  he  said,  putting 
his  hand  to  his  brow,  "  Were  there  any  clouds  in  the  sky,  I 
should  think  there  would  be  a  storm  to-night.  It  seldom 
happens  that  the  elements,  as  is  the  case  with  human  life, 
give  us  storms  without  clouds.  We  have  generally  some 
warning  of  the  tempest." 

"  There  is  a  moaning  sound  in  the  hills,"  said  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  "  and  yet  I  feel  no  wind.  But  do  you  not  think," 
he  continued,  reverting  to  what  his  companion  had  said — 
*'  do  you  not  think  that  it  generally  happens  in  human  life 
we  have  some  forewarning  of  the  storms  that  befall  us  ?" 

"  Not  from  external  things,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon — "  not 
from  external  things.  Often,  often  without  the  slightest  cause 
to  fear  a  change,  suddenly  a  thousand  adverse  circumstances 
combine  to  overwhelm  us.  It  is  true,  indeed — it  is  true,  that 
there  may  be  other  indications  of  a  different  kind." 

"  Ay,"  answered  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  that  is  what  I  mean. 
Do  you  not  think  that  when  we  have  no  external  omens  of 
what  is  coming — when  no  cloud  blackens  the  sky,  when  no 
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red  sun  announces  the  tempest  of  the  following  day — do  you 
not  think  that  even  then,  within  us,  there  may  be  a  warning- 
voice  wliich  tells  us  of  the  storm  that  we  see  not,  and  bids 
us  seek  some  shelter  from  its  fury  ?" 

'•  Like  that  low  murmuring  that  we  hear  even  now,"  said 
Corse  de  Leon. 

"  I  remember,"  continued  Bernard  de  Rohan,  without 
marking  his  words  particularly,  "  that,  not  many  days  ago, 
as  I  was  crossing  the  mountains  to  come  hither,  a  fit  of 
gloom  fell  upon  me  :  I  knew  not  why ;  for  all  was  bright 
and  cheerful  in  the  prospect  before  me.  I  could  not  shake 
it  off  for  some  time ;  and  in  vain  I  tried  to  scoff"  at  my  own 
feelin";s.  They  would  have  way:  I  felt  as  if  some  misfor- 
tunes  were  about  to  befall  me  ;  and,  though  not  one  of  all 
the  things  which  have  since  occurred  could  by  any  chance 
have  been  divined  at  the  time,  yet  you  see  that  misfortunes 
did  assail  me  even  within  a  few  days." 

"  Do  you  call  these  misfortunes  ?"  demanded  Corse  de 
Leon.  "  You  are  younger  in  heart  than  I  even  thought  you 
were.  But  what  you  say  is  worthy  of  memory ;  if  what  you 
felt  were  really  a  presentiment  of  coming  evils,  take  my  word 
for  it  they  are  scarcely  yet  begun  : — you  will  want  watching 
and  assistance,"  he  added,  thoughtfully ;  "  you  will  need  aid 
and  help  widi  a  strong  hand — I  have  not  forgotten  my  pro- 
mise, and  I  will  keep  it.  But  quick,  let  us  ride  on  !  Our 
horses  feel  that  there  is  something  coming,  and  I  would  fain 
reach  Gandelot's  inn  before  it  comes." 

"  I  should  suppose,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  that  it 
offers  very  inefficient  shelter.  It  is  built  so  completely  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain,  that  I  wonder  the  snows  in  winter  do 
not  overwhelm  it." 

"  It  has  twice  been  crushed  under  an  avalanche,"  replied 
hi«  companion,  "  and  they  still  build  it  up  again  on  the  same 
s]K)t ;  but  what  the  house  has  to  fear  is  as  much  the  water  as 
the  snow  ;  and  it  is  because  it  is  no  good  place  of  shelter 
that  I  would  fain  be  there." 

Bernard  do  Rohan  understood  him  in  a  moment;  and  the 
thouglit  of  Isabel  de  Bricnne  was  quite  sufficient  to  make 
him  sjiur  on  eagerly.  About  half  a  league  farther,  the  road 
tiu'ned  a  ])r()iection  of  the  mountain;  and,  sliortly  after  tliey 
had  passed  the  angle  of  the  rock,  the  spray  of  a  cataract 
daslicd  ill  their  faces,  while  an  immense  volume  of  water 
ruslicd  fiuioiisly  down  from  a  spot  some  hundred  yards  above 
them,  h)oking  in  that  dim  hour  like  some  vast  giant  robed  in 
wliitc  iiml  leaning  against  the  moimtain.  The  torrent  itself 
gushed  across  tlie  road,  and  Bernard  de  Rohan  turned  his 
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eyes  upon  his  companion,  not  recollecting  such  an  obstruc- 
tion in  their  way. 

"  Some  four  or  five  hours  ago,"  said  Corse  de  Leon,  "  when 
I  passed  by  that  sjiot,  there  was  scarcely  water  enough  to 
quench  the  thirst  of  a  w'olf,  and  now  it  is  a  torrent.  There 
is  some  great  commotion  above  there. — But  perhaps  it  is  all 
past,  and  these  may  be  the  results.  We  nuist  try  and  force 
oiu-  horses  through,  however:  keep  as  close  to  the  face  of 
the  rock  as  possible." 

So  saying,  he  spurred  on ;  but  it  was  with  the  greatest 
difficulty  that  either  he  or  his  companion  compelled  their 
horses  to  make  the  attempt  to  pass  the  torrent.  The  ])at- 
tering  of  the  spray,  and  the  roaring  of  the  stream,  terrified 
and  bewildered  them  ;  and  when,  at  length,  urged  forward, 
])artly  by  chiding,  partly  by  gentleness,  they  did  dash  on,  the 
animals  bore  their  riders  through  the  midst  of  the  current 
where  the  ground  was  rough  and  insecure.  Twice  the 
charger  which  bore  Bernard  de  Rohan  stumbled,  and  nearly 
fell ;  and  twice,  though  drenched  with  the  pouring  of  the 
water  on  his  head,  and  gasping  for  breath  under  the  rushing 
weight  upon  him,  he  aided  the  horse  up  with  heel  and  hand 
till  he  reached  the  other  side,  and  stood  on  firm  ground. 

Well  nigh  stunned  and  bewildered,  he  turned  to  look  for 
Corse  de  Leon.  The  Brigand  was  standing  beside  him,  dis- 
mounted from  the  horse,  and  holding  the  animal  by  the  rein 
with  one  hand,  while  he  raised  the  other  towards  the  sky 
with  a  look  of  eager,  yet  solemn  attention.  The  next  instant 
he  grasped  the  young  cavalier's  hand,  exclaiming — "  Stir  not 
a  step  !  it  is  coming,  it  is  coming  ! — Now,  as  ever,  we  stand 
in  God's  good  will  to  live  or  die ;  but  death  is  very  near  us." 

At  the  same  moment,  there  came  a  roar  as  of  distant  can- 
non :  many  shot  off  at  once  ;  then  a  munliuring  pause  ;  then 
a  roar  again  ;  and,  as  it  came  on,  the  deafening  sound  of  the 
thunder  itself  would  have  been  as  nothing  to  the  terrific 
rushing  noise  that  echoed  through  the  hollow  valleys.  It 
seemed  as  if  a  thousand  sounds  were  mingled ;  for  the  howl- 
ing of  the  wind  still  continued,  as  if  imitating  the  screams 
and  wailing  of  people  in  i)ain ;  while  the  crash  of  rocks  fall- 
ing upon  rocks,  and  of  the  stout  trees  of  the  forest  rent  into 
shivers,  and  of  rolling  masses  of  earth  and  snow,  crags  and 
cliffs,  with  one  half  the  mountain  itself,  was  alone  over- 
powering by  the  very  sound  that  beat  upon  the  ear,  even  had 
it  not  been  accompanied  by  an  aAvful  pressure  of  the  air 
which  took  away  the  breath,  and  a  sense  of  coming  annihila- 
tion which  seemed  to  check  the  beating  of  the  heart  even 
before  death  had  stilled  it  with  his  icy  hand. 
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There  was  time  for  but  one  short  prayer  to  Him  on  high, 
and  one  thought  of  her  he  loved,  before  the  crumbling  ruin 
came  down  into  the  valley,  sweeping  close  past  the  very 
place  where  Bernard  de  Rohan  stood.  Rocks  and  stones 
rushed  on  before  it,  and  one  immense  mass  struck  his  horse 
on  the  knees  and  chest,  threw  him  backwards  on  his  haunches, 
and  beast  and  rider  rolled  over  the  edge  into  the  stream. 
For  an  instant  he  lost  his  consciousness ;  and  then,  Avaking 
to  life,  found  himself  in  the  valley  below,  dashed  by  the  tor- 
rent against  the  rocky  banks. 

He  had  been  thrown  free,  however,  from  the  horse,  and, 
though  to  swim  was  impossible,  from  the  crags,  the  trees, 
the  projecting  stones,  and  the  fierce  struggling  of  the  torrent, 
yet  he  contrived  to  grasp  a  rugged  branch  that  hung  over  the 
water,  swung  himself  to  the  bank,  and  sprang  upon  the  land. 
It  was  all  impulse  ;  for  he  hardly  knew  how  he  found  the 
bough  or  reached  the  firm  ground.  Even  when  there,  he 
was  fain  to  cast  himself  down,  and  press  his  hands  upon  his 
forehead,  for  everything  swam  round  with  him :  the  earth 
seemed  to  shake  beneath  his  feet ;  and  the  roar  of  falling 
rocks  and  crags  still  mingled  with  the  loud  voice  of  the  tur- 
bulent waters  from  which  he  had  just  escaped.  The  mightier 
sound,  however,  had  passed  away,  that  awful  rushing  noise, 
unlike  anything  else  on  earth;  and  gradually  the  others 
ceased  also,  till  at  length  nothing  was  heard  but  the  flowing 
of  the  river,  as  it  foamed  and  sti'uggled  with  the  obstacles  in 
its  course. 

When  Bernard  de  Rohan  could  rise  and  look  round  him, 
ovorytliing  was  dark,  exce])t  Avhere  in  the  sky  appeared  the 
twinkling  myriads  of  the  night,  beginning,  he  fancied,  to  look 
jiale  at  tlie  approach  of  morning.  He  listened  in  the  hopes 
of  hearing  some  voice  ;  but,  if  there  was  any,  it  was  drowned 
in  the  noise  of  the  waters. 

With  a  thousand  painful  apprehensions  in  liis  licart — with 
no  way  of  relieving  liis  anxiety,  with  nothing  left  but  to  wait 
for  the  return  of  daylight — he  cast  himself  do\vn  again,  after 
having  called  once  or  twice  aloud  upon  Corse  de  Leon,  with- 
out receiving  any  answer.  He  could  not  distinguish  whither 
he  had  been  borne.  He  could  see  some  large  trees  still 
standing  near  him,  and  some  enormous  black  masses  of  rock 
lifting  their  heads  around.  The  shadow  of  the  giant  moun- 
t;iin  rose  up,  too,  before  him;  but  its  form  seemed  changed, 
and  he  gu/.cd  as  if  to  ascertain  in  what  features  it  was 
altered. 

(iradiially  tin-  siiumiil  of  th(>  hill,  warmed  into  a  dusky 
Itrown,  cimght  soiiw.'  of  the  rays  of  the  rising  sun,  and — while 
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every  moment  it  assumed  a  brighter  hue,  till  it  crowned  itself, 
and  decorated  the  mists  which  sunounded  it,  with  j^'old — ;i 
sober  twilight  crept  into  the  valley  ;  and  Jiernard  dc  iloliini 
found  himself  standing  in  the  grey  morning  with  a  world  of 
ruin  and  desolation  around  him,  without  a  trace  of  road  or 
human  habitation,  and  with  the  narrow  pass  along  which  his 
way  had  been  bent,  completely  blocked  up  by  the  huge 
masses  of  the  fallen  mountain. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

With  that  strange  dizzy  sensation  which  we  feel  when  awak- 
ing Irom  the  first  stuiniing  effects  of  any  great  catastrophe, 
Bernard  de  Rohan  continued  to  gaze  around  him  for  some 
minutes,  as  the  morning  rose  brighter  and  brighter  u})on  the 
wild  scene  of  destruction  in  the  midst  of  which  he  stood. 
lie  was  himself  uuieh  bruised  and  injured:  blood  was  upon 
various  parts  of  his  garments;  his  strong  muscular  arm 
would  scarcely  support  him  as  he  leaned  against  the  rock, 
and  his  brain  still  reeled  giddily  from  time  to  time  with  the 
fall  and  the  blows  he  had  received:  but  his  own  cor})oral 
pain  engaged  less  of  his  attention  than  the  terrible  picture 
w^hich  the  rising  light  displayed.  Everywhere  appeared  ves- 
tiges of  the  desolating  phenomenon  of  the  preceding  night. 
The  order  of  all  things  around  him,  and  especially  to  the 
north-east,  seemed  to  have  been  entirely  broken  up  and 
changed.  The  granite  rocks,  from  the  higher  summits  of  the 
mountain,  Avere  now  piled  up  in  immense  masses  below, 
mingled  with  vast  tracts  of  the  most  dissimilar  substances, 
slate  and  sand-stone  and  common  vegetable  earth,  with  here 
and  there  a  thick  layer  of  snow  protiiiding  through  the 
chasms,  marked  in  long  streaks  by  the  various  kinds  of  earth 
over  which  it  had  passed.  Shivered  fir-trees,  and  immense 
fragments  of  oak,  with  their  green  foliage  still  waving  in  the 
air,  stuck  out  here  and  there  in  scattered  disarray  from  the 
tumbled  chaos  of  rock,  and  sand,  and  earth  ;  and  the  frag- 
ments of  a  cottage  roof  which  lay  reversed  high  uj)  the  side 
of  the  mountainous  pile  that  now  blocked  up  the  valley, 
showed  that  the  sweeping  destruction  had,  at  all  events, 
reached  one  of  the  homes  of  earth's  children. 

Such  was  the  scene  towards  the  north-east;  but  it  was 
evident  that  the  fallen  masses  had  not  yet  firmly  fixi'd  tlieiii- 
selves  in  the   position  which  (hey  were  pntbably  to  bear  Un- 
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ages  afterwards.  From  time  to  time  a  rock  rolled  over,  but 
slowly,  sometimes  making  its  way  down  into  the  valley  with 
increasing  speed,  sometimes  pausing  and  fixing  itself  in  a 
new  bed,  part  of  the  way  down.  None  of  these,  however,  in 
their  descent,  reached  the  spot  where  Bernard  de  Rohan 
stood,  for  he  was  at  least  three  hundred  yards  from  the  base 
of  the  mountain  which  had  thus  been  produced  during  the 
nisht.  As  it  came  down,  indeed,  the  immense  bodv  had 
been  accompanied  by  the  fall  of  large  masses  of  stone,  which 
were  scattered  on  all  sides,  so  that  the  green  bosom  of  the 
valley — which,  on  the  preceding  day,  had  been  carpeted  by 
soft  and  equal  turf,  only  broken  here  and  there  by  a  tall  tree 
or  clumps  of  slu'ubs  and  bushes,  or  else  by  large  fantastic 
lumps  of  rock  or  stone,  fallen  immemorial  ages  before,  and 
clothed  by  the  hand  of  time  with  lichens  or  creeping  plants 
— was  now  thickly  spotted  with  fresh  fragments,  which  fi-om 
space  to  space  had  shivered  the  trees  in  their  descent,  and 
in  other  places  was  soiled  wdth  long  tracks  of  various  coloured 
earths,  which  had  showered  down  like  torrents  as  the  great 
mass  descended  farther  on. 

The  stream,  swollen,  turbid,  and  furious,  was  rushing  on 
amidst  the  rocks  in  the  middle  of  the  valley ;  but  the  traces 
of  where  it  had  lately  been,  evidently  showed  that  it  was  ra- 
pidly decreasing  in  volume,  and  had  already  much  diminished. 
Bernard  de  Tiohan  traced  it  up  with  his  eye  to  the  s])ot  where 
it  descended  from  the  hill,  crossing  the  road,  which  ran  along 
the  top  of  a  steep  bank  on  the  opposite  side.  The  cataract 
through  which  he  had  forced  his  horse  the  night  before  was 
there  visible,  and  still  showed  a  large  colunni  of  rushing 
water,  though  it,  too,  was  greatly  lessened.  This  w^ateriall, 
however,  gave  the  yoiuig  cavalier  some  mark  by  which  to 
judge  of  the  distances ;  and  he  found  that  he  must  have 
been  carried  down  the  stream  nearly  three  hundred  yards 
Ijefore  he  recovered  himself  and  got  to  bind.  He  thus  ]ier- 
ceivcd  how  near  the  chief  mass  of  falling  mountain  nnist  have 
])assed  to  the  sjiot  where  he  had  been  standing,  and  he  felt 
iliat  the  detached  rock,  which  had  struck  his  horse,  and  cast 
hini  down  into  the  stream  before  the  whole  fell,  had  probably 
sii\cd  his  lite. 

I)iit  what  had  become  of  his  companion  t  he  asked  himself. 
What  had  become  of  that  being  who,  strange,  and  wild,  and 
erring,  jis  he  doubtless  was,  had  contrived  not  only  to  fix 
himself  strongly  upon  his  aflections,  but  to  excite,  in  a  con- 
siderable degree,  liis  admiration  and  esteem.''  Had  he 
perished  in  lli.n  ;i\\  ful  scene  ?  had  he  closed  his  wild  and 
iurbul(  111  (  xislence  iu  the  tremendous  convulsion  which  had 


CORSE  UE   LEON.  145 

taken  place?  He  feared  it  ini}j;lit  be  so ;  and  yet,  wlicn  he 
looked  uj)  and  saw  distinctly,  that — thou<,di  ploutflied  ii])  by 
the  heavy  stones  that  had  tallen,  and  thus  in  many  places 
rendered  impassable — the  road  was  still  to  be  traced  by  the 
eye  for  some  thirty  yards  beyond  the  cascade,  he  did  hope — 
though  the  hope  was  but  faint — that  Corse  de  Leon  might 
liave  escaped. 

If  so,  traces  of  him  and  of  the  way  that  he  had  taken  might 
yet  be  found.  But  another  possibility  soon  presented  itself  to 
the  mind  of  ]3ernard  de  llohan.  The  Brigand  might  liave  been 
tlnown  ov(,'r  the  precipice  by  some  of  the  falling  rocks,  like 
the  young  cavalier  himself,  and  might  even  then  be  lying 
mutilated  and  in  agony  not  far  off.  Without  a  moment's 
delay,  Bernard  proceeded  to  search  along  the  course  of  the 
stream,  which  was  far  too  much  swollen  to  permit  of  his 
passing  it. 

Nothing  of  Corse  de  Leon  could  he  see,  however :  not  a 
vestige,  not  a  track ;  but  a  few  yards  from  the  spot  where  the 
cascade,  after  striking  the  road,  bounded  down  again  into 
the  valley  below,  he  found  in  the  bed  of  the  stream,  crushed 
and  mangled  in  an  awftil  manner,  the  carcass  of  the  poor 
horse  which  he  had  himself  so  lately  ridden.  The  size  of 
the  animal  had  caused  it  to  be  entangled  sooner  amongst 
the  rocks  in  the  bed  of  the  stream  than  he  had  been,  but  it 
had  evidently  been  killed  by  the  blow  of  the  first  fragment 
of  stone  which  struck  it,  for  its  two  front  legs  were  broken, 
and  its  chest  actually  dashed  in. 

It  was  a  painful  and  a  sickening  spectacle  in  the  midst  of 
a  scene  so  wild,  so  awful,  and  extraordinary ;  but  one  addi- 
tional liorror,  which  might  well  have  been  there,  was  wanting. 
The  vultures,  which  are  said  to  be  scared  from  their  pursuit 
of  prey  by  no  portent,  had  nevertheless  not  approaclied  as 
yet;  and  Bernard  de  Rohan,  with  his  arms  crossed  upon  his 
chest,  remained  for  a  moment  looking  at  the  dead  body  of  the 
animal,  as  it  lay  half  out  of  the  water  and  half  hidden  by  the 
nishing  stream,  with  many  a  dark  and  gloomy  association 
crossing  his  mind,  though  vaguely  and  unencouraged. 

As  he  stood  and  gazed,  a  small  bird,  upon  an  opposite 
tree,  which  had  escaped  uninjured  throughout  the  late  ca- 
tastrophe, burst  out  in  a  wild,  and  somewhat  melancholy,  song; 
and  Bernard  de  Rohan,  with  his  heart  heavier  than  before, 
tiu-ned  and  retrod  his  steps,  in  the  hopes  of  finding  some 
])lace  where  he  could  cross  the  torrent  farther  down  in  the  val- 
ley. In  this  (.'X])ectMti()n  he  was  disa])])ointed  ;  thestrcniu  only 
grew  larger,  and  deeper,  and  more  imjx'tuous,  swelled  by 
the  different  rivulets  that  were  pouring  down  the  sides  of  the 
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mountains ;  and  at  length,  after  wandering  on  more  than 
tlu-ee  miles,  it  plunged  through  a  deep  chasm  in  the  rock, 
which  left  no  footing  for  the  yoimg  cavalier  to  make  his  ^Yay 
farther,  on  that  side  of  the  valley.  Could  he  have  passed 
the  waters,  it  would  have  been  easy  to  have  made  his  way 
up  to  the  little  mountain  road  by  which  he  had  passed  the 
preceding  night,  and  which  was  now  before  his  eyes.  But 
he  was  shut  in  between  the  torrent  on  one  side  and  the  high 
mountain  on  the  other ;  and  although  he  saw  some  sheep- 
paths  and  other  tracks,  he  knew  not  where  they  led  to,  but 
had  onlv  the  certainty  that  they  must  take  him  to  a  distance 
from  the  spot  which  he  wished  to  reach  immediately,  in  order 
to  relieve  the  darkest  anxiety  of  all  the  many  that  were  at 
his  heart.  Turning  back,  then,  he  made  a  desperate,  but 
ineffectual  effort,  to  pass  the  masses  of  the  mountains  which 
had  been  thrown  down,  and  by  mid-day  he  was  forced  to 
retread  his  steps  nearly  to  the  same  spot  where  he  had  foimd 
himself  in  the  morning. 

In  much  pain  from  the  bruises  he  had  received,  and  ex- 
hausted with  exertion  and  want  of  food,  he  sat  down  for  a 
time  to  rest,  and  drank  of  the  waters  of  the  stream,  although 
they  were  still  troubled.  He  then  took  the  resolution  of 
endeavouring  to  climb  the  mountains  which  formed  that  side 
of  the  valley  where  he  then  was,  trusting  that  he  might  find 
some  one  to  show  him  the  nearest  way  to  the  inn  on  the  eastern 
slope  of  the  hills.  The  path  was  rugged  and  winding,  the 
mountain  bleak  and  arid,  and  several  horns  elapsed  wliile  he 
wandered  on,  before  he  heard  the  sound  of  any  living  creature, 
or  saw  any  moving  thing,  except  when  once  or  twice  some 
object  of  the  chase  started  away  from  his  path,  and  when 
the  golden  lizards,  basking  in  the  sun,  turned  round  their 
snake-like  heads  to  gaze  on  the  unwonted  human  form  that 
passed  them. 

At  length,  however,  towards  five  o'clock  in  the  evening, 
com])letely  tired  out,  without  having  tasted  food,  and  with  no 
drink  whatsoever  but  that  one  draught  from  the  stream,  he 
liciird — as  may  be  well  su])posed,  witli  joy — the  barking  of  a 
dog  ;  and,  looking  up,  he  saw  upon  a  point  of  the  crag  above, 
a  noble  animal  of  the  alpine  breed,  baying  fiercely  at  the 
step  of  a  stranger. 

Hcrn.ird  dc  Jtolian  went  on;  and,  following  the  dog  as  it 
retreated  l>elbre  liim,  he  soon  heard  tlie  bleating  of  some 
sheep,  and,  in  a  minute  or  two  after,  beheld  a  small  wliite 
wreath  of  smoke  rising  in  the  clear  mountain  air,  with  the 
roof  of  a  little  cottage  in  a  sheltered  nook  of  the  hill.  It  was 
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as  poor  a  habitation  as  can  be  conceived  ;  but  the  sight  was 
a  ghul  one  to  tlie  young  cavalier,  and  he  appvoiiclicd  tlie 
little  l()\v-\v;dle(l  yard,  wliicli  served  as  a  sort  ol"  fold,  with 
feelings  of  infinite  joy. 

The  barking  of  the  dog  brought  forth  the  sheidierd,  hold- 
ing a  large  pot  of  l)oiling  ewe  milk  in  his  hand.  He  was  a 
small  })lain-featured  num,  not  very  intelligent,  who,  notwith- 
standing his  solitary  life,  had  not  acquired  that  desire  of 
knowing  more  of  his  fellow-creatures,  which  is  so  constantly 
the  result  of  voluntary  seclusion  in  monasteries.  He  was, 
however,  hospitable  and  kind-hearted,  and  received  the 
young  stranger  with  a  gladdening  welcome.  He  set  before 
him,  in  the  very  first  place,  the  best  of  all  he  had,  and  asked, 
Avith  some  eagerness,  of  news  from  the  valley ;  for  he  was 
already  aware  of  what  had  occurred  during  the  jireceding 
night,  and  indeed  knew  far  more  than  Bernard  de  Rohan 
himself 

The  young  cavalier  told  him  all  that  he  had  to  tell,  and 
then  questioned  him  rapidly  and  anxiously  in  turn.  His  first 
question,  as  may  be  easily  supposed,  referred  to  Gandelot's 
inn,  and  oh  !  how  much  more  freely  did  he  seem  to  breathe 
when  the  old  man  replied,  "  Oh,  that  is  quite  safe  !  The  fall 
did  not  come  within  half  a  league  of  it." 

"  Are  you  sure  ? — quite  sure  ?"  demanded  Bernard  de 
Rohan. 

"  My  son  was  down  there  to-day  with  cheeses,"  answered 
the  man, "  and  saw  them  all.  He  will  be  home  with  the  rest 
of  the  shee]7  presently,  and  will  tell  you  more  about  it." 

"Was  there  a  young  lady  there.?"  Bernard  de  Rohan 
inquired,  with  as  much  calmness  as  he  could  command. 

"  Yes,  he  talked  of  a  sti'anger  lady  from  France,"  replied 
the  shepherd,  "  with  a  number  of  soldiers  and  attendants 
belonging  to  some  French  lord,  for  whom  they  were  all 
grieving  and  weeping  bitterly,  because  he  had  been  killed 
somehow." 

"  How  long  will  it  be  ere  your  son  returns  ?"  asked  Ber- 
nard de  Rohan,  eager,  notwithstanding  all  the  fatigues  that 
he  had  suffered,  to  reach  the  inn  that  night. 

The  answer  he  received  was  one  of  those  vague  and  inde- 
finite replies  which  are  always  given  on  such  occasions  by 
persons  to  whom,  as  to  the  shepherd,  time  seems  of  little  or 
no  value.  He  said  that  the  lad  would  be  back  very  soon, 
but  hour  after  hour  passed,  and  he  did  not  appear. 

The  young  cavalier  became  impatient,  and  finding  that 
it   was  impossible,   from  any  direction  the  old  man  could 

L  2 
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give,  to  learn  the  patli  which  he  ought  to  pursue,  he  urged 
liini,  with  many  promises  of  reward,  to  conduct  him  to  Gan- 
delot's  small  hostelry  himself. 

Had  he  proposed  to  the  good  shepherd,  however,  a  pil- 
grimage to  Jerusalem,  it  would  not  have  seemed  more  im- 
practicable. He  declared  that  it  was  perfectly  out  of  the 
question  ;  that  now  his  wife  was  dead,  there  was  nobody 
to  remain  in  his  cottage ;  that  the  distance  was  fully  four 
leagues,  and  that  it  would  take  them  as  many  hours  to  go. 
"  It  will  be  dark  in  half  an  hour,"  he  continued,  "  and  we 
should  but  break  our  necks  over  the  rocks  and  precipices." 

Ikrnard  de  Rohan  found  that  it  was  imj^ossible  to  move 
him ;  the  son  did  not  come  home  till  the  evening  was  be- 
ginning to  grow  grey,  and  the  young  cavalier  was  obliged, 
luiwillingly,  to  resign  all  hopes  of  rejoining  his  bride  before 
the  next  day. 

With  the  shepherd  and  his  son  the  use  of  any  other  light 
except  that  of  the  broad  sun  was  unknown,  except  in  the 
depth  of  the  winter ;  and  though  Bernard  de  Rohan  could 
have  sat  \\\)  for  many  an  hour  questioning  the  younger  man 
iq)t)n  all  he  had  seen  and  heard  at  the  inn,  but  a  short 
])eriod  was  allowed  him  for  so  doing  ere  they  retired  to 
repose. 

The  infonnation  that  he  obtained  was  but  little,  for  neither 
the  elder  nor  the  younger  mountaineer  was  very  intelligent, 
nor  very  communicative.  The  latter,  indeed,  seemed  to  di- 
vine at  once  what  had  never  struck  the  old  man,  that  the 
young  cavalier  who  had  become  their  accidental  guest  was 
no  oth(M-  than  the  person  by  whose  supposed  death  the  lady 
whom  liu  had  seen  at  the  inn  had  been  plunged  into  such 
deep  grief. 

"  She  will  be  mighty  glad  to  see  you,"  he  said,  taking  the 
mutter  for  granted;  "  and  if  we  set  off  by  day -light  to- 
morrow you  will  just  catch  her  as  she  wakes,  for  you  nobles 
arc  sad  lie-alieds." 

"  Pray  tell  me,  however,  before  we  sleep,"  said  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  '•  how  the  lady  obtained  information  of  the  danger 
whicli  I  liavc  so  fortunately  escaped.     Was  it  from  Corse  de 

JjCOU  .^" 

'J'he  young  man  started,  and  gazed  earnestly  in  his  face 
by  the  dim  light  which  still  found  its  way  into"  the  cottage. 
"  Corse  de  l.coii  !"  hv  said,  "  Corse  de  licon  !  that  is  a  name 
we  never  mention  in  these  parts  of  the  country.  No  !  no! 
I  know  nothing  about  Corse  de  Leon,  though"  they  do  say 
that  }i(!  luis  as  many  ])0()r  men's  prayers  as  rich  men's 
eurses." 
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Bernard  dc  Rohan  found  that  that  name  had  cflTi-otuiilly 
closed  the  yonnj^  shepherd's  month,  ;nid  not  a  word  nion; 
upon  the  subject  couhl  he  obtained  Ironi  him. 

He  interrupted  their  habits  of  early  sleep  no  lonj^er  ;  but 
made  the  best  of  such  means  of  repose  as  they  could  j^ive 
him,  ;ind  Avearicd  out  with  lon^  ex(>rtion,  soon  fell  asleej), 
with  the  hajjpy  certainty  that  she  whom  he  loved  was  free, 
and  corporally  well,  while  the  mental  anguish  which  he 
knew  she  must  be  suffering  he  had  the  means  of  joyfully 
removing  on  the  succeeding  day. 

The  })ain  of  the  bruises  which  he  had  received  woke  the 
young  cavalier,  as  soon  as  excessive  fatigue  had  been  in  some 
degree  relieved.  But  the  nights  were  at  that  season  short; 
daylight  soon  after  appeared ;  the  shepherds  rose  with  the 
first  ray  of  the  sun ;  and  without  other  breakfast  than  a 
draught  of  warm  milk,  Bernard  and  his  guide  set  off  across 
the  mountains.  The  time  occupied  by  their  journey  was  fully 
as  much  as  the  old  man  had  said ;  for  mountain  leagues  are 
generally  long  ones,  and  the  road  was  rough  and  difficult  to 
tread. 

At  length  the  view  of  a  plainer  country  broke  upon  the 
eye ;  and  as  they  descended  a  steep  hill  by  a  footway  ujion 
the  open  mountain  side,  Bernard  de  Rohan  saw  before  him 
the  rich  lands  towards  Chambery,  and  at  the  distance  of 
about  half  a  mile,  the  little  inn  of  Gandelot,  seated  quietly  at 
the  foot  of  the  passes.  It  looked  tranquil  and  happy  in  the 
morning  light ;  but  why  or  wherefore  the  young  gentleman 
could  not  tell ;  a  feeling  of  uneasiness  took  possession  of  him 
at  the  very  quietness  which  the  whole  scene  displayed.  There 
were  none  of  his  people  hanging  about  the  door,  passing  a 
morning  half-hour  in  listless  idleness.  There  were  none  at 
the  gates  of  the  stables  rubbing  down  horses  or  cleaning  trap- 
pings and  arms.  There  was  no  busy  bustling  about  of 
attendants  and  stable  boys.  There  was  nothing,  in  short,  to 
be  seen,  but  one  or  two  domestic  animals  at  the  entrance  of 
the  farm-yard,  and  the  servant  of  the  auberge,  in  a  bright 
coloured  petticoat,  cleaning  some  culinary  utensils  at  the 
door  of  the  inn. 

The  young  cavalier  hurried  his  pace,  and  getting  before  the 
guide,  advanced  close  to  the  girl  before  she  saw  him.  She 
looked  up  at  the  approaching  step,  and  then  uttered  a  loud 
scream,  which  Bernard  de  Rohan  easily  understood  to  be 
her  comment  upon  seeing  the  dead  alive  again.  He  passed 
on  at  once,  however,  through  the  half-o])en  door  into  the 
kitchen,  but,  to  his  dismay,  it  presented  the  comiilete  ])ieture 
of  an  inn  after  guests  have  departed.     Everytliing  had  been 
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put  in  order,  and  looked  cold  and  vacant.  The  neatly  swept 
health  possessed  not  more  fire  than  might  have  lain  in  the 
hollow  of  one's  hand,  and  over  it  the  hostess  was  cooking  a 
mess  for  the  breakfast  of  herself  and  her  husband ;  Avhile  the 
aubergiste  stood  at  a  well  washed  table,  counting  some  pieces 
of  mone>',  which  he  covered  over  with  his  hand  at  the  girl's 
scream,  and  looked  anxiously  towards  the  door. 

The  surprise  of  good  Gandelot  seemed  scarcely  less  than 
that  of  the  sers'ant,  although  it  only  took  the  outward  form 
and  expression  of  a  deadly  paleness.  He  recovered  himself 
in  a  moment,  however,  and  then,  with  a  look  of  honest  joy 
and  satisfaction,  in  spite  of  all  difference  of  rank  and  habi- 
tual restraint,  he  seized  Bernard  de  Rohan  by  the  hand, 
exclaiming,  "  Jesu  Maria!  Well,  there  have  been  many 
tears  shed  to  no  purpose.  Why,  bless  my  soid,  how  happy 
the  poor  lady's  heart  will  be  !" 

"  "Wliere  is  she  ?"  demanded  Bernard  de  Rohan,  eagerly. 
"  Where  is  she .?  it  seems  as  if  there  were  nobody  here.'' 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  Gandelot  ;  "  what  you  say  is  very 
true  :  there  is  nobody  here  but  your  lordship's  humble  ser- 
vant and  his  good  wife.  Why,  what  a  pity  that  you  came 
not  yesterday  at  this  hour !  You  would  have  saved  the  poor 
lady  many  a  weary  minute." 

"  Where  is  she,  then  ?  where  is  she  ?"  demanded  Bernard 
de  Rohan,  more  eagerly  than  ever.  "  When  did  she  go  ? 
Where  is  she  gone  to  ?  Where  are  my  servants,  too,  and  my 
men-at-anns  ?" 

"  Alack,  and  a  well-a-day,  sir  !"  replied  the  host,  "  they 
hnve  all  taken  wing,  and  are  scattered  away  like  a  flock  of 
])lovcrs.  Here  the  lady  arrived  at  the  inn  with  good  Father 
Willand  and  some  ten  or  twelve  of  your  men,  on  the  day  be- 
fore yesterday,  late  in  the  evening  ;  and  then  there  were  con- 
stdtations  ufter  consultations  as  to  what  was  to  be  done,  for 
every  one  knew  and  had  heard  by  that  time  that  you  were  a 
prisoner  in  the  castle  of  Masseran  ;  and  the  young  gentle- 
njiin  who  came  at  the  head  of  your  men — not  the  servants, 
Itut  tlie  men-at-arms  that  came  after  you — vowed  that  he 
would  attack  the  castle,  and  bloAV  open  the  gates  with  a 
petard,  and  set  you  fi-ee.  Bui  when  he  had  talked  very  high 
in  this  way  for  some  time,  Father  Willand  told  him  to  hold 
his  tougue  ;  for,  in  the  first  place,  the  walls  of  the  castle  of 
Masseran  were  made  of  stones  hard  enough  to  break  his 
teeth,  and  in  the  next,  as  he  had  got  no  ])etard  to  blow 
ihr  gates  o])en  with  but  the  one  in  his  mouth,  it  would  be  of 
very  little  service.  ^Vith  that  there  came  not  long  afterwards 
a  messenger  from  one  whom  I  nmst  not  name,  telling  the  lady 
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and  the  priest  and  all  to  keep  as  qniet  as  might  he,  for  that 
you  would  lie  lihcrated  before  daylij^ditou  tlie  next  uiorniuf^ ; 
and,  as  his  ^Yord  never  fails,  the}  all  did  keej)  quiet,  but  we 
sat  up  and  watehed  to  see  what  would  come  of  it.  A  terrible 
night  you  know  it  was  ;  but  we  were  to  have  a  more  terrible 
morning,  for  by  daylight  news  Ciime  up  the  valley " 

"  That  I  was  killed  in  the  land-sli}),"  said  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  interrui)ting  hira. 

"  No,  no,"  replied  the  aubergiste.  "  Not  that  at  all ;  but 
that  the  tower  which  was  called  the  prison  tower  of  the  castle 
of  Masseran  had  taken  fire  and  fallen,  crushing  the  dungeon 
in  which  you  had  been  placed,  and  you  along  with  it,  in  the 
ruins.  The  lady  went  half-distracted,  though  she  would  not 
believe  that  it  was  true,  till  Father  Willand  himself  went  up 
near  the  castle  with  a  body  of  your  men,  to  ])revent  any  of  the 
Masseran  people  from  taking  him,  and  then  came  back  and 
told  her  it  was  all  too  sure.  He  told  her,  besides,  that  the 
people  of  the  castle  vowed  it  was  some  one  on  her  part  seek- 
ing to  deliver  you  who  had  set  fire  to  the  tower,  and  the  good 
priest  advised  her  to  get  across  the  frontier  with  all  speed. 
But  she  was  so  cast  down  with  grief  that  she  seemed  to  care 
little  more  about  herself  in  this  world,  and  lay,  my  wife  said, 
partly  kneeling  by  her  bed-side,  partly  lying  upon  it,  with 
her  face  biu-ied  in  the  clothes,  and  the  soIjs  coming  so  thick 
and  hard  that  it  was  pitiful  to  hear.  She  could  not  be  got  to 
speak  or  answer  a  word  to  any  one  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  all 
this  came  in  some  one  whom  you  know." 

"  Who,  who  .' '  demanded  Bernard  de  Rohan. 

The  aubergiste  whispered  in  a  scarcely  audible  voice  the 
name  of  Corse  de  Leon  ;  and  the  young  cavalier  exclaimed, 
with  feelings  of  as  much  joy  as  he  could  feel  at  that  moment, 
"  Then  he  is  safe,  at  least — that  is  some  satisfaction." 

"  Ay,  so  far  safe,"  replied  the  man,  "  that  he  is  not  killed 
as  he  might  have  been.  But  when  he  came  here  his  left 
shoulder  was  out,  and  would  have  been  useless  for  ever  if  he 
had  not  made  four  of  us  ])ull  it  in  by  main  force,  and  never 
winked  his  eyes  or  uttered  a  word  till  it  went  in  with  a  great 
start,  and  then  only  shut  his  teeth  close.' 

"  But  he  could  have  told  them,"  exclaimed  Bernard  de 
Rohan — "  he  could  have  told  that  I  had  escaped  before  the 
tower  took  fire." 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  is,"  replied  the  landlord  ;  "  but,  sure 
enough,  he  thinks  you  dead  as  well  as  they  do.  He  had  a 
long  conversation  apart  with  Father  Willand,  in  that  little 
room — out  of  the  corner  there,  Avhich  you  have  never  seen, 
and  mayhap  did  not  know  of,  for  the  door  is  in  the  dark,  be- 
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hind  the  closet  and  the  chimney. — What  they  talked  about, 
1  don't  know,  but  in  the  end  I  heard  him  say,  '  Tell  her  no- 
thing about  it  till  she  can  bear  to  hear  more.  As  he  is  dead, 
it  matters  not  much  how  it  happened.'  Then  the  priest 
went  to  the  lady,  and  with  great  persuasion  got  her  down 
from  her  chamber,  and  made  her  take  some  wine,  and,  in  the 
end,  got  her  to  set  oft',  Avith  some  eight  or  ten  of  your  people 
accompanying  them.  That  was  about  twelve  o'clock  yester- 
day morning ;  and  in  an  hoiu*  or  two  after,  the  rest  of  your 
people  went  away  over  the  mountains  to  join  the  good 
]Marechal  de  Brissac,  by  the  directions  of  the  person  you 
know." 

"  This  is  unfortunate,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  musing, 
"  this  is  most  unfortunate.  Do  you  know  which  way  the 
lady  has  taken  .?" 

"  She  went  first  to  Bonvoisin,"  replied  the  host.  "  But 
whither  she  was  to  turn  her  steps  after  that,  I  know  not." 

"  And  I  am  left  here  alone,"  continued  the  young  gentle- 
man, "  without  horse  or  arms,  at  the  moment  I  need  them 
most.     Can  you  furnish  me  with  a  horse,  good  Gandelot?" 

"  Faith,  I  liave  none  to  give,  sir,"  answered  the  man,  "  or  I 
would  willingly  trust  you,  if  you  did  not  pay  me  till  this  time 
twelvemonth." 

"  Nay,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  I  wanted  not  to  be 
your  debtor,  Gandelot.  Money,  thank  God,  I  have  with  me, 
but  mv  resoiu'ce  must  be  Corse  de  Leon.  Where  can  he  be 
found'?" 

"  Hush,  hush  !"  exclaimed  the  aubergiste,  terrified  at  the 
loud  tone  in  which  his  companion  pronounced  the  name  of 
the  Brigand.  "Hush,  hush!  for  Heaven's  sake.  There  is 
somebody  talking  all  this  time  to  the  girl  outside  the  door." 

"  It  is  Ijut  the  shepherd  who  guided  me  hither,"  replied  the 
young  cavalier.  "  But  answer  my  question,  good  Gandelot: 
\\ litre  is  lie  to  be  found  ?'' 

"  If  you  will  sit  here  for  an  hour  or  two,"  replied  the  other, 
"  my  wife  shall  get  you  something  ready  to  break  your  fast, 
and  I  will  go  up  the  side  of  the  hill  to  see  after  the  person 
you  mention." 

"  But  I  wish  to  proceed  immediately,"  exclaimed  Bernard 
de  Rohan.  "  If  I  could  but  get  a  horse,  I  would  set  out  at 
once." 

"  There  is  no  one  who  can  get  you  either  horse  or  arms 
within  l\\r  leagues,"  replied  the  aubergiste,  "  except  the  man 
we  were  tulkiiig  of.  lie  can  do  both,  and  more  too,  for  he 
can  tell  you  where  tin;  lady  is  to  be  found,  which  I  can't.  So 
you  liave  nothing  for  it  l)ut  to  confer  with  him.     However,  it 
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will  be  better  to  send  tliis  shcplierfl  back  at  once  to  his  own 
place,  and  for  you,  cither  to  go  into  that  little  room  there,  to 
the  left,  or  iij)  the  stairs  into  yom-  room  above,  for  it  wonld  be 
a  sad  thing  to  be  stopped  again  ;  and  although  we  stand  on 
free  land  hei'e,  yet  this  Lord  of  Masseran's  ])eo])le  are  no 
wavs  scru])ulous  into  whose  face  they  poke  their  fist,  or  into 
wliose  SOU})  they  dij)  their  spoon." 

Thougli  feeling  sick  at  heart  with  impatience,  the  young 
cavalier  saw  that  the  plan  suggested  was  the  only  one  he 
could  follow.  Having  rewarded  the  shc])herd  for  his  trouble 
in  guiding  him  thither,  he  allowed  the  good  aubergiste  to 
lead  him  to  his  place  of  concealment ;  and  urging  him  in 
the  sti'ongest  terms  to  lose  no  time,  he  sat  himself  down  to 
while  away  the  hours  as  best  he  might,  with  all  the  checkered 
thoughts  of  the  past  and  the  future. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  waited  long ;  and  though  his  imagina- 
tion was  not  an  active  one  in  regard  to  difficulties  or  dangers  in 
his  own  case,  yet  when  he  thought  of  Isabel  de  Brienne,  nur- 
tured with  care,  and  tenderness,  and  softness,  never  having 
known  during  life  the  want  of  protection,  or  the  necessity  of 
acting  for  herself,  never  having  been  an  hour  without  pro- 
tection— when  he  thought  that  she  must  now  go  forward  to 
Paris  alone,  -sN^ithout  any  one  loved  or  known  to  soothe  and 
guide  her  ;  without  any  other  protection  but  that  of  a  few 
menials ;  with  the  bitter  thought  of  having  lost  him  she  loved 
for  ever,  as  the  chief  recollection  of  the  past,  and  Avith  the 
expectation  of  meeting  her  mother  who  had  been  always 
harsh,  and  her  stepfather,  who  had  treated  her  with  treachery 
and  baseness,  as  the  chief  antici])ation  of  the  future — his 
heart  burned  to  speed  on,  without  the  loss  of  a  single  mo- 
ment, to  protect,  to  console,  and  to  relieve  her  from  the  deep 
sorrow  which  he  knew  too  well  must  overshadow  her. 

Still  one  hour  passed  after  another,  the  sun  began  to  de- 
cline from  the  meridian,  and  the  good  hostess  only  visited 
him  on  two  occasions.  In  the  first  place,  to  tell  him,  that  a 
party  of  travellers  who  stopped  for  half  an  hour  at  the  inn 
were  only  peasants  from  a  neighbouring  village  ;  and  in  the 
next  place,  to  beseech  him  not  to  go  near  the  windows,  or  to 
show  himself  in  any  way,  as  a  party  of  the  Lord  of  Masse- 
ran's men  had  just  passed,  and  another  was  speedily  to 
follow. 
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At  length  the  aubergiste  himself  appeared,  heated  and 
dusty,  and  closing  the  door  carefidly,  told  him  that  he  had 
found  the  man  he  went  to  seek,  and  had  brought  back  with 
him  a  few  words  written  on  a  strip  of  leather.  They  were 
deciphered  with  difficulty,  but  were  to  the  following  effect : — 
"  I  thought  you  gone  for  ever.  But  as  you  are  still  destined 
to  remain  with  the  rest  of  us,  so  let  it  be.  I  will  visit  you 
to-ni<4;ht,  and  von  shall  soon  find  the  lady;  but  on  no  account 
go  on  till  you  have  seen  me  !  By  so  doing,  you  will  endanger 
her,  endanger  yourself,  and  delay  your  meeting." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  gazed  upon  the  writing,  and  then  turned 
a  dissatisfied  look  towards  the  sky.  "  This  is  trifiing,'  he 
thought :  "  I  must  be  across  the  frontier  as  speedily  as  pos- 
sible. Well  might  Isabel  think  me  cruel,  if  I  remained  here 
an  hour  longer,  knowing  that  she  is  in  danger,  son-ow,  and 
anxiety." 

"  Have  you  heard  aught  of  a  horse,  my  good  Gandelot .?" 
he  said :  "  I  cannot  wait  as  he  requires  me.  How  far  is  it 
to  the  frontier  ?" 

"  Two  hotu's'  journey  on  horseback,"  replied  the  host, 
"  and  four  or  five  afoot.  But  there  is  no  horse  to  be  found, 
and  you  must  not  think  of  trying  it  on  foot,  my  noble  lord. 
You  do  not  know  that  the  people  from  the  castle  are  scour- 
ing the  whole  road  between  this  and  Bonvoisin." 

"  But  they  do  not  know  me,"  answered  Bernard  de  Bohan. 
"  There  is  scarce  one  among  them  that  has  ever  seen  me. 
Five  hours  !  that  is  long,  indeed  !  But  I  could  buy  a  horse 
at  Chambery." 

"  Not  before  nightfall,"  replied  the  host ;  "  and  you  had  a 
great  deal  better  wait  here  to  see  one  who  can  help  you  more 
speedily  than  anybody  else." 

"  Why  cannot  I  go  to  him  .?"  demanded  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  If  you  could  find  him,  so  can  I." 

"  Oh,  surely,"  replied  Gandelot;  "but  you  run  a  gi-eat 
risk  of  being  taken." 

"  If  that  be  all,"  answered  the  young  cavalier,  "I  should 
think  tliat  there  was  less  chance  of  being  taken  on  the  hill- 
side than  here.  Something  must  be  risked,  at  all  events, 
Gandelot.  Get  me  a  peasant's  frock,  good  friend,  and  a 
large  hat :  my  own  I  lost  in  the  fall,  you  see.  When  I  am 
so  dressi'd,  I  shidl  ]iass  unknown,  I'll  warrant,  shoiUd  it  be 
through  the  midst  of  tliis  Lord  of  Masseran's  men." 

"  i  must  show  you  the  way,  how(!ver,"  replied  the  inn- 
keejjcr.  "  But  stay  a  minute,  and  I'll  get  what  you  want. 
It  is  no  ])ad  ])lan." 

'i'hiis   sayiip/.  (liiiidrhit  left  him  ;  but  the   aubergiste  was 
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not  long  before  he  returned,  bringing  with  liim  a  peasant's 
fi-ock  and  belt,  and  a  large  straw  hat,  sucli  as  wc  have  incn- 
tioued  in  describing  the  dress  of  good  Fadier  WiHaud,  at 
the  beginning  of  this  true  history.  The  very  act  of  puttiug 
them  on  was  a  relief  to  the  mind  of  Bernard  dv.  Rohan ;  for 
to  it  man  acrustomcd  to  action,  inactivity  adds  an  almost  in- 
supportable burden  to  grief  and  anxiety.  When  the  frock, 
however,  was  east  over  his  shoulders,  and  his  head  was  co- 
vered with  the  hat,  Gandelot  gazed  upon  him  with  a  smile, 
saying,  "  I  must  take  care,  my  lord,  that  I  don't  mistake  you 
for  a  peasant,  and  ask  you  to  sell  me  eggs.  Well,  1  did  not 
know  how  nmch  the  dress  made  the  man  before." 

Passing  over  the  bad  compliment  of  his  host  without  notice, 
Bernard  de  Rohan  only  expressed  his  eagerness  to  set  out ; 
and  Gandelot,  after  having  gone  down  to  look  round  the  inn 
on  every  side,  and  to  ascertain  that  no  one  was  watching, 
returned  in  a  few  minutes,  carrying  in  his  hand  a  short  sword 
and  dagger,  such  as  were  worn  connnonly  by  what  were  called 
the  New  Bands,  warring  in  Piedmont  for  the  service  of 
France. 

"  Nobody  can  tell  what  may  happen,  my  lord,"  he  said, 
"  so  you  had  better  tuck  those  up  under  your  goAvn ;  but 
don't  draw  the  belt  too  tight,  or  the  hilt  will  appear." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  grasped  the  weapon  as  he  would  the 
hand  of  an  old  fi'iend,  and  concealing  it  carefully  under  the 
fi-ock,  he  followed  the  innkeeper,  who  led  him  out  through 
the  back  court  of  the  auberge  upon  the  side  of  the  mountain, 
where  a  steep  pathway  led  up  between  the  rocks,  and  over 
the  loAver  part  of  the  hill,  into  one  of  the  valleys,  which,  with- 
out plunging  deep  into  the  alpine  scenery  around,  led  through 
a  softer  but  still  uncvdtivated  country,  in  the  direction  of 
Albens.  The  innkeeper  strolled  on,  and  the  young  noble- 
man followed,  both  keeping  a  profound  silence,  till  the  inn 
and  all  the  neighbouring  objects  were  out  of  sight. 

When  they  had  fully  plunged  into  the  valley,  however, 
good  Gandelot  spoke,  but  still  in  a  low  voice,  saying,  "  We 
are  pretty  safe  here ;  the  danger  was  up  yonder." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  made  no  direct  reply,  but  asked  whe- 
ther the  road  they  were  taking  did  not  lead  him  farther  from 
that  which  he  had  afterwards  to  travel.  Assured,  however, 
by  the  good  innkeeper,  that  it  did  not,  he  went  on  in  silence, 
finding  by  the  length  of  way  that  his  companion  had  lost  no 
time  upon  the  previous  journey  he  had  made  during  the 
morning.  At  length  Gandelot  turned  a  little  towards  the 
north,  up  a  smaller  valley,  which,  winding  away  with  many 
bends   and  angles,    never   exposed  more  than   one   or  two 
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limidred  yards  of  hill-side  to  the  view  at  once.  At  the  end 
of  rtbont  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  entering  this  dell,  a  soli- 
tary house  presented  itself,  as  desolate  in  appearance  as  well 
might  be.  It  was  old,  and  built  of  cold  grey  stone,  with  a 
roof  of  slates  ;  and  a  low  garden  wall  Avhich  suiTounded  it 
enclosed  a  space  of  ground  amounting  to  perhn])s  an  acre  or 
an  acre  and  a  half,  but  in  no  degree  impeded  the  yiew  of  the 
house. 

The  hills  in  that  spot  were  quite  bare  :  much  lower  indeed 
than  the  scenery  from  Ayhicli  Bernard  de  Rohan  had  just 
come,  but  far  more  naked  and  arid.  Not  a  shrub,  not  a  tree, 
was  to  be  seen.  Nothing  but  scanty  turf,  broken  by  scat- 
tered stones,  with  occasional  crags  here  and  there,  covered 
the  slopes  ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  those  thin,  short  blades 
of  grass,  one  might  have  fancied  oneself  in  the  world  be- 
fore the  yegetable  creation  had  been  called  into  being. 

"You  will  find  him  there,  my  good  young  lord,"  saidGan- 
delot,  pointing  forward  to  the  house  :  "  I  will  stay  here.  But 
you  had  better  whistle,  as  you  know  how,  when  you  go  up, 
that  he  may  know  you  are  coming.  If  you  find  that  you  are 
not  likely  to  come  back  before  night — and  it  is  getting  some- 
what late  now — send  me  out  word,  and  I  will  hie  me  home." 

"  Nay,  leave  me,  leave  me,  good  Gandelot,"  replied  the 
young  cavalier.  "  I  will  find  my  way  back :  I  never  forget 
a  path  I  have  once  trodden." 

Thus  saying,  he  advanced  towards  the  desolate-looking 
house  which  stood  before  him,  and  at  a  short  distance  from 
it  imitated,  as  well  as  he  could,  that  peculiar  whistle  which 
he  had  heard  more  than  once  amongst  the  companions  of 
Corse  de  Leon.  The  sounds  had  scarcely  issued  from  his 
lips,  ere  the  Brigand  himself  appeared  at  the  door,  and, 
apparently  without  the  slightest  apprehension  or  hesitation, 
walked  forward  to  meet  him.  He  was  habited  in  the  same 
large  cloak  and  liat  which  he  had  worn  on  the  night  when 
Bernard  de  Rohan  first  beheld  him  ;  but  the  mantle  was  not 
now  gathered  round  him,  so  that  the  young  nobleman  could 
])lainly  see  he  bore  his  left  arm  supported  by  a  bandage  from 
his  neck. 

The  moment  they  met,  he  grasped  Bernard  warmly  by  the 
liand,  saying,  "  80,  you  are  living  !  you  are  living ! — I  never 
thonglit  we  should  see  each  other  again  in  this  world,  though 
1  did  think  we  miglit  meet  in  that  where  the  com])ensations 
are  reserved  to  confound  the  workings  of  the  great  bad  spirit 
to  whom  tliis  earth  is  given  up  for  evil.  But  I  fell  into  a  sad 
mistake,  and  have  h-t  your  sweet  lady  go  away  in  the  belief 
that  you  are  dead." 
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"  It  is  on  that  account,"  said  Bernard  do  Ildlian,  "  tliat  I 
am  so  eager  to  set  out,  in  order  to  put  her  mind  at  ease  ;  Init 
I  know  not  where  she  is  to  be  found,  or  which  road  she  has 
taken.  Neither  have  I  horse  nor  arms,  nor,  T  fear,  enou};li  in 
my  purse,  botli  to  buy  them  and  carry  me  on  my  way  also." 

"  And  you  come  to  me  for  all !"  said  Corse  de  Leon,  with 
a  smile :  "  who  would  ever  have  thought  this,  some  seven  or 
eight  years  ago,  when  the  young  Lord  of  Rohan  struck  down 
to  the  earth  the  intendant  of  the  Countess  of  Bricnne,  for 
wronging  the  sister  of  a  })oor  soldier  far  away  fighting  for 
his  country  ? — Who  would  have  thought  that  the  poor  soldier 
would  ever  have  been  able  to  aid  the  young  lord  in  manying 
her  he  loved,  or  to  fin'nish  him  with  horse,  and  arms,  and 
money,  in  an  hour  of  need  ? — There  is  a  retribution  in  this 
world !  Ay,  there  is  a  retribution  even  here  !  But  come,  my 
lord,  I  am  ^our  humble  sei-vant ;  but,  perhaps,  a  truer  fi'iend 
than  any  whom  you  meet  with  in  your  own  rank  and  class. 
Let  us  into  the  house,  and  rest  you  for  the  remainder  of  the 
day.  You  will  travel  quicker,  better,  more  safely  in  the 
night.  Ere  the  sun  goes  down,  you  shall  have  all  that  you 
want ;  and  between  this  and  to-morrow's  nightfall  you  may 
well  overtake  the  lady." 

Corse  de  Leon  saw  that,  notwithstanding  the  reasons  he 
gave,  Bernard  de  Rohan  was  not  well  j)leased  with  even  the 
short  delay  that  he  proposed.  He  was  not  one  who  loved 
long  explanations  of  any  kind,  but  he  could  feel  for  an  im- 
patient disposition ;  and  he  added,  as  if  in  reply  to  his  com- 
panion's look,  "  It  cannot  be  otherwise :  I  have  had  to  send 
a  four  hours'  journey  for  the  horses,  and  they  cannot  be  here 
till  night,  though  the  messenger  has  been  absent  now  near 
two  hours.  You  would  make  no  greater  speed  by  going  back 
to  the  inn.  Come  in,  sit  down,  then,  rest  you  and  bear  what 
is  unavoidable  as  patiently  as  may  be ;  for — though  half  the 
difference  between  great  men  and  little  ones  in  this  world 
lies  in  their  judgment  of  what  can  be  done  and  what  cannot 
be  done,  and  though  half  the  things  men  despair  of  are  as 
easy  as  to  drink  fi-om  a  stream— yet,  nevertheless,  there  are 
things  that  are  impossible,  and  in  those  cases  it  is  useless  to 
struggle." 

Thus  saying,  he  led  the  young  nobleman  into  the  house, 
the  door  of  which  had  remained  unclosed.  Though  Bernard 
de  Rohan  could  hear  several  voices  speaking  in  one  of  the 
rooms  as  he  walked  along  the  passage,  it  was  into  a  small 
vacant  chamber,  on  the  left-hand  side,  that  Corse  de  l-eou 
conducted  him.  The  windows  commanded  a  view  down  a 
considerable  part  of  the  valley,  but  still  the  aspect  of  the 
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whole  place  was  so  undefended  and  unguarded,  that  the 
^•oung  cavalier,  knowing  the  state  of  hostility  with  the  gi-eat 
and  powerful  in  which  Corse  de  Leon  lived,  could  not  help 
feeling  some  surprise  at  his  choosing  such  an  abode. 

"  Are  you  not,"  he  said,  gazing  from  the  window,  "  are  you 
not  in  a  sadly  exposed  situation  here  ?  Why,  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  or  any  other  of  those  small  tyrants,  could  attack 
you  at  any  time  without  the  possibility  of  your  escape." 

"  You  arc  mistaken,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon,  shortly : 
"  before  he  came  within  two  leagues  of  me,  I  should  know 
his  whole  proceedings,  and  either  scatter  over  the  hill,  and 
reach  coverts,  which  it  were  wiser  to  search  for  the  deer  or 
the  chamois,  than  for  Corse  de  Leon ;  or  else  offer  the  good 
lord  some  hospitality  on  his  coming,  Avhich  he  might  neither 
be  willing  to  receive,  nor  able  to  return.  We  have  resources 
that  you  are  not  aware  of,  and  neither  he  nor  any  one  else 
knows  more  of  them  than  to  make  him  fear." 

"  That  you  yom-self  have  infinite  resources  in  your  activity 
and  experience,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  I  can  easily 
believe  ;  but  depend  upon  it,  if  you  were  to  trust  the  guidance 
of  such  hazardous  matters  to  other  men,  they  would  soon  be 
overthrown." 

"  Not  so,  not  so,"  replied  his  companion ;  "  I  know  the 
contrary.  Twice,  for  ends  and  objects  of  my  own,  I  have 
traversed  all  France,  leaving  my  men  behind  me  ;  and,  though 
perhaps  not  quite  so  busy  as  when  I  am  here — ay,  and  some- 
what criu'l  and  disorderly  when  left  to  their  own  course — no 
evil  has  happened  to  themselves.  I  am  now  about  to  do  the 
same,  and  1  do  it  in  all  confidence." 

"  Do  you  propose  to  go  soon  ?"  demanded  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  in  some  surprise. 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  Brigand,  "  soon  enough  to  meet  you  in 
Paris  some  day,  perchance,  or  even  to  overtake  you  on  the 
ruiid  ;  and  as  we  now  talk  about  those  things,  let  me  caution 
you  never  to  speak  to  me  unless  I  speak  to  you :  then  take 
the  tone  that  I  take,  whether  it  be  one  of  strangeness  or  of 
ffiniicr  iicf|uaintance.  Recollect,  too,  that  there  is  no  such 
])erson  as  Corse  de  Leon  beyond  the  frontiers  of  Savoy  ;  but 
that  in  many  a  part  of  France  the  Chevalier  Lenoir  is  known, 
and  not  badly  esteemed." 

"  I  will  be  careful,"  re])lied  the  young  lord.  "  But  now, 
my  good  friend,  tell  me  whither  has  my  poor  Isabel  directed 
her  stcjjs.?" 

"  I'irst  to  Grenoble,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon,  "  in  the  hope 
of  finding  her  brother  there ;  but  should  she  not  meet  with 
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him,  she  goes  thence  at  once  to  throw  herself  at  the  feet  of 
the  King." 

"  But  are  you  perfectly  certain,"  demanded  Bernard  do 
Rohan,  "  that  she  has  escaped  from  the  pursuit  of  this  base 
man  wlio  has  married  her  mother?" 

"  Perfectly,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon :  "  I  saw  her  across  the 
frontier  yesterday  myself.  Besides,  as  I  told  you  before,  the 
Lord  of  Masseran  himself  is  absent,  carried  by  fears,  regard- 
ing the  discovery  of  his  own  treachery,  into  the  very  jaws  of 
the  lion — power.  Power  is  the  only  true  l)asilisk.  Its  eytis 
are  those  alone  in  this  world  which  can  fascinate  the  small 
things  hovering  round  it  to  drop  into  its  mouth.  But  the 
lady  is  safe.  Be  satisfied,  and  you  can  well  overtake  her  ere 
she  reaches  Grenoble.  I  bade  them  send  back  a  man  to  tell 
me,  if  she  found  not  her  brother  there  ;  for  as  I  am  going  to 
Paris  also,  I  thought  perchance  it  might  be  better  to  keep 
near  her  on  the  road,  and  bring  her  help  in  case  she  needed 
it.  But  your  own  men  are  enough,  1  do  not  doubt,  and  I 
can  take  but  few  with  me,  if  any." 

"  But  is  it  not  dangerous,"  said  the  young  nobleman,  "  for 
you  to  travel  immediately  after  receiving  so  severe  an  injury?" 

"  Dangerous  !"  said  Corse  de  Leon — "  oh  there  is  no 
danger  in  such  things.  I  do  believe  these  mountains  that  1 
love  will  crush  me  at  last ;  for  twice  have  I  escaped  almost 
by  a  miracle.  But  it  is  this  injury,  as  you  call  it,  that  has 
determined  me  to  go  now.  I  can  be  of  but  little  active  use 
here  till  I  can  climb  a  rock  again,  and  use  this  left  arm  as 
well  as  the  right.  No  man  has  a  title  to  remain  an  hour  in 
idleness,  whatever  be  his  calling.  Sleep  itself  I  do  not 
rightly  understand :  it  is  a  lapse  in  the  active  exertion  of  our 
being  which  is  very  strange,  a  sort  of  calm  pool  in  the  midst 
of  a  torrent:  I  suppose  it  is  solely  for  the  body's  sake.  There 
could  have  been  no  sleep  before  death  came  into  the  world ; 
for,  not  being  subject  to  decay,  the  earthly  frame  could  re- 
quire no  refreshment,  any  more  than  the  spirit.  However, 
as  I  was  saying,  idle  and  inactive  drones  pretend  that  they 
must  have  rest  and  pause  :  if  the  head  aches  or  the  hand  is 
hurt,  they  declare  that  they  can  neither  think  nor  labour ; 
but  the  wise  man  and  the  energetic  man  makes  his  s])irit  like 
that  monstrous  serpent  which  I  have  heard  of,  and  which, 
when  one  head  was  smitten  off',  produced  at  once  another. 
If  a  man  cannot  walk,  he  can  ride;  if  a  man's  right  arm  be 
broken,  let  him  use  his  left ;  if  his  eyes  be  put  out,  his  ears 
will  hear  but  the  better — let  him  use  them.  Our  manifold 
senses   are  but  manifold   capabilities ;    and  if   the  mind   is 
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debarred  from  using  one  of  its  tools,  it  must  use  another.  No 
man  need  want  employment  for  the  senses,  the  limbs,  and 
the  means  that  he  has  left,  if  he  chooses  to  seek  for  it.  For 
awhile  I  shall  be  of  no  good  upon  the  mountain,  and  there- 
fore I  am  going  to  the  city.  Some  time  or  another,  I  must 
go,  and  therefore  I  may  as  well  go  now.  But  here  comes  the 
old  woman  with  my  mess  of  food.  You  must  take  some  with 
me.  No  one  knows  better  than  she  does  how  to  cook  the 
chamois,  or  the  venison,  or  to  roast  the  shining  trout  in  the 
ashes,  or  the  snow  fowl  over  the  fire ;  and  as  for  wine,  the 
cellar  of  an  archbishop  or  of  a  prior  of  a  monastery  could 
not  give  you  better  than  this  lonely  house  can  produce.  Nay, 
nay,  shake  not  your  head,  you  must  eat  and  drink,  let  your 
impatience  be  what  it  may :  every  man  needs  strength  ;  and 
that  we  should  take  food  is  a  condition  of  our  flesh  and 
blood." 

In  conversation  of  this  kind  passed  away  the  hours, 
Bernard  de  Rohan  and  his  strange  companion  remaining 
almost  altogether  alone,  though  once  two  young  men,  dressed 
like  herdsmen,  came  to  the  door  of  the  room,  and  leaning 
against  the  door-posts,  addressed  to  Corse  de  Leon  a  few 
words,  ap]iarently  of  no  great  import,  and  upon  ordinary 
subjects ;  but  to  which  Bernard  de  Rohan  imagined  some 
occult  meaning  was  attached. 

At  length,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  young  cavalier, 
a  perceptible  shade  of  twilight  came  over  the  valley,  along 
which  the  shadows  of  the  hills  had  been  creeping  for  some 
time.  The  twilight  gi-ew  gi'eyer  and  more  grey,  and  Bernard 
de  Rohan  rose  and  walked  to  the  window,  with  his  impatience 
for  the  arrival  of  the  horses  increasing  every  moment.  Torse 
de  licon  was  looking  at  him  with  a  slight  smile  wnen  he 
turned  round ;  but  in  a  few  minutes  after,  the  Brigand  rose, 
left  the  room,  and  returned  with  the  two  young  men  whom 
Bernard  de  Rohan  had  seen  before.  They  were  now  loaded, 
however,  with  various  kinds  of  arms  and  habiliments  of  dif- 
ferent sorts,  which  seemed  to  have  been  gathered  from  many 
a  quarter  of  the  earth.  These  Avere  spread  out,  some  upon 
the  table  and  some  on  the  floor ;  and  this  being  performed 
without  a  word,  those  who  bore  them  retired,  only  appearing 
again  to  furnish  tlie  chamber  with  a  light. 

Corse  d(!  J. con  glanced  his  eye  to  the  young  cavalier,  and 
then  gazed  upctn  the  pile  with  a  somewhat  cynical  smile. 

"  'J'liis  seems  to  be  an  abundant  harvest,"  said  Bernard  de 
Kolian,  wliosc  d()nl)ts  as  to  the  means  employed  to  procure 
sucli  ricii  hal)iliiiients  were  manv. 

"  You  say  true,"  replied  the  Brigand ;  "  but  you  must  re- 
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member,  we  are  many  reapers.  This  has  been  going  on,  too, 
for  very  many  years,  so  that  you  will  find  here  garments  of 
various  ages  and  of  different  nations.  Look  here,"  he  con- 
tinued, taking  up  a  black  velvet  surtout,  richly  embroidered 
wdth  gold.  "  This  is  a  coat  cut  in  the  fashion  of  forty  or 
fifty  years  ago,  and  belonged  to  some  fat  Englishman,  who 
doubtless  came  over  to  France  with  that  arch  heretic  and 
bloodmonger  Henry,  who  has  not  been  many  years  dead. 
Then,  depend  upon  it,  he  would  see  foreign  countries,  and  go 
to  Italy,  and  has  left  part  of  liis  fine  wardi'obe  here  behind 
him  in  the  mountains." 

"  An  unwilling  legacy,  I  should  think,"  rei^lied  Bernard  de 
Rohan. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  Brigand ;  "  but  that  is  not  a  shot-hole 
you  are  looking  at  so  curiously.  Our  traditions  say,  I  be- 
lieve— for  we  have  our  ti^aditions — that  the  good  gentleman 
got  safe  home,  though  somewhat  thinner  of  jjiu'se  and  scantier 
in  apparel  than  when  he  came  away.  However,  choose  yourself 
out  some  quiet  suit  that  \Nill  not  attract  attention,  for  you  must 
not  go  riding  through  France  like  a  Savoyard  peasant.  There, 
that  black  hat  and  feather,  which  would  become  some  sober 
student  of  Padua,  making  his  first  effort  to  look  the  cavalier. 
Then  there  is  that  stout  buff"  coat  I  would  recommend,  with 
black  loops  and  borders.  Ay,  it  is  somewhat  heavy,  but  there 
is  a  secret  in  that :  dagger  or  sword  point  ^vill  not  well  make 
its  way  through  the  jacked  doublings  of  those  hides,  and  a 
pistol  ball  would  strike  but  faintly,  even  if  it  did  pass.  Then 
there  are  those  horsemen's  boots :  they  will  be  no  bad  ad- 
dition to  the  rest.  That  long  sharp  sword,  too,  in  the  black 
sheath,  will  suit  the  hat,  and  none  the  less  fit  the  hand.  It 
is  true  Toledo.  Now,  seek  for  two  daggers  somewhat  like  it, 
and  a  pair  of  pistols  for  the  saddle-bow.  By  the  Lord  that 
lives,  if  the  horse  they  bring  be  but  a  gi'ey  Spanish  charger, 
with  a  tail  longer  than  ordinary,  they  will  take  you  for  some 
one  who  has  been  studying  the  black  art  at  Salamanca,  or 
perhaps  for  some  lay  officer  of  the  inquisition  in  disguise. — 
Is  the  coat  large  enough  ?  Oh,  ay  !  it  fits  well.  Now  for  a 
cloak  to  match." 

With  the  assistance  of  his  companion,  Bernard  de  Rohan 
fitted  lumself  with  new  garments,  which  somewhat  disgmsed, 
but  did  not  ill  become  his  powerful  form.  After  he  had 
done,  the  Brigand  opened  the  mouth  of  a  little  sack  which 
had  been  brought  with  the  rest,  saying,  "  Take  what  you 
will :  you  can  rejia}'  me  hereafter." 

The  young  cavalier,  however,  took  no  more  of  the  gold 
pieces  wliich  appeared  shining  witliin,  than  was  absolutely 
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necessary,  replying  to  the  remonstrance  of  Corse  de  Leon 
that,  as  he  ap])roached  nearer  to  Paris, there  were  many  who 
would  he  willing  to  assist  him. 

"Well,  well,"  replied  the  Brigand,  "it  matters  not.  I 
shall  not  be  far  from  you.  But  now  let  us  away.  I  hear  the 
horses,  and  you  are  impatient  to  be  gone.  We  can  meet 
them,  therefore,  as  they  come." 

Though  Bernard  de  Rohan  heard  nothing  of  the  sounds 
which  his  companion's  fine  ear  had  chscoAered,  he  gladly 
followed  him  out  to  the  mountain  road,  and  walked  on  with 
him  for  some  way  before  the  horses  appeai'ed.  Their  feet 
were  soon  heai'd,  however;  and  at  length  a  man,  mounted  on 
a  charger,  and  leading  another,  was  seen  coming  rapidly 
towards  them.  The  animal  he  led  was  powerful,  and  yet 
apparently  swift :  some  short  time  was  spent  in  adjusting  the 
arms  and  the  stirrups ;  and  then,  after  offering  many  thanks 
to  his  sti'ange  companion  for  all  that  he  had  done,  Bernard 
de  Rohan  grasped  his  hand,  sprang  into  the  saddle,  and  rode 
away  in  the  direction  of  Chambery. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

It  was  in  a  small  cabinet  in  the  princely  chateau  of  Fon- 
taineblcau,  some  eight  days  after  the  grand  entertainment  at 
the  Louvre  which  we  have  before  mentioned,  that  Henry  the 
Second  of  France  was  seated  conversing  with  one  of  his 
most  trusted  sei^vants  and  most  faithful  fiiends,  the  well- 
known  Marechal  de  Vieilleville.  The  cabinet,  the  ceiling  of 
\vhich  was  of  dark  black  oak,  carved  and  ornamented  with 
sinuU  stars  of  gold,  was  hung  with  rich,  but  very  ancient 
tapestiy,  still  beautiful,  though  the  coloius  had  faded  in  the 
passing  of  years.  The  dark  green  which  formed  the  prin- 
ci])al  lino  was  no  longer  enlivened  by  the  gorgeous  red  and 
yellow  dra])eries,  which  had  once  ornamented  the  principal 
figiu-es,  and  a  dim  and  melancholy  hue  pervaded  the  room, 
to  which  the  fact  of  the  light  passing  through  some  leaiy  trees 
without,  did  not  a  little  conti'ibute. 

It  was  not,  however,  the  peculiar  colouring  of  the  hang- 
ings, nor  th(!  light  passing  through  the  green  trees,  that  gave 
an  unusual  paleness  to  the  countenance  of  the  King,  as,  lay- 
ing down  the  pen  with  which  he  had  been  writing,  he  gazed 
u])  in  tlic  face;  of  X'ieilJcville, — "What  is  it  you  tell  rne, 
Martchal  r"  he  said.     "  Dead  }     Crushed  under  one  of  the 
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towers  of  the  castle  ?  The  very  best  and  most  promising 
soldier  France  could  produce  !  The  dear  friend  of  Brissac 
— lauded  even  by  Montmorency  !  Heaven  and  earth  !  Did 
you  say  he  was  returned,  this  Lord  of  Masseran  ?  Send  for 
him  instantly.  Let  a  messenger  be  despatched  to  the  capital 
at  once.  By  my  crown,  if  I  thought  that  he  had  any  hand 
in  this,  I  would  have  his  head  off  in  the  court  before  to- 
moiTow's  sun  set.     Send  off  a  messenger  for  him,  I  say  !" 

"  Su^e,  he  is  even  now  in  the  palace,"  replied  the  Marechal. 
"  It  was  seeing  him  pass  along  the  court,  in  order  to  crave 
an  audience,  that  made  me  intrude  upon  your  majesty  just 
now.  I  heard  this  sad  business  last  night  by  a  letter  from 
Brissac;  but  I  would  not  tell  your  majesty,  lest  it  should 
spoil  your  rest  after  so  bustling  a  day." 

"What,  you  are  one  of  those,  VieiUeville,  are  you,"  said 
the  King,  with  a  slight  smile,  "  who  can  believe  that  the 
death  of  a  faithfid  subject  may  chase  slumber  from  even  a 
royal  pillow  t — However,  these  despatches  must  be  written. 
Leave  me  for  an  hour,  and  then  bring  hither  this  Lord  of 
Masseran.  Keep  a  good  eye  upon  him,  for  he  is  as  deceitful 
as  a  cat :  but  he  shall  find  that  I  am  not  to  be  trifled  with." 

"  I  Avill  venture  to  beseech  you,  sire,"  said  the  statesman, 
"  in  all  that  you  do  with  this  man,  to  recollect  that  he  is 
himself  a  sovereign  prince ;  for  were  you  to  forget  it,  the 
example  might  be  dangerous." 

"  If  I  make  him  an  example,  it  shall  be  for  good,  not  for 
evil,  VieiUeville,"  replied  the  King.  "  Some  of  these  petty 
princes  need  an  example  how  they  may  be  punished  for 
treachery  and  double-dealing.  I  have  heard  more  of  him 
since  he  last  set  out  for  Savoy  than  I  ever  did  before,  and  I 
much  doubted  that  he  would  return  to  France  again.  But 
watch  him  well,  good  VieiUeville,  and  bring  him  hither  in  an 
hour.     I  shall  have  finished  ere  that." 

The  Marechal  withdrew ;  and  ere  the  hour  was  expired,  a 
page  sought  him  again  from  the  King,  requiring  his  presence, 
with  that  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  whom  VieiUeville,  on 
quitting  the  cabinet,  had  informed  that  Henry  could  not  yet 
receive  him. 

The  angry  spot  was  still  upon  the  King's  brow  when 
they  entered;  but  he  spoke  to  the  Lord  of  Masseran  in 
a  comteous  tone,  saying,  "Well,  my  good  lord,  this  is 
somewhat  unexpected.  I  knew  not  that  you  could  go  to 
Savoy  and  return  so  quickly.  How  is  it  that  you  have 
shortened  the  way  so  well  ?" 

"  A  melancholy  inten'uption,  sire,"  replied  the  Savoyard. 
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"  A  melancholy  interruption  caused  me  to  return  ere  half  my 
journey  was  complete.  Some\Yhat  on  tliis  side  of  Lyons,  I 
met  a"  messenger  coming  A^-ith  all  speed  to  seek  me,  and 
bearing  me  this  letter,  wliich  I  beg  to  lay  at  your  majesty's 
feet." 

The  King  took  it  and  read,  examining  every  line  as  he  did 
so,  in  order  to  see  whether  it  bore  about  it  the  marks  of  truth 
and  authenticity.  There  was  nothing,  however,  to  make  him 
doubt  it.  It  seemed  simply  a  letter  from  some  seneschal  or 
other  officer,  left  behind  by  the  Lord  of  Masseran  to  command 
during  his  absence,  announcing  to  him  that  the  prison  tower 
of  the  castle  had  taken  fire  and  fallen,  crushing  under  its 
ruins  the  chamber  in  which  the  young  Baron  de  Rohan  had 
been  confined.  It  went  on  to  state  that  works  had  been 
already  commenced  to  supply  its  place  in  the  walls,  and  gave 
some  account  of  the  probable  expense  which  those  works 
would  occasion. 

"  That  would  be  dear,"  muttered  Henry,  in  a  low  voice,  and 
between  his  teeth — "  that  woidd  be  dear  payment  to  get  rid 
of  a  ti'oublesome  friend.  I  rather  suspect  it  can  be  done 
cheaper  in  Savoy.  Have  you  no  news,  Monsieur  de  Masseran," 
he  said,  aloud,  "of  how  this  terrible  catastrophe  occui'red?" 

"  I  have  shown  your  majesty  all  the  information  I  have 
received,"  replied  the  INIarquis  of  Masseran.  "  I  returned 
to  Paris  with  all  speed  after  having  met  with  the  messenger, 
and  not  finding  you  there,  came  hither." 

"  What  say  you,  De  Vieilleville ?"  said  the  King;  "you 
had  letters  last  night,  methinks,  from  some  one  in  that  neigh- 
])Ourhood." 

"  They  bear  the  same  sad  news,  sire,"  replied  the  Marechal 
de  Vieilleville.  "  But  they  add,  that  everybody  in  that 
country  marvelled  much  how  this  event  could  have  occurred 
in  a  tower  detached  from  the  castle,  built  almost  entirely  of 
stone,  and  doubtless  intrusted  to  a  faitliful  guard." 

"It  is,  indeed,  most  strange,"  said  the  Marquis  of  Masseran, 
thoughtfully.     "There  must  have  been  some  base  neglect." 

"  This  must  be  inquired  into,"  said  the  King;  "  this 
must  be  inquired  into.  My  good  Lord  of  Vieilleville,  call 
the  page  for  these  despatches.  It  behoves  you,  my  Lord  of 
Masseran,  to  make  strict  and  immediate  inquiry  into  the 
whole  of  this  affair,  in  which  you  shall  be  aided  and  assisted 
by  a  commissary  on  our  jiart. — There  are  the  despatches, 
boy. — Wliy  wait  you?     \Miat  is  it  now  .?" 

"  May  it  ])lease  your  majesty,"  replied  the  page,  "there  is 
a  lady  witliout  craving  earnestly  to  see  you.     She  calls  her- 
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self  the  sister  of  the  Count  of  Brienne,  and  I  remember  her 
well  at  the  court  some  months  ago.  She  seems  in  much 
grief,  and " 

"  Give  her  admission,"  said  the  King — "give  her  instant 
admission ;  she  may  throw  some  light  upon  all  this  affair, 
my  good  Lord  of  Masseran." 

Tlie  Marquis  turned  somewhat  pale ;  for  the  appearance 
of  Isabel  of  Brienne  in  the  King's  presence  was  not  at  all 
what  he  wished  or  calculated  upon.  He  had  hoped  for  an 
opportunity  of  telling  his  own  tale,  and  causing  his  wife  to 
tell  hers,  so  as  to  corroborate  all  he  said,  without  the  actual 
appearance  of  Isabel  herself.  He  knew  that  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  though  apparently  taking  no  part  in  all  that  oc- 
curred since  their  amval  in  Paris,  had  been  continually  and 
skilfully  preparing  the  way  for  the  development  of  his  part 
in  the  transaction ;  had  been  labouring  to  make  fiiends  and 
gain  supporters  amongst  those  who  possessed  the  King's 
ear,  and  had  been  apparently  not  a  little  successful  even  with 
the  fair  Duchess  of  Valentinois  herself. 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  however,  that  good  Monsieur  de 
Masseran  was  moved  by  any  personal  love  or  regard  for  the 
Count  de  Meyrand :  there  was  but  one  tie  between  them — 
the  tie  of  interest;  and  the  moment  that  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
saw  that  more  was  to  be  lost  or  risked  by  the  Count  de 
Meyrand  than  to  be  gained,  that  instant  he  was  prepared  to 
put  an  end  to  his  affection  for  his  noble  friend.  He  was, 
however,  as  we  have  seen,  in  various  respects  in  the  Count's 
power;  and  he  had  trusted  that  their  united  operations 
would  be  sufficient  to  induce  the  King  to  act  w  ithout  listening 
to  the  fair  girl  herself  He  had  moreover  believed,  when  he 
heard  of  the  death  of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  that  one  great 
obstacle  being  removed,  the  rest  would  be  comparatively 
easy.  The  amval  of  Isabel,  however,  was  most  inopportune, 
for  he  saw  that,  in  the  King's  angry  mood  at  the  moment, 
the  disclosiu-e  of  all  that  had  taken  place  within  the  last  few 
weeks  might  be  rainous  in  another  way,  and  not  only  over- 
throw his  future  schemes  with  regard  to  Mademoiselle  de 
Brienne  herself,  but  bring  punishment  on  his  head  for  what 
had  occmTed  before. 

As  the  interview,  however,  could  be  prevented  by  no  means 
within  his  reach,  he  sought  eagerly  in  his  mind  for  excuses 
and  defences  for  his  conduct ;  but  he  had  hardly  time  to  ar- 
range any  plan,  ere  Isabel  herself  entered,  supported  by  the 
arm  of  one  whom  he  felt  far  more  inclined  to  fear  than  even 
herself.     That  person  was   good  Father  Willand ;  and  his 
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surjjrise  and  dismay  were  not  a  little  increased  by  seeing  the 
King  receive  the  priest  with  a  gracious  smile,  as  an  old  ac- 
quaintance, and,  grasping  his  arm  familiarly,  ask  him  what 
had  made  him  return  from  banishment. 

"Why,  to  bring  this  poor  lamb  back  to  your  majesty's 
fold,"  replied  Father  Willand,  in  his  usual  gay  and  uncere- 
monious tone.  "  By  my  faith,  sire,  if  all  shepherds  were  like 
you,  and  mistook  the  wolf  for  the  watch-dog,  mutton  would 
soon  be  dear  in  France." 

"  How  so — how  so,  good  father?"  demanded  Henry, 
laughing;  and  at  the  same  time  taking  Isabel's  hand  in  his 
own,  he  prevented  her  with  a  kindly  gesture  from  throwing 
herself  at  his  feet.  "  Cheer  up,  fair  lady,"  he  said, "  cheer  up. 
The  King  will  protect  you,  and  be  a  father  to  you. — But  how 
now,  bold  priest.?  How  have  I  been  so  unwise  a  shepherd 
as  to  mistake  the  wolf  for  the  watch-dog  ?" 

"  Why,"  answered  Father  Willand,  boldly,  and  looking 
full  in  tiie  face  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  by  giving  one  of 
the  best  of  your  flock" — and  he  pointed  with  his  hand  to  Isabel 
— "  into  the  care  of  a  Savoyard  wolf." 

"Hush!  hush!  my  good  father,"  cried  the  King.  "By 
heavens  !  if  you  use  such  language,  you  will  get  yourself  into 
a  worse  scrape,  in  your  cure  of  Saint  John  of  Bonvoisin, 
than  that  for  which  I  was  obliged  to  send  you  away  from 
Paris,  to  keep  your  ears  out  of  the  way  of  knives.  On  my 
sold,  we  must  find  a  bridle  for  that  tongue  of  yours." 

"  Indeed,  sire,"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  marking 
with  pleasure  a  slight  irovm  that  had  come  uj)on  the  King's 
l)row — "indeed,  sire,  such  a  bridle  is  most  necessary;  for 
that  tongue  is  not  only  insolent  but  mendacious." 

"  Husli,  sir !"  exclaimed  the  King,  sternly  ;  "  you  speak  of 
one  of  the  honestest  men  in  France,"  and  he  held  out  his 
hand  to  Father  Willand,  who  kissed  it  respectfully.  "  Would 
that  we  had  many  such !"  the  King  went  on ;  "  for  the  men 
wlio  tell  truth  in  the  cabinet  as  well  as  in  the  pulpit  are  those 
that  are  very  needful  here :  albeit,"  he  added,  with  a  smile, 
"  they  may  occasionally,  in  their  hatred  of  hypocrites  and 
knaves,  give  their  tongue  some  licence,  and  their  conduct  too. 
11  (jwcver,  my  good  father,  you  will  never  be  wise,  so  that  1  fear 
some  day  I  shall  have  to  make  you  a  bishop,  merely  to  keep 
you  out  t)f  the  way  of  strong  fists  and  crabsticks.  Now  let  us 
tuni  to  tlie  case  of  this  young  lady.  The  page  told  me,  fair 
one,  that  you  were  anxious  to  see  me  immediately.  What  is 
it  you  would  have  r" 

"  Protection,  sire,"  re])licd  Isabel  de  Brienne,  raising  her 
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fair  face  towards  the  King,  filled  with  an  expression  of  deep 
and  hopeless  gi'ief,  which  touched  the  kind  heart  of  the 
monarch,  and  made  his  tone  even  more  kindly  than  it  was 
before,  as  he  replied, — 

"  And  you  shall  have  it,  lady.  But  let  me  hear  how  it  is 
that  protection  is  needed.  Have  you  not  a  mother  and  a 
brother  to  protect  and  help  you  ?" 

"  Alas,  sire !"  replied  Isabel  of  Brienne,  "  my  mother  is  no 
more  my  father's  wife,  nor  my  father's  widow.  She  is  now 
the  wife  of  one  to  whose  will  she  shows  all  dutifid  obedience; 
but  unto  me  the  mother's  care  and  tenderness  are  at  an 
end." 

"  Fair  lady,"  said  the  King,  "  the  time  that  I  can  spare 
you  is  but  short,  and  it  may  save  you  both  trouble  and  grief, 
and,  perhaps,  fi'om  one  cause  or  another,  may  likemse  spare 
you  a  blush,  if  I  tell  you  that  I  know  the  past.  Lest  you 
should  suspect  that  my  ears  have  been  wTonged,  and  your 
conduct  falsely  told,  the  brief  histoiy  of  the  facts  is  this  : — 
you  have  loved  and  been  beloved  by  a  very  gallant  gentleman, 
one  who  has  served  his  king  and  country  well  and  faithfully ; 
and  your  mother,  not  holding  him  as  dearly  and  highly  as 
we  may  do,  or  you  have  done,  has  opposed  your  marriage 
with  the  man  of  yom-  choice,  and  endeavoured,  as  far  as  may 
be,  to  separate  you  fi'om  him.  He,  in  the  somewhat  indiscreet 
eagerness  of  love,  persuaded  you,  it  would  seem,  to  fly  with 
him  secretly,  and  unite  your  fate  to  his  by  a  clandestine 
maiTiage,  wliich,  upon  every  principle  of  law  and  reason, 
must  be  null  and  void.  However,  at  the  very  altar,  I  am 
told,  your  worthy  stepfather  here  present  surprised  and 
separated  you  from  tliis  bold  gentleman,  took  means  to  insiu'e 
that  you  shoiUd  not  meet  again,  and  was  bringing  or  sending 
you  to  Paris,  when  you  conti'ived  to  escape.  Thus  far  we 
know ;  what  is  there  more  ?  The  tale  that  we  have  heard  is 
very  simple." 

As  the  King  ended,  he  looked  round  with  a  slight  smile, 
which  certainly  might  be  intei-preted  either,  "  This  matter  is 
very  clear,"  or  else,  "  I  know  there  is  another  version." 

The  person  who  answered  it  fii'st,  however,  was  the  good 
priest.  "  That  is  the  story,  sire,"  he  said.  "  'Tis  a  most 
excellent  piece  of  goods,  but  smells  somewhat  of  the  manu- 
factiu-er." 

"  How  so,  sir?  But  let  the  lady  speak,  and  say  if  this  be 
true  or  not." 

"  Tnie,  sire,"  replied  Isabel  de  Brienne,  much  to  the  sur- 
prise of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,     "  It  is  all  true ;  but  there  is 
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much  besides  to  be  said,  and  some  things  which  I  must  say, 
but  wliich,  perhaps,  I  cannot  prove,  especially  now,  when 
deep  grief  masters  me.  As  yom*  majesty  has  said — and  no 
blush  will  stain  my  cheek  while  I  do  own  it — I  loved  and  was 
beloved  by  as  noble  a  gentleman  as  ever  graced  this  land ; 
but  I  tnist  that  I  loved  him  wisely  too,  for  to  that  love  I  have 
been  plighted  since  my  fifteenth  year.  My  father — my  good 
father,  sire,  who  in  times  past  has  stricken  in  many  a  battle 
by  your  side,  and  also,  in  many  another  well-fought  field — 
joined  my  hand  to  his  with  promises  which  I  his  daughter 
was  but  too  willing  to  fulfil.  My  mother,  it  is  true,  always 
looked  somewhat  coldly  on  him  I  loved,  ever  since  he  struck 
to  the  ground  a  base  man,  her  intendant,  for  wronging  an 
unprotected  girl ;  but  still  my  mother  was  present  when  we 
were  plighted  to  each  other;  still  she  was  present  when  my 
father,  on  his  death-bed,  made  me  promise  that  I  would  wed 
the  man  whom  he  had  chosen.  Oh,  how  willingly  I  pro- 
mised!— oh,  how  gladly  I  wordd  have  kept  that  promise! 
But  they  have  rendered  it  vain  !"  And  unable  to  restrain  her- 
self, the  tears  burst  forth,  and  she  wept  bitterly. 

Henry  had  carried  liis  eyes  from  her  to  the  countenance 
of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  from  time  to  time  while  she  spoke, 
and  now,  taking  her  hand  kindly,  he  said,  "  Be  comforted, 
dear  lady,  be  comforted.  This  changes  the  matter  greatly. 
What  else  have  you  to  add?" 

"  Oh  much,  much,  sire,"  replied  Isabel,  wiping  the  tears 
from  her  eyes ;  "  but  I  will  be  brief,  sire  ;  indeed,  J  will  be 
brief,  and  not  waste  your  most  precious  time.  Bernard  de 
Ilohan,  my  promised  husband,  went  to  serve  his  king  in 

Italy " 

"  And  did  serve  him  there  right  well,"  said  the  King. 
"  But  go  on." 

"He  had  l)een  absent  some  time,"  she  continued,  "and  I 
was  longing  fur  his  return,  when  a  nobleman  of  your  majesty's 
court  sought  my  hand,  to  my  great  surprise,  with  my  mother's 
countenance.  Thinking  that  he  had  been  deceived,  I  told 
him  the  whole  truth,  but  still  he  pm'sued  his  suit.  I  wish,  sire, 
that  it  were  not  needful  for  me  to  give  his  name,  but  I  fear 
I  nmst." 

"The  Count  de  Meyrand,"  said  the  King.  "He  has 
alread}-  urged  his  suit  to  us.  What  more  of  him,  fair  lady  ?" 
"He  urged  it  u])on  me,  sire,"  she  answered,  "after  he 
knew  that  my  heart  nvus  given,  and  my  hand  was  promised, 
to  another, — that  other  being  his  own  friend.  He  sought 
me,  sire,  he  persecuted  me,  he  used  words  that  I  will  not 
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repeat,  nay,  menaces,  all  with  the  countenance  of  my  mother, 
who  acted,  I  believe — nay,  I  know — under  the  commands  of 
her  new  husband.  I  was  in  hopes  of  some  relief  when  my 
Lord  of  Masseran  here  took  us  so  suddenly  to  Savoy,  but 
we  were  soon  followed  by  the  gentleman  you  have  named. 
I  was  now  told  to  think  no  more  of  Bernard  de  Rohan.  I 
was  informed  that  my  hand  was  destined  for  the  man  whom, 
by  tliis  time,  I  detested,  and  that  means  would  be  found  to 
make  me  obey.  Vague  and  terrible  fears  came  over  me ;  but 
I  obtained  an  oppoitunity  of  writing  one  letter  to  him  I  loved. 
Would  that  I  had  never  done  so !  for  that  letter  has  killed 
him." 

"  Methinks,  su'e,  it  would  have  been  better,"  said  the  Lord 
of  Masseran,  in  a  sneering  tone,  "  if  the  fair  lady  was  so 
tyrannically  used  in  my  poor  dwelling,  to  write  to  her  brother 
in  the  capital." 

"I  did,"  replied  Isabel  de  Brienne,  "  often  and  most  sor- 
rowfully." 

"  But  did  you  ever  ask  him  to  come  to  you  ?"  demanded 
the  Lord  of  Masseran.     "  He  says  not." 

"  Never,"  replied  Isabel  of  Brienne.  "  On  the  contrary,  I 
besought  him  not  to  come.  I  concealed  half  my  giief,  the 
daily  anguish  of  witnessing  my  mother's  soitow,  the  taunts, 
the  sneers,  the  bitterness,  which,  like  the  Egyptian  pestilence, 
made  our  very  food  swarm  with  reptiles — I  concealed  much, 
much  that  I  might  have  told,  and  still  besought  him  not  to 
come." 

"  May  I  ask  why,  madam  ?"  said  the  King,  with  evident 
surprise.  "  De  Vieilleville,  there  is  something  under  this. 
I  must  hear  the  whole,"  he  added,  seeing  her  hesitate. 
"  Lady,  it  must  be  told." 

"  It  was,  su-e,"  said  Isabel  de  Brienne,  in  a  low  but  dis- 
tinct voice — "  it  was,  that  I  feared  if  brother  and  sister 
should  be  in  the  same  house,  beyond  the  pale  of  your  ma- 
jesty's realm — in  a  place  where  few  questions  are  asked,  and 
secret  acts  do  not  easily  transpire — I  feared — I  say,  I  feared 
much  for  my  brother's  safet}-." 

"  I  understand,"  said  the  King,  "  I  understand.  But  there 
must  be  great  objects  for  such  doings," 

"  Everything  reverts,  sire,"  said  Vieilleville,  addressing 
the  King  in  a  low  voice — "  everything  reverts  to  the  mother 
in  case  of  the  death  of  the  son  and  daughter  without 
children." 

"  These,  sire,  however,"  said  Isabel,  "  were  but  suspicions, 
and  perhaps  were  unjust " 
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"  Oh,  most  unjust,  I  do  assure  your  majesty,"  said  the 
Lord  of  Masseran,  who  had  more  than  once  shown  a  dis- 
position to  break  in,  but  had  been  resti'ained  by  a  gesture 
from  the  King.  "  Such  base  designs  never  entered  my 
mind." 

"Perhaps  such  suspicions  were  unjust,  sire,"  continued 
Isabel.  "  But  to  speak  of  facts.  I  had  been  forced  out  more 
than  once  to  hunting  parties  where  the  Count  of  Meyrand 
joined  us ;  and  at  length,  on  one  occasion,  I  was  told  that  I 
must  needs  go  forth  with  my  Lord  of  Masseran  to  visit  a 
house  of  his,  farther  in  the  mountains.  I  went  with  fear,  sire, 
on  many  accounts.  First,  the  hour  he  chose  was  strange, 
just  before  sunset;  next,  my  mother  was  not  with  us,  and 
next,  the  train  appointed  to  accompany  us  was  smaller  than 
usual.  Scarcely  had  night  fallen,  when  we  were  suddenly 
attacked  and  overpowered  by  a  large  body  of  men " 

"  Was  this  with  -violence  ?"  demanded  the  King.  "  Was 
any  one  killed  or  hmt  r" 

"  None,  but  some  of  the  old  and  faithful  servants  of  my 
family,"  replied  the  young  lady,  "  who  forgot  where  they 
were,  and  how  situated,  and  defended  their  young  misti'ess 
with  then-  lives.  One  of  them  escaped,  and  fled  to  a  little 
inn  for  help  ;  but  in  the  meantime  we  were,  as  I  have  said, 
overpowered  and  carried  off  farther  into  the  hills,  my  Lord 
of  Masseran  as  well  as  myself ;  though  I  cannot  help  think- 
ing that  he  went  somewhat  willingly,  for  certainly  amongst 
the  assailants  there  was  one,  if  not  more,  of  the  attendants  of 
his  good  friend  the  Count  de  MejTand.  When  we  had  gone 
some  way — a  long  way,  indeed,  it  seemed  to  me — a  cavalier 
who  had  been  found  at  the  inn,  none  other  than  Monsieur 
de  Rohan,  came  to  our  rescue,  having  gathered  together  a 
number  of  persons  sufficient  to  deliver  us." 

"  A  number  of  brigands !"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
interrupting  her — "  brigands,  you  mean,  young  lady !  bri- 
gands !" 

"  Ha  !  ha  !"  cried  the  priest,  "  wonderfully  good !  That 
bolt  was  smartly  shot,  my  good  Lord  of  Masseran.  But  as 
you  have  put  a  word  to  the  lady's  story,  I  will  put  another ; 
she  says  '  persons,'  you  say  '  brigands ;'  I  say,  anybody  he 
could  get.  I  was  one  of  the  number:  there  were  other 
jjeople  from  the  inn,  and  the  brigands,  it  is  very  true,  came 
and  joined  us  ;  not  Hking,  as  your  majesty  may  easily  con- 
ceive, tliat  the  good  Lurd  of  Masseran,  or  any  otlier  lord, 
should  take  their  trade  out  of  their  hands.  However,  we 
refused  no  help  where  we  could  get  it.     The  Clievalier  de 
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Meyrand,  who  was  at  the  inn  when  tlic  man  came  cvyhig  for 
aid,  remained  at  the  table  with  the  capons,  and  the  bottles  of 
wine,  not  liking,  as  may  well  be  supposed,  to  ft-ustrate  his 
own  schemes,  or  fight  against  his  own  people ;  and  Bernard 
de  Kohan,  with  what  assistance  he  could  get,  set  free  the 
young  lady,  ay,  and  the  Lord  of  Masseran  to  boot." 

"  Then  there  were,  in  truth,  brigands  with  you,  my  good 
father  ?"  said  the  King. 

"  In  sooth  were  there,  sire,"  replied  the  priest ;  "  some  of 
the  best  brigands  between  this  and  Naples ;  and  I  have  a 
shrewd  notion  that  Corse  de  Leon  was  there  himself." 

"  Indeed !"  said  the  King,  vnth  a  smile ;  "  then  I  wish  I 
had  been  there  also  :  I  would  give  half  a  province  to  see  that 
man,  who  seems  to  have  been  born  for  a  general,  and  be- 
come a  brigand  by  accident." 

"  Brissac  A\Tites  me  word,  sire,"  said  the  Marechal  de 
Vieilleville,  "  that  Corse  de  Leon  has  served  you  better  in 
Piedmont  than  any  tlu-ee  captains  in  your  service." 

"  That  may  well  be,"  said  the  King ;  "  but  yet  we  must 
not  too  openly  favour  such  gentry. — Now,  lady,  we  have  in- 
terrupted you  too  long." 

"  I  have  but  little  more  to  say,  sire,"  replied  Isabel  de 
Brienne.  "  As  those  who  had  delivered  us  Avere  carrying  us 
back  to  the  castle  in  safety,  I  had  fidl  opportunity — the  first 
time  for  years — of  speaking  with  my  promised  husband,  who 
informed  me  that  he  came,  not  alone  to  seek  my  hand,  but 
to  bear  despatches  from  Monsieur  de  Brissac  to  my  Lord  of 
Masseran  there.  What  I  have  to  tell  farther  is  not  altogether 
of  my  own  knowledge ;  but  let  him  deny  the  facts  if  he  can, 
for  there  are  persons  who  can  prove  them  if  he  does  deny 
them.  He  received  intelligence  that  Monsieur  de  Rohan 
brought  him  despatches  and  directions  of  an  unpleasant  kind, 
and  he  left  the  chateau  that  he  might  not  receive  them.  He 
also  ordered  that  admittance  should  be  refused  both  to  my 
mother  and  myself;  and  I  had  reason  to  believe  that  a  new 
scheme  was  formed  for  compelling  me  to  wed  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  In  these  circumstances,  your  majesty,  I  saw  no 
chance  of  escape  but  in  doing  as  I  did  do.  I  was  far  from 
your  protecting  arm ;  I  was,  in  fact,  in  the  power,  and  at  the 
disposal,  not  of  my  mother,  but  of  a  stranger  to  our  house  and 
nation ;  and  I  knew  that  if  I  delayed  or  hesitated,  even  for  a 
few  days,  I  was  likely  to  be  borne  far  away  beyond  the 
power  of  rescue  or  deliverance.  I  held  that  my  father's  will 
and  wishes  justified  me  in  what,  at  other  times,  might  have 
been  a  rash,  perhaps  an  improper  act ;  and  having  the  op- 
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portunitv  both  of  seeing  him  I  loved  and  escaping  with  him, 
I  did  not  hesitate  :  our  pmpose  being  immediately  to  seek 
your  presence,  and  cast  ourselves  at  your  majesty's  feet,  en- 
treating your  gi-acious  pardon.  We  were  afterwards  seized 
at  the  altar,  as  your  majesty  has  been  told ;  and  I  was  then 
canied  away,  as  if  with  the  pui-pose  of  taking  me  to  some 
remote  place,  but,  in  reality,  to  give  the  opportunity  of  a 
mock  delivei'ance  by  the  Count  of  Meyrand."  And  she  gave 
a  brief  account  of  what  had  taken  place  after  the  Count  came 
apparently  to  her  rescue.  "  I  doubt  not  that  he  was  carry- 
ing me  to  Paris,"  she  continued,  "  and  might  ultimately  have 
brought  me  to  your  majesty's  presence  ;  but  I  neither  chose 
to  be  entirely  in  his  power,  and  at  his  disposal,  after  all  that 
had  happened,  nor  to  quit  that  part  of  the  countiy  where  I 
had  reason  to  believe  my  brother  was  or  might  soon  be,  and 
where  my  husband — yes,  sire,  my  husband,  for  a  vow  had 
been  spoken  which  nothing  but  death  could  do  away — where 
my  husband  lay  a  captive  in  the  hands  of  that  dangerous 
man.  With  the  aid  of  Father  Willand  here,  I  made  my 
escape  ;  but  alas  !  alas  !  it  was  only  to  find  that  he  who  had 
loved  me  well  and  truly  was  no  longer  in  life  to  protect  and 
guide  me.  I  found,  sire,  that  he  had  died  a  horrible  death 
in  the  castle  of  Masseran,  by  the  falling  of  the  tower  under 
which  he  was  confined." 

She  spoke,  to  all  appearance,  calmly;  even  the  last  words 
were  distinct,  though  low ;  but  she  kept  her  eyes  bent  down, 
and,  closing  them  for  a  moment,  the  drops  of  tears  broke 
through  the  long  black  lashes  like  a  crushed  diamond. 

"  I  gi'ieve  for  you,  dear  lady,"  said  the  King,  "  and  I  sym- 
pathize ^-ith  you  also  ;  for  I  loved  this  young  gentleman 
well.  But  tell  me,  have  you  any  suspicion  that  his  death 
was  brought  about  unfairly  ? " 

"  No,  sire,  no,"  she  replied ;  "  I  have  no  cause  to  suppose 
so.  I  know  nothing  farther  than  that  it  is  as  I  have  told 
you." 

"  You  see,  sire,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  that  she  ex- 
culpates me  from  blame  in  this  matter." 

"  No,  my  lord,  no,"  rejilied  the  King.  "  Of  the  manner  of 
this  gentleman's  death  she  knows  nothing ;  but  in  regard  to 
your  preceding  conduct,  she  does  anything  but  exculpate 
you.  She  says,  or  I  am  mistaken,  that  she  had  good  reason 
to  know  a  scheme  had  been  formed  for  compelling  her  to 
marry  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  and  also  for  bearing  her  far 
away  beyond  the  possibility  of  rescue  or  deliverance.  Call 
you  this  exculpating  you  ?" 
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"  But  I  deny  that  this  is  the  case,  sire,"  replied  the  Lord 
of  Masseran.  "  How  couhl  she  tell  what  were  my  schemes 
or  what  were  my  plans  ?  These  are  but  vague  suspicions, 
engendered  by  disappointment  and  anger." 

"  No,  my  lord,  they  are  not,"  replied  Isabel  de  Brienne ; 
"  they  are  not  vague  suspicions  :  they  are  certainties  which 
I  have  never  yet  fully  told  to  any  one  ;  no,  not  even  to  him  I 
loved,  because  you  are  my  mother's  husband ;  but  may  I  put 
you  in  mind  of  a  Gennan  courier  who  was  with  you  secretly 
on  the  twenty -ninth  of  last  month — not  the  first  that  came 
that  day — ay,  and  of  the  Spaniard  who  came  two  days  after- 
wards   " 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  turned  paler  than  his  ruff,  and 
clasped  his  hands  together,  as  if  about  to  pray  for  mercy; 
but  Isabel  went  on,  "  With  his  majesty's  permission,  I  will 
first  tell  you  in  your  ear,  my  lord,  what  I  know  of  those 
couriers.  Then,  if  you  will  have  it  so,  and  still  deny  the 
fact,  I  will  speak  aloud,  and  call  on  those  who  can  prove  it." 

The  King  bowed  his  head  in  token  of  consent ;  and  while 
Isabel  spoke  for  a  few  moments  with  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
apart,  he  said  to  Vieilleville,  with  a  thoughtful  look,  "  You 
see  Brissac's  information  was  good." 

"  Might  it  not  be  better,  sire,"  said  Vieilleville,  "  to  send 
this  man  for  a  few  days  to  the  Bastile,  in  order  to  ascertain 
how  the  case  now  stands .?" 

"  It  is  not  worth  while,"  replied  the  King,  in  the  same 
under  voice  ;  "  the  treaty  will  so  soon  be  concluded,  that  he 
can  do  no  mischief,  especially  while  we  keep  him  about  the 
court.  On  the  contrary,  Vieilleville,  I  hope  and  trust  he  will 
not  drive  this  poor  girl  to  say  any  more ;  for  I  suspect,  if  she 
were  to  tell  all,  I  shoidd  be  obliged  to  punish  him ;  and  that 
same  sword  of  justice  is  the  heaviest  and  most  unpleasant 
one  to  wield  I  know.  Well,  fair  lady,  does  your  penitent 
admit  the  facts  ?" 

"  He  does  not  deny,  my  lord,"  replied  Isabel  de  Brienne, 
"  that  I  had  good  cause  for  suspicion ;  and  he  has  moreover 
promised  me,  both  in  his  own  name  and  in  that  of  my 
mother,  that  I  shall  never  be  farther  pressed  to  give  my  hand 
to  any  one,  but  shall  be  permitted  to  do  the  only  thing  that 
now  remains  for  me  to  do  in  life ;  to  retire  from  a  world 
where  I  have  known  little  but  sorrow,  and  vow  myself  to  the 
altar  for  ever." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  the  King ;  "  not  so,  fair  lady ;  not  so. 
We  will  have  you  think  of  this  better.  Such  charms  as  yours 
were  never  made  for  the  cloister.     At  all  events,  let  the  first 
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shadow  of  this  grief  pass  away ;  you  know  not  what  may 
hapjien  to  change  yoitr  views." 

"  Nothing  can  ever  do  so,  sire,"  replied  Isabel  de  Brienne. 
"  Your  majesty  must  not  forget,  that  with  him  who  is  gone  I 
have  been  brought  up  all  my  life.  The  sweet  years  of  child- 
hood— the  happiest  period  that  I  have  ever  known — are  in 
remembrance,  liill  of  him  and  of  his  affection.  To  him  all 
my  thoughts  have  been  given,  all  my  wishes  linked  from 
childhood  until  now :  the  thoughts  so  nurtured  have  become 
part  of  my  being.  His  glory  I  have  felt  as  my  glory,  his 
happiness  I  have  prayed  for  before  my  own,  and  his  praise 
has  been  to  my  heart  the  most  tunefid  of  all  sounds.  I  can 
never  think  otherwise  than  I  have  thought,  sire ;  and  I  will 
beseech  your  majesty  not  to  give  this  good  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran  any  motive  to  withdraw  the  word  that  he  has  plighted 
to  me." 

"  Nay,  I  will  not  do  that,"  replied  the  King.  "  I  will  hold 
him  bound  by  that  Avord,  that  neither  he  nor  yom'  mother 
shall  offer  any  opposition  to  your  wishes  in  this  respect;  but 
still,  at  the  King's  request,  you  must  delay  the  execution  of 
such  a  scheme,  at  least  for  a  short  time." 

"  I  fear,  sire,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  that  it  will  be 
in  vain.  As  your  majesty  well  knows,  and  as  I  do  not  scruple 
to  confess,  I  had  other  views  and  wishes  for  her;  but  I  know 
that  she  is  of  so  fixed  and  determined  a  nature,  that  when, 
believing  she  is  right,  she  has  made  up  her  mind  to  a  certain 
course  of  action,  nothing  will  move  her  to  abandon  it." 

"  We  shall  see,  we  shall  see,"  said  the  King.  "  I  would 
fain  not  lose  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments  of  our  court. — 
Vicillevillc,"  he  continued,  "  unto  your  care  I  will  com- 
mend this  young  lady.  Take  her  with  you  to  the  apartments 
of  your  daughter,  and  of  my  daughter  Claude.  Bid  the 
Princess  love  her  and  soothe  her,  and  consult  with  the  Queen 
where  she  can  best  be  placed  in  the  chateau,  so  as  to  have 
comfort,  and  ease,  and  repose,  with  as  little  of  the  bustle  and 
gaiety  of  a  court  as  may  be,  for  the  time.  Such  things  will 
be  harsh  to  you,  I  know,  young  lady.  Monsieur  do  Mas- 
seran, we  will  be  father  and  mother  also  to  her  for  a  while. 
Father  Willand,  let  me  see  you  at  nightfall;  I  have  some- 
what to  say  to  you,  my  good  friend." 

"  I  shall  make  tlu;  almoner  in  waiting  jealous,"  said  Father 
Willand;  "  l)Ut  1  hope  your  majesty  will  order  me  some 
dinner;  for  I  (hmbt  nuich  if,  in  your  whole  palace,  I  should 
lind  any  one  charitaljle  enough  to  bestow  an  alms  on  a  poor 
wandering  priest  like  myself." 
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"  You  are  mistaken,  good  father,"  said  Vieillevillc.  "  You 
will  find  your  cover  at  my  table.  Come  with  me ;  we  must  no 
farther  occupy  his  majesty's  time." 

Thus  saying,  he  led  Isabel  de  Brienne  to  the  door ;  but 
before  he  had  gone  out,  the  King  called  him  back,  and  said, 
in  a  low  voice,  "  Do  not  let  the  Savoyard  quit  the  court. 
Should  need  be,  tell  him  I  require  his  presence  the  day  after 
to-morrow.  Discourage  these  ideas  of  nunneries.  Poor 
Meyrand  is  madly  in  love  with  this  gu'l ;  and  it  is  strange  to 
see  how  passion  mixes  itself  up  with  his  supercilious  air  of 
indifference.     Perhaps  she  may  be  brought  to  yield." 

"  I  think  not,  sire,"  replied  Vieilleville,  bluntly ;  and  with  a 
low  bow  left  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

The  horse  was  strong  and  fi*esh,  and  Bernard  de  Rohan  rode 
on  rapidly.  The  stars  came  out  brighter  and  brighter,  as  the 
night  deepened,  and  the  clear,  deep,  lustrous  pui-ple  of  those 
fair  southern  skies  became  mingled  with  yellow  light,  as  the 
moon,  looking  large  and  defined,  rose  over  the  deep  black 
smnmits  of  the  eastern  hills.  It  was  not  long  before  the 
French  frontier  was  passed ;  and  in  those  days,  as  Savoy  was 
completely  in  the  occupation  of  the  French,  no  guards 
watched  upon  the  way  to  stop  or  question  the  stranger 
coming  from  the  neighbouring  land. 

Judging  the  distance  which  Isabel  must  have  gone,  even 
at  a  slow  pace,  to  be  considerable,  Bernard  de  Rohan  did 
not  think  fit  to  pause  at  any  of  the  first  towns  or  villages 
which  he  met  with,  but  avoiding  man's  habitation  as  far  as 
possible,  went  on  till  his  horse's  speed  began  to  flag,  and  he 
found  it  necessary  to  stop  for  repose  and  refreshment.  He 
had  now  gone  on,  however,  for  about  five  hours,  so  that  it 
was  by  this  time  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  with  difficulty 
he  made  himself  heard  in  a  small  hamlet  on  the  road  to 
Grenoble.  He  procured,  at  length,  some  refreshment  for 
himself  and  for  his  horse,  but  no  tidings  whatsoever  which 
could  lead  him  to  judge  whether  Isabel  and  his  servants  had, 
or  had  not,  taken  the  same  road  which  he  himself  was  follow- 
ing. He  remained,  however,  for  two  hoiu-s,  to  allow  the  horse 
time  to  rest,  and  then  once  more  putting  his  foot  in  the  stiiTup, 
rode  onward  at  a  slower  pace. 

About  an  hom-  after,  the  day  once  more  began  to  dawn, 
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and  he  found  himself  winding  in  and  out  amongst  the 
beautifid  hills  ^Yhich  border  the  Isere.  Everything  was  rich, 
and  fertile,  and  picturesque,  and  upon  those  scenes  the  eye  of 
Bernard  de  Rohan  could  have  rested  with  infinite  pleasiu'e 
at  any  other  time ;  but  now  anxious  eagerness  hurried  him 
on,  scarcely  remarking  the  objects  around  for  any  other  piu'- 
pose  than  to  judge  where  he  was,  and  how  far  from  Grenoble, 
A  little  after  five  in  the  morning,  he  passed  through  the 
small  -village  of  Montbonnat,  and  heard  with  gladness  the 
assurance  of  the  people  of  the  place  that  he  was  not  much 
more  than  two  leagues  fi'om  Grenoble. 

After  gi\'ing  his  horse  a  draught  of  water,  he  went  on  his 
way  again  through  that  beautiful  district  of  streams  and 
mountains,  constantly  ascending  and  descending,  till  at 
length,  not  far  fi'om  the  hamlet  of  Imfray,  he  saw  before  liim 
a  single  horseman  coming  slowly  on,  the  first  person,  in  fact, 
whom  he  had  met  upon  the  road  since  he  had  set  out  the 
night  before. 

A\lien  the  young  cavalier  first  perceived  him,  the  man  was 
at  the  distance  of  some  two  hundred  yards ;  but  it  was  with 
no  small  pleasure  that  Bernard  de  Rohan  at  once  recognised 
one  of  his  own  servants,  named  Pierre  Millort,  an  honest 
but  somewhat  weak  man,  who  had  been  born  upon  his  own 
estates,  and  had  served  liim  for  many  years.  He  now  felt 
certain  of  obtaining  speedy  news  of  Isabel  de  Brienne,  and 
rode  directly  towards  the  other  horseman,  expecting  that  the 
man  would  remember  his  lord's  person  at  once.  The  young 
nobleman,  however,  dressed  in  the  habit  which  had  been 
given  him  by  Corse  de  Leon,  bore  not  at  all  his  usual  aspect, 
and  good  Peter  Millort  also  devoutly  believed  him  to  be 
dead.  It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  therefore,  that  he  looked 
upon  the  person  who  approached  him  as  a  complete  stranger; 
and  fancying  that  there  was  something  in  his  apj)earance  of 
a  very  doubtful  nature,  he  drew  his  sword  a  little  forward, 
as  he  saw  the  strange  cavalier  riding  directly  up  to  him,  and 
prepared  to  defend  himself,  in  case  of  need,  as  well  as 
might  be. 

When  Bernard  de  Rohan  called  him  by  his  name,  how- 
ever, asking  if  he  did  not  recollect  him,  astonishment,  not  a 
little  iiiiuglcd  with  superstitious  fear,  made  the  man  nearly 
full  I'roiii  Ills  horse,  and  he  felt  strongly  inclined  to  argue  the 
matter  with  his  young  master,  in  order  to  persuade  him  that 
he  was  really  dead.  At  length,  becoming  fully  convinced 
that  such  was  not  the  case,  and  that  Bernard  himself,  in  a 
l^odily  and  cor])oreul  form,  was  before  his  eyes,  he  gave  him 
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the  information  which  he  desired  regarding  Isabel  deBrienne, 
though  that  information  was  by  no  means  satisfactory  to  the 
yonng  cavalier. 

The  lady  had  arrived  at  Grenoble,  he  said,  on  the  very 
same  day  that  she  had  set  out  from  Gandelot's  inn ;  but 
finding  that  her  brother  was  not  there,  and  had  not  sent  any 
notice  of  his  coming  to  the  house  in  the  city  where  she  ex- 
pected to  hear  of  him,  she  had  taken  her  departure  on  the 
following  morning,  in  order  to  reach  the  capital  and  throw 
herself  upon  the  protection  of  the  King  as  speedily  as  pos- 
sible. She  hoped  to  an-ive  at  Vienne  in  one  day,  the  man 
continued,  and  had  sent  him  off  at  once  to  convey  intelligence 
of  her  route  to  somebody  he  was  to  meet  at  Gandelot's  inn. 

"  Then  how  happened  you  not  to  be  there  last  night?"  de- 
manded Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  Had  you  pursued  yoiu* 
journey,  you  would  have  saved  me  the  trouble  of  coming  to 
Grenoble,  and  would  have  enabled  me  to  cut  across  the 
country  and  join  her  at  Vienne  this  morning.  Now  she  will 
be  two  whole  days  in  advance  of  me." 

"  And  not  a  horse  will  you  get  in  Grenoble  with  which  to 
pursue  your  way,"  replied  the  man  ;  "  for  that's  the  reason, 
sir,  why  I  did  not  come  on  at  once." 

"  Had  you  not  yom*  own  horse  ?"  demanded  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  somewhat  angrily. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  answered  the  servant,  "  I  had ;  but  a  sad 
accident  happened  to  him,  poor  fellow.  I  left  Grenoble  at 
the  very  same  moment  that  the  lady  set  out  for  Vienne,  but 
I  had  not  got  far  beyond  La  Tronche,  when  the  road  being 
covered  with  loose  stones  which  had  rolled  down  from  the 
hill,  my  horse  slipped  and  fell,  cutting  both  his  knees  to 
pieces.  I  was  obliged  to  lead  him  back  into  the  town,  and 
no  horse  could  I  get  for  love  or  money,  till  at  length  I  made 
a  bargain  with  a  peasant  from  B achat  to  change  with  me,  he 
taking  my  fine  beast  on  the  chance  of  curing  him,  and  giving 
me  this  wretched  animal  in  his  stead,  to  enable  me  to  go  on 
my  way.  It  is  not,  however,  an  hour  since  he  brought  the 
beast  in.     So  you  see,  sir,  I  have  lost  no  time." 

"  That  is  enough,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  thoughtfully ; 
"  that  is  enough.  I  must  go  on  to  Grenoble  now,  however. 
Come  with  me  ;  you  will  not  be  wanted  at  Gandelot's  inn ;" 
and  thus  saying,  he  rode  on  to  the  town,  where  it  was  neces- 
sary to  give  his  own  horse  a  long  time  to  rest,  for  the  dis- 
tance which  he  had  come  was  more  than  fifty  miles,  and  the 
road  steep,  difficult,  and  fatiguing. 

.Judging  by  the  rate  at  which  Isabel  was  proceeding,  it 
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was  clear  that  slie  must  reach  Lyons  before  that  day  closed ; 
for  though  she  might  not  accomplish  her  purpose  of  arriving 
at  Vienne  on  the  day  before,  yet  the  distance  to  Lyons  itself 
was  but  two  easy  days'  journey. 

Every  means  that  long  military  experience  suggested  was 
employed  by  Bernard  de  Rohan  to  refi'esh  and  invigorate 
his  horse  more  speedily,  and  those  means  were  very  suc- 
cessful, although  some  of  them  may  appear  to  us,  in  this  age, 
somewhat  fantastic.  Balls  of  spice  were  given  to  the  animal, 
his  feet  and  pasterns  were  bathed  in  red  wine,  and  various 
other  proceedings  of  the  same  kind  were  adopted  with  a 
similar  view.  It  was  impossible,  however,  to  go  on  till  to- 
wards the  evening,  and  even  then  the  young  cavalier  found 
that  it  was  in  vain  to  seek  Vienne  that  night,  as  neither  his 
own  horse  nor  that  of  liis  attendant  could  accomplish  the 
distance.  They  proceeded  as  far  as  possible,  however,  so 
as  to  leave  a  moderate  day's  journey  between  them  and 
Lyons,  and  on  the  succeeding  evening  Bernard  de  Rohan 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  fair  city  of  the  Rhone  spread 
out  before  his  eyes,  and  of  knowing  that  there  could  not  well 
be  more  than  one  day's  journey  between  him  and  her  he 
loved. 

The  great  difficulty,  however,  now  was  to  discover  at  what 
inn  Isabel  had  lodged  on  the  preceding  night,  in  order  to 
ascertain  what  route  she  had  followed  on  her  farther  journey, 
Lyons,  even  at  that  time,  was  a  very  large  and  important 
city,  filled  with  inns  of  every  sort  and  description  ;  and  as  in 
those  days  despotic  suspicion  had  not  invented  the  fetter-lock 
of  passports ;  as  there  was  no  tyrannical  police,  no  licensed 
spies  to  whom  the  abode  of  every  citizen,  the  sleeping-place 
of  every  traveller,  the  movements  of  every  being  in  the  realm 
were  known,  as  is  now  the  case  in  France,  Bernard  de  Rohan 
had  no  other  means  of  iiscertaining  the  resting-place  of  Isabel 
during  the  ])reccding  night,  than  his  own  conjectui'cs  or  in- 
quiries made  at  all  the  principal  places  of  public  reception. 

When  he  had  himself  passed  through  Lyons  some  time 
before,  he  had  been  in  command  of  a  considerable  body  of 
soldiers,  and  had  lodged  at  an  inn  in  the  suburb  of  La  Guil- 
lotiere.  That  suburb  was  not  so  large  in  those  days  as  at 
present ;  but  it  possessed  at  that  period  one  of  the  best  inns 
which  Lyons  could  boast  of ;  and  as  the  servants  who  now 
accom])anic(l  Isabel  du  Brienne  were  then  with  him  and  he 
had  ri'iiiaincd  for  scleral  days  there,  he  judged  it  not  at  all 
unlikely  that  they  might  have  conducted  his  fair  bride  to  the 
resting-place  when;  they  had  previously  lodged.     He  rode, 
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then,  directly  to  the  same  inn,  which  was  sun-ounded  by  its 
own  court  and  gardens  ;  but  the  faces  that  presented  them- 
selves were  strange  to  him  ;  for  amongst  all  the  mutable 
things  of  this  earth  there  are  few  more  mutable  than  the  ser- 
vants of  an  inn. 

In  general,  at  all  the  auberges  on  the  road,  a  man  on 
horseback  was  sure  to  meet  with  attention  and  good  treat- 
ment; but  in  such  a  city  as  Lyons,  luxury  had  of  course 
brought  fastidious  notions  along  with  it ;  and  the  frequent 
visits  of  persons  with  large  trains,  ladies  in  immense  rum- 
bling carriages  or  clumsy  horse  litters,  made  the  horseman 
with  liis  single  attendant  and  weary  horses  an  object  of  very 
little  imj5ortance  in  the  eyes  of  the  drawers  and  ostlers. 

Perceiving  some  slackness  of  civility,  the  young  cavalier 
ordered  the  host  to  be  sent  to  him,  and  the  landlord  of  the 
Checkers,  for  so  the  inn  was  called,  presented  himself,  gazing 
upon  the  young  gentleman  at  first  as  a  perfect  stranger.  A 
moment  after,  howevei*,  the  face  of  the  Baron  de  Rohan  came 
to  his  remembrance,  at  first  connecting  itself  vaguely  with 
considerable  sums  of  money  received,  and  numerous  expen- 
sive attendants,  horses,  arms,  banners,  et  cetera ;  so  that  liis 
satellites  were  very  soon  surprised  by  seeing  various  low  and 
profound  inclinations  of  his  head,  as  he  welcomed  "  his  lord- 
ship" back  to  Lyons  ;  hoped  that  the  campaign  had  gone 
well  with  him.  Gradually  recollecting  more  of  the  circum- 
stances, he  recalled  even  his  visitor's  name  itself,  and  in  tones 
of  indignant  haste  bade  the  stable-boys  take  Monseigneur 
de  Rohan's  horses,  and  the  chamberlain  show  monseigneur 
himself  to  the  best  apartments  of  the  inn,  while  he  followed, 
bowing  lowly  every  time  the  young  cavalier  turned  round. 

Bernard  de  Rohan's  first  inquiries  were  for  Isabel  de 
Brienne ;  but  the  good  host  was  far  too  wise  and  practised 
in  his  ]5rofession  to  satisfy  the  young  gentleman  fidly  before 
he  had  fixed  him  at  his  own  inn.  Oh,  yes,  undoubtedly,  he 
said,  such  a  lady  had  been  there,  and  had  set  off  that  very 
morning,  with  just  such  attendants  as  monseigneur  described. 
He  would  come  back  and  tell  him  more,  he  continued,  in 
one  minute,  when  he  had  merely  given  orders  for  a  nice 
little  supper  to  be  sent  up,  and  had  seen  that  the  horses 
were  property  cared  for.  But  when  he  at  length  made  his 
appearance,  after  being  absent  till  the  supper  he  talked  of 
was  nearly  ready,  and  the  young  gentleman  actually  sent  for 
him,  it  then  turned  out,  of  course,  that  the  lady  he  spoke  of 
was  quite  a  different  person,  some  forty  years  of  age,  and 
the  widow  of  some  famous  marshal,  dead  many  years  before. 

n2 
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Bernard  de  Rohan  was  disappointed,  but  he  did  not  suffer 
his  equanimity  to  be  disturbed  at  finding  some  little  want  of 
sincerity  in  an  innkeeper.  He  partook  but  lightly,  however, 
of  the  good  host's  supper;  and  then,  directing  the  attendant 
who  accompanied  him  to  make  inquiries  at  all  the  inns 
in  the  suburb  where  they  then  were,  he  liimself  set  out  on 
foot,  and  passing  the  bridge,  pursued  the  search  throughout 
the  town  of  Lyons.  That  search,  however,  proved  vain ;  and 
not  the  slightest  tidings  of  Isabel  and  her  train  had  Bernard 
de  Rohan  been  able  to  find  before  the  sun  went  down. 

He  was  preparing  to  return  to  the  inn,  in  the  hope  that 
his  servant  might  have  been  more  successful  than  himself, 
when,  in  passing  down  one  of  the  long  narrow  streets  which 
led  fi'om  the  great  square,  he  was  met  by  a  crowd  of  people 
so  dense,  that  he  found  it  would  be  absolutely  impossible  to 
traverse  it,  and  he  accordingly  turned  (little  caring  what  had 
caused  the  assemblage)  in  order  to  pass  round  by  the  church 
of  the  Feuillans,  and  make  his  way  homeward  by  another  street. 

The  pavement  of  the  good  town  of  Lyons  is  by  no  means 
pleasant  or  easy  to  walk  upon,  in  the  present  day,  being 
entirely  composed  of  round  slippery  stones,  on  which  the 
feet  seem  to  have  no  hold.  In  those  times  it  was  even  worse, 
for  it  was  irregular  in  construction,  as  well  as  bad  in  material ; 
and  Bernard  de  Rohan  himself,  though  strong  and  active, 
found  it  no  easy  task  to  outwalk,  even  by  a  pace  or  two,  a 
crowd  of  persons  better  accustomed  to  tread  those  streets 
than  himself  He  had  contrived  to  get  a  few  steps  in  ad- 
vance, however,  and  had  reached  the  long  narrow  street 
which  passes  round  by  the  side  of  the  church,  when  he  was 
stopped  just  as  he  was  about  to  pass  down  it  by  another 
crowd  as  dense  as  the  first,  by  which  he  was  forcibly  borne 
along.  The  two  currents,  meeting  in  the  more  open  street 
he  had  just  quitted,  carried  him  forward  in  the  midst  of 
them,  and  finding  it  impossible  to  escape,  he  gave  himself  up 
for  the  time,  and  turning  to  a  lad  who  was  near,  inquired 
what  was  the  occasion  which  called  so  many  persons  together. 

"  ^Vlly,  where  do  you  come  from,  seigneur,"  said  the  young 
man,  "  that  you  don't  know  all  this  business  ?" 

"  I  come  from  Italy,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "where 
I  have  been  with  the  army.  But,  once  again,  what  is  all  this 
about.?" 

"  AVliy  I  should  liave  thought  it  might  have  reached 
there,"  repHed  the  lad.  "But  don't  you  know  they  are 
bringing  along  .Jamets,  the  great  heretic  printer,  to  burn  him 
in  the  Place  de  Terreaux  ?" 
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"  Indeed  !"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  Pray  what  has  he 
done  to  merit  such  a  terrible  punisliment .?" 

"  What  has  he  done  ?"  cried  the  young  man,  with  a  look 
of  indignation.  "  He  is  a  heretic ;  is  not  that  enough  ? 
Don't  they  all  mock  the  holy  mass  ? — What  has  he  done  ?  I 
should  not  wonder  if  you  were  a  heretic  yourself." 

"  No,  no,  my  good  youth,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan ;  "  I 
certainly  am  not  that.  But  they  were  not  so  strict  about 
these  matters  a  year  or  two  ago,  when  I  went  with  the  army 
into  Italy." 

"  There  is  much  need  they  should  be  strict  now,"  replied 
the  boy,  who  as  usual  thought  it  manly  to  outdo  the  follies 
of  his  elders,  "  for  the  poisonous  vermin  have  infected  the 
whole  place.  Don't  push  so,  Peter,"  he  continued,  speaking 
to  one  of  those  behind  him,  who  was  urging  him  forward 
exactly  in  the  same  manner  that  he  was  pressing  on  those 
before  him. 

"  Get  on  !  get  on !  or  we  shall  not  see  the  sight,"  cried 
the  other.     "  They  have  taken  him  on  thi'ough  the  lane." 

In  a  few  minutes  the  crowd  began  to  issue  forth  into  the 
Place  de  Terreaux ;  and  before  he  could  disengage  himself, 
the  ten-ible  preparations  for  bm-niug  of  one  of  the  unfortu- 
nate victims  of  superstition  were  before  the  eyes  of  Bernard 
de  Rohan.  A  space  was  railed  off  in  the  centre  of  the 
square,  and  kept  clear  by  guards ;  but  in  the  midst 
thereof,  at  the  distance  of  about  thirty  yards  from  the  young 
cavalier,  appeared  an  elderly  man,  with  a  fine  and  intelligent 
countenance,  pale  as  ashes,  and  evidently  fully  sensible  of 
all  the  agonies  of  the  death  he  was  about  to  endure.  He 
was  chained  upright  to  an  enormous  post  or  stake  driven 
into  the  gi'ound,  and  one  of  the  brutal  executioners  was  seen 
fastening  the  chain  tighter  round  his  neck,  though  another 
had,  by  this  time,  lighted  the  fagots  which  had  been  piled  up 
underneath  and  ai'ound  his  feet.  From  time  to  time  the 
victim  closed  his  eyes,  and  his  lips  moved  as  if  murmuring 
forth  a  prayer ;  at  other  moments,  he  cast  a  wild  and  fearful 
glance  round  upon  the  people  ;  but  in  general  he  remained 
still  and  quiet,  as  if  striving  within  himself  to  subdue  the 
natural  repugnance  of  the  flesh  to  the  endurance  of  pain 
and  death. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  loved  not  such  sights,  nor  such  acts  ; 
and  as  in  that  open  space  the  crowd  was  thinner  around 
him,  he  was  turning  away  once  more  to  pursue  his  path  home- 
ward, when  a  capuchin  fi'iar  approached  the  unfortunate 
man,  and  holding  up  a  crucifix,    seemed  to   exhort  him  to 
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abandon  liis  faith.  At  that  point,  however,  all  the  finnness 
which  had  supported  him  through  imprisonment  and  trial 
came  back,  and  wa%-ing  his  hand  indignantly,  he  turned 
away  liis  head  with  a  gestm-e  of  disgust. 

The  capuchin  raised  both  his  arms  towards  the  sky;  and 
a  roar  of  fiuious  exidtation  bm'st  from  the  people,  as  the 
flames,  almost  at  the  same  moment,  were  seen  to  rise  up 
round  the  unfortimate  victim,  and  the  con^^.^lsive  gasp  of 
agony  distorted  his  comitenance. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  forced  his  way  on ;  but  as  he  did  so, 
some  one  touched  his  arm  fi'om  behind,  evidently  inten- 
tionally, and  looking  in  that  direction,  he  beheld,  to  his 
great  surprise,  the  countenance  of  Corse  de  Leon. 

The  Brigand  gazed  upon  him  for  a  moment,  but  without 
speaking,  then  tm-ned  his  head  away ;  and  recollecting  the 
warning  which  he  had  received  not  to  notice  him  unless 
spoken  to  by  him,  Bernard  de  Rohan  made  his  way  out 
through  the  people,  and  reached  the  inn  just  as  it  was  grow- 
ing dark.  He  now  found  that  his  attendant  had  been  as 
little  successfid  as  himself  in  the  search  for  Isabel  de 
Brienne  ;  but  the  landlord  informed  him  that  a  gentleman 
named  the  Chevalier  Lenoir  had  been  there  to  inquii'e  for 
him ;  and  Bernard  de  Rohan,  trusting  that  Corse  de  Leon 
might  possess  some  better  means  of  infonnation  than  him- 
self concerning  the  course  which  Isabel  had  taken,  waited 
impatiently  for  the  Brigand's  retm-n. 
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Bernard  de  Rohan  waited  for  nearly  an  hour  before  the 
person  wliom  lie  wished  to  see  made  his  appearance.  At 
length,  however,  the  aubergiste  entered ;  and — with  a  face  of 
so  much  mystery  and  importance  as  almost  to  make  the  young 
gentleman  l)clieve  that  he  was  acquainted  with  the  character 
and  ]iursuits  of  the  Brigand— he  announced  that  the  Chevalier 
Lenoir  had  called  again  to  know  if  the  Baron  de  Rohan  had 
retunicd.  In  a  minute  or  two  after,  Corse  de  Leon  himself 
entered  the  room ;  and  Bernard  could  not  but  feel  some  sur- 
prise at  tlic  manner  in  which  the  wild,  bold,  vehement  rover 
of  the  mountain  side  ccmformed  to  the  usages  of  society,  and 
bent  down  his  energies,  if  we  may  so  say,  to  the  customary 
trammels  of  an  artificial  mode  of  life. 
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He  shook  hands  with  Bernard  de  Rohan  as  an  okl  fiiend, 
put  down  liis  hat  ui^on  the  table  by  his  side,  remarked  that 
the  dust  had  soiled  liis  plume,  spoke  of  the  heat  of  the  past 
day,  and  with  such  empty  nothings  carried  on  the  interview 
till  the  aubergiste  had  retired  and  closed  the  large  oaken  door 
behind  him. 

The  moment  he  was  gone,  however,  the  Brigand  said 
abaiiptly,  "  I  came  hither  before,  to  lead  you  to  the  scene 
whither  it  seems  you  had  gone  without  me.  Is  not  that  a 
lovely  sport?"  he  continued,  with  a  curling  lip  and  a  flashing 
eye — "  is  not  that  a  lovely  sport  for  keen  sleek  priests,  after 
feasting  in  the  refectory  ?  Is  not  that  a  sweet  amusement 
for  these  holy  and  gentle  pastors  to  go  to  with  the  gi'ease  of 
their  patties  still  sticking  upon  their  lips  ?  Pastors !  why  our 
pastors  of  the  Alps  would  teach  them  better  than  that:  they 
take  the  wool  and  use  the  milk,  but  they  roast  not  the  lambs 
of  their  flock,  as  the  people  of  the  plains  do.  By  Heaven, 
it  would  do  my  soul  good  to  make  yon  bloodthirst}^  capuchin 
eat  the  flesh  he  has  cooked  this  night.  They  call  us  lawless 
brigands,"  he  continued — "  pray  God  that  we  may  ever  be 
lawless,  so  long  as  there  are  such  laws  as  these.  I  came 
to  show  you  this  spectacle,  for  I  once  told  you  I  would 
make  you  witness  such  thmgs,  but  you  had  gone  with- 
out me." 

"  I  went  not  willingly,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  I 
was  caught  in  the  crowd,  and  could  not  disentangle  myself. 
I  hate  and  abhor  such  sights,  and  tliink  that  these  acts  are 
disgraceful  and  ruinous  to  our  religion.  If  anytliing  could 
justify  heresy,  such  persecution  surely  would  do  it." 

"  Think  not,  think  not,"  cried  Corse  de  Leon,  eagerly — 
"  think  not  that  this  is  a  crime  of  our  religion  alone  or  of 
any  other.  It  is  man,  and  man's  infamous  laws,  and  the  foul 
vices  of  that  strange  compact  which  rogue  has  made  with 
rogue,  and  villain  with  villain,  and  tyrant  with  tyrant,  and 
fool  with  fool,  in  order  that  the  cunning  may  have  the  best 
means  of  outwitting  the  strong — that  the  criminal  may  tor- 
tm-e  and  destroy  the  innocent,  and  the  vutuous  be  for  ever 
the  prey  of  the  vicious.  Catholic  or  Protestant,  Heretic, 
Infidel,  Turk— it  is  all  the  same:  man  is  bound  together,  not 
by  a  league  for  mutual  defence,  but  by  a  league  for  mutual 
destruction  and  coniiption.  Here  you  youi'self  have  a  friend 
and  comrade,  who  fights  by  your  side,  and  whom  you  tnist. 
What  is  the  first  thing  that  he  does?  Betrays  you — 
seeks  to  injure  you  in  the  darkest  way — ^  plots — contrives 
— cabals " 
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"  There  is  a  day  of  reckoning  coming,"  replied  Bernard  de 
Rohan. 

"  Ay,  and  it  may  come  soon,"  answered  Corse  de  Leon ; 
"  for  that  very  man  is  now  in  Lyons." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  started  up,  and  hiid  his  hand  upon  his 
sword,  which  he  had  thrown  down  upon  a  chair  beside  him; 
but  the  Brigand  went  on,  saying,  "  Not  to-night,  not  to-night. 
Let  it  be  in  the  open  day ;  and  it  were  better,  too,  before  the 
whole  court  of  France." 

"  I  will  not  wait  for  that,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  Where  I  find  him,  there  will  I  punish  him.  But  as  you 
say,  it  must  be  in  the  open  day.  Yet  I  must  not  let  him 
escape  me ;  I  will  write  to  him  this  instant." 

"  The  way  of  all  others  to  make  him  escape  you,"  replied 
Corse  de  Leon.  "  He  might,  on  this  occasion,  refuse  to  meet 
you  hand  to  hand — he  might " 

"  No,"  answered  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  no,  he  dare  not. 
There  is  no  French  gentleman  who  dares  to  be  a  coward. 
To  those  whom  he  has  wronged,  he  must  make  reparation, 
even  though  it  were  with  life.  Besides,  this  is  not  a  man  to 
turn  away  from  the  sword's  point." 

"  I  know  not,"  answered  Corse  de  Leon,  "  for  I  am  not  one 
of  you;  but  methinks — though  there  is  nothing  upon  all  the 
earth  now  living  that  could  make  me  turn  aside  from  my 
path — there  would  be  something  very  terrible  to  me  in  a 
wronged  friend.  However,  this  man  may  have  an  excuse 
you  know  not  of,  to  refuse  you  that  which  you  desire:  he  may 
say  that  the  matter  is  before  the  King,  which,  as  I  learn,  it  is. 
Be  persuaded:  wait  till  to-morrow:  then  let  him  be  narrowly 
watched:  meet  him  alone,  and  when  your  sword  is  drawn 
upon  him,  then,  as  you  say,  he  cannot  well  evade  you." 

"  He  shall  not,"  answered  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  But  still 
it  is  not  him  that  I  now  seek,  it  is  my  own  dear  Isabel;  and 
here,  in  this  town  of  Lyons,  I  have  lost  all  trace  of  her,  though 
she  must  have  been  here  last  night." 

"  l*crha]is  not,"  replied  the  Brigand.  "  I  have  no  certain 
tidings  of  her,  any  more  than  you  have ;  but  listen  to  what 
I  do  know.  I  reached  this  place  in  haste  to-day ;  and  during 
the  morning,  at  the  inn  called  the  Dolphin,  near  the  old 
church,  1)y  tlu;  river,  I  saw  a  man  who  had  been  with  this 
Meyrund  in  Savoy,  his  guide,  and  assistant,  and  confidential 
knave.  He  knew  me  not,  and  indeed,  perhaps,  had  never 
seen  me,  for  I  see  many,  but  am  seen  by  few.  I  made  inquiries, 
however,  and  T  found  that  this  man' had  preceded  his  lord 
from  Paris  on  business,  it  was  said,  of  mighty  moment.     He 


CORSE   DE  LEON.  185 

was  preparing  rooms  for  liim,  gaming  intelligence,  and,  in 
fact,  making  all  things  ready  for  whatever  knavery  so  skilful 
a  master  might  have  in  hand.  I  inquired  farther,  and  found 
that  yesterday,  shortly  after  the  man's  arrival,  a  lady  and  her 
train  had  paused  for  some  moments  at  the  same  inn — that 
one  of  the  servants  had  spoken  to  this  serviceable  villain, 
and  that  without  descending  from  her  litter,  she  had  gone  on, 
it  was  said  towards  Geneva,  To-day  I  waited  and  watched 
for  the  arrival  of  your  enemy,  and  the  moment  he  did  come, 
he  was  closeted  with  his  knave.  A  minute  after,  the  host 
was  summoned,  and  much  inquiry  made  for  fresh  horses  to 
go  towards  Geneva.  By  this  time,  however,  it  was  late :  none 
but  tired  beasts  could  be  found,  and  the  journey  was  put  off 
till  daybreak  to-monow  morning." 

"  We  will  travel  the  same  road,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan — 
"  we  will  travel  the  same  road.  But  what  can  have  induced 
Isabel  to  take  the  way  to  Geneva  ?" 

"  We  know  not  that  this  lady  was  the  same,"  replied 
Corse  de  Leon  ;  "  but  supposing  her  to  be  so,  forget  not  that 
she  believes  you  to  be  dead.  I  have  told  you  that  the  matter 
is  before  the  King;  and  she  may  fear  that,  as  this  Count  de 
Meyrand  is  a  known  intimate  of  a  woman  all  too  poweiful  in 
this  land  of  France,  some  constraint  may  be  laid  upon  her 
will,  in  order  to  make  her  give  her  hand  to  him." 

"  They  shall  find,"  replied  Beniard  de  Rohan,  "  that  there 
is  one  whose  claim  upon  her  hand  is  not  so  easily  to  be  cast  off; 
and  even  were  I  dead,  I  am  full  sure  that  to  the  last  day  of 
her  existence  she  would  look  on  one  who  could  betray  his 
ffiend  with  nothing  but  abhon-ence  and  disgust." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  replied  the  Brigand ;  "  but  you  have  yet 
one  tiling  to  leani.  Your  claim  upon  her  hand  is  already 
disallowed.  On  that  the  King's  decision  has  gone  forth  three 
days  ago.  An  edict,  which  has  just  reached  L\ons,  was 
then  registered  in  the  parliament  of  Paris,  rendering  ail 
clandestine  maiTiages,  past  or  future,  null  and  void.  This 
was  aimed  at  you,  depend  upon  it,  for  both  the  wily  Italian 
and  the  artful  Frenchman  were  then  at  the  court  of  France." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  covered  his  eyes  with  his  hands,  and 
paused  thoughtfully  without  reply.  "  All  this,"  he  said,  at 
length,  "  all  this  shows,  my  fi'iend,  the  absolute  need  there  is 
of  my  being  speedily  in  Paris.  Wherever  Isabel  may  turn 
her  steps,  she  will  soon  hear  that  I  am  living,  if  I  appear 
before  the  King;  and  in  another  point  of  view,  also,  my 
speedy  appeal  to  Henry  himself  may  do  good.  There  is  one 
Avhom  vou  have  mentioned  who  does  certainlv  possess  much 
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power — far  too  much  for  any  subject  in  the  realm ;  but  yet  I 
judge  not  of  her  so  harshly  as  you  perhaps  may  do.  She  has 
a  noble  spirit,  and  I  tiiink  would  not  willingly  do  wrong. 
Besides  all  this,  she  is  the  trusted  friend  of  one  who  loves 
me  well — the  Marechal  de  Brissac  ;  therefore  I  do  believe 
that  especially  she  would  not  wish  to  injure  me.  When  I 
have  seen  her,  she  has  always  seemed  to  regard  me  highly ; 
and  I  will  own — although  I  must  regret  that  any  one  should 
hold  such  authority  in  the  land  of  France  as  often  to  over- 
rule the  King's  wisest  ministers — I  do  believe  that,  for  her 
own  personal  advantage,  she  would  in  no  degree  seek  what 
is  unjust  to  another,  or  do  that  wliich  might  be  dangerous  to 
her  coimtry.  I  have  no  doubt  that  one  of  her  first  wishes  is 
to  promote,  in  every  way,  such  plans  as  she  considers  just 
and  wise ;  and  although  of  course  she  may  from  time  to  time 
be  biassed,  like  every  other  person,  by  blinding  mists  of  pre- 
judice or  of  self-interest,  yet  I  do  think  that  she  is  less  so 
than  any  other  being  who  ever  yet  filled  a  situation  of  splendid 
disgi-ace  and  ill-bought  authority.  I  believe,  then,  that  with 
her,  as  with  the  King,  a  few  plain  words  of  remonstrance  and 
explanation  will  win  that  support  which  is  alone  needful  to 
my  just  claims." 

"  Then  go  thither  at  once,"  said  Corse  de  Leon,  with  a 
dissatisfied  air.  "  If  you  will  still  trust  to  those  whom  you 
have  not  tried,  go  thither,  and  encounter  whatever  the  con- 
sequence may  be.  Were  I  you,  my  conduct  would  be  dif- 
ferent." 

"  What  would  you  do  then  ?"  asked  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  I  do  not  propose  to  go  to  the  coiui;  at  once,  but  merely  after 
I  have  done  all  that  I  can  to  trace  my  Isabel  on  the  road  that 
she  has  taken.  Say !  what  would  you  do  were  you  situated 
as  I  am  V 

"  It  matters  little,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon — "  for  we  are 
differently  formed.  You  are  like  the  stately  war-horse, 
doubtless  strong  and  full  of  fire,  but  broken  down  to  the  bit 
and  rein  of  custom,  and  trained  to  pace  hither  and  thither, 
as  the  gi-eat  riding-master,  called  society,  wills.  Your  affec- 
tions may  be  vehement,  yom*  courage  high,  your  heart  sin- 
cere, but  you  are  not  fitted  and  formed  for  the  wild  life  of 
freedom,  or  for  a  desjierate  and  deadly  stniggle  against  the 
trammels  of  liubit,  and  the  lash  and  spur  of  o])inion.  I,  on 
the  (Hmtrary,  am  the  lion — or,  if  you  will,  the  tiger,  or  the 
wolf.  No  liand  tames  me  and  goads  me  on — my  mouth 
knows  no  bit  and  curb;  the  desert  is  my  home — solitude  my 
society — my  own  will  my  law — and  they  who  strive  to  take 
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and  chain  me,  to  break  me  doAvn  to  the  world's  hal)its,  or  to 
bind  mo  by  man's  opinions,  will  cither  rue  the  bite  of  the 
free  wild  beast,  or  see  him  die  before  the  hunters,  in  silence 
and  despair.  If  you  would  know  what  I  would  do,  I  would 
take  my  revenge  of  that  bad  man — I  woidd  seek  the  lady  till 
I  found  her — I  would  tell  her  that  dangers,  obstructions,  im- 
pediments, and  the  vain  idleness  of  a  world's  laws  were  before 
us  if  we  did  not  trample  upon  that  world's  judgments — I 
woidd  ask  her  to  cast  ofi"  for  me  and  with  me  the  prejudices 
of  country  and  connexions — I  would  make  my  native  place 
of  the  first  land  of  freedom  I  could  find — I  would  find  my 
friends  and  my  relations  amongst  the  brave,  and  the  free,  and 
the  good,  wherever  I  met  them —  I  would  press  out  from  the 
grape  of  liberty  the  wine  of  my  own  happiness,  and  I  would 
drink  of  the  cup  that  my  own  hand  had  prepared.  But  such 
counsels  are  not  for  you ;  such  things  are  not  parts  of  your 
nature." 

"  I  believe  not,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan ;  "  but  still  the 
first  part  of  yom-  advice  I  shall  follow,  and  at  daybreak  to- 
morrow will  set  out  to  meet  this  man  upon  the  way,  and  bid 
him  draw  his  sword  where  there  is  none  to  interrupt  us." 

"  Should  he  refuse  ?"  said  the  Brigand.  "  He  is  well 
accompanied — has  many  men  -s^dth  him,  and  some  who  seem 
to  bear  a  high  rank  and  station.  He  may  refuse  to  draw  his 
sword,  and  say  that  the  matter  is  before  the  King — what 
then  ?" 

"  I  will  spurn  him  as  a  cur,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  I  will  strike  him  in  the  midst  of  his  people,  call  him  coward 
as  well  as  knave,  and  send  him  back  with  the  brand  of  shame 
upon  his  brow.  It  matters  not  to  me  who  are  with  him !  If 
gentlemen  be  there,  so  much  the  better ;  Bernard  de  Rohan's 
name  is  not  unknown,  Bernard  de  Rohan's  honour  bears  no 
stain;  and  they  shall  hear  his  treachery  and  baseness  bla- 
zoned in  the  open  day  by  a  tongue  unknown  to  falsehood." 

Corse  de  Leon  gazed  upon  him  for  a  moment  with  a  grave, 
perhaps  one  might  call  it  a  pitying  smile.  "  You  have  for- 
gotten," he  said,  "  or  never  fully  known  the  court  of  France. 
There  has  there  risen  up,"  he  added,  "  within  my  memory,  a 
habit — an  affectation  of  indifference,  if  you  like  to  call  it  so — 
to  all  things  on  this  earth ;  which  indifference  is  born  of  a 
corrupt  and  a  degi'aded  heart,  and  of  sated  and  exhausted 
appetites.  To  a  high  mind,  furnished  with  keen  and  vigorous 
faculties,  nothing  on  earth  can  be  indifferent;  for  acuteness 
of  perception — a  quality  which,  in  its  degree,  assimilates  us 
to  the  divine  nature — weighs  all  distinctions.     As  God  him- 
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self  sees  all  the  qualities  of  everything,  whether  minute  or 
great,  and  gives  them  their  due  place,  so  the  grander  and  the 
more  expansive  the  intellect  may  be,  the  more  accurately  it 
feels,  perceives,  and  estimates  the  good  or  evil  of  each  indi- 
vidual thing.  The  low  and  the  base,  the  palled  taste  of 
luxury,  the  satiated  sense  of  licentiousness,  the  callous  heart 
of  selfishness,  the  blunted  sensibilities  of  lust,  covetousness, 
gluttony,  effeminacy,  and  idleness,  take  refuge  in  indifference, 
and  call  it  to  their  aid,  lest  vanity — the  weakest  but  the  last 
point  to  become  hardened  in  the  heart  of  man — should  be 
wounded.  They  take  for  their  protection  the  shield  of  a 
false  and  tinsel  wit,  the  answer  of  a  sneer,  the  argument  of  a 
supercilious  look,  and  try  to  gloze  over  everything,  to  them- 
selves and  others,  with  a  contemptuous  persiflage  which  con- 
founds all  right  and  Avi'ong.  Thus  will  this  Count  and  his 
companions  meet  you ;  and  you  will  gain  neither  answer  nor 
satisfaction,  but  a  jest,  a  sneer,  or  a  look  of  pity." 

"  It  matters  not,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  it  matters 
not !  There  are  some  things  that  men  cannot  laugh  away  ! 
Honour,  and  courage,  and  virtue,  are  not  columns  planted  so 
loosely  that  a  light  gale  can  blow  them  down ;  and  I  will 
mark  his  brow  with  such  disgrace  that  an  ocean  of  laughter 
and  light  jests  will  never  wash  the  stain  off  again.  When  I 
have  done  that,  I  will  seek  my  Isabel,  and  by  her  own  wishes 
shall  our  future  conduct  be  guided.  You  have  reasoned  like 
a  learned  scholar,  my  good  fiiend ;  but  yet  you  see  you  have 
not  converted  me  to  your  thoughts,  though  I  will  own  that  it 
much  surprises  me  to  find  you  have  such  varied  knowledge  of 
courts,  and,  I  should  think,  of  schools  also." 

"  I  have  of  both,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon :  "  the  one  I  have 
seen,  though  in  a  humble  sphere  ;  the  other,  in  my  youth,  I 
fre(|U('ntc(l,  and  gained  there  knowledge  which  those  who 
taught  luc  did  not  know  that  they  communicated.  However, 
I  wished  not  to  convince  you  or  to  overrule  your  determina- 
tion, for  that  determination  is  not  wrong.  I  only  desired  that 
you  should  go  to  its  execution  with  a  full  knowledge  of  all 
that  you  might  meet  with.  Follow  your  plan,  therefore,  as 
you  have  laid  it  down,  and  in  executing  it  I  will  not  be  far 
from  you  in  case  of  need.  There  is  no  knowing  what  a  bad 
man  may  do,  and  you  ride  too  slightly  attended  to  offer  much 
resistance  in  case  they  sought  to  do  you  wrong." 

"Oh,  I  ffar  not,  1  fear  not,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  Here,  on  the  soil  of  France,  I  have  no  fear  of  any  acts  of 
violence,  sucli  as  tliat  from  which  1  suffered  in  Savoy." 

"  Have  you  not  seen  to-night,"  said  his  companion — "  have 
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you  not  seen  this  night  what  wrongs  are  daily  done,  even 
here  ?  However,  as  I  have  said,  I  will  not  be  far  from  you ; 
so  for  the  present  farewell,  and  let  not  daylight  see  you  a 
lingerer  in  this  dark  city." 

Thus  saying,  he  turned,  and  left  his  young  companion, 
who  remained  for  some  time  plunged  in  deep  thought ;  and 
though  the  light  of  bright  hope  continued  still  unextinguished 
before  him,  mists  and  clouds  came  across  the  flame  fi'om  time 
to  time,  making  it  wavering,  uncertain,  and  obscure. 


CHAPTER  XXHI. 

The  sky  was  still  grey,  when  Bernard  de  Rohan,  up  and 
dressed,  stood  waiting  in  his  own  chamber  till  his  horses, 
which  seemed  somewhat  long  in  coming,  were  brought  forth 
into  the  couit  of  the  inn.  As  he  did  so,  he  slowly  and 
thoughtfully  drew  his  sword  fi-om  the  scabbard,  and  pressing 
the  point  against  the  ground,  bent  the  weapon  nearly  double. 
Then  withdrawing  his  hand  suddenly,  he  suffered  it  to  spring 
back  again,  and  the  well-tempered  blade  became  instantly 
as  straight  as  it  was  before. 

The  young  gentleman  marked  it  with  a  smile,  and  putting 
the  true  friend  in  need  back  again  into  the  scabbard,  he 
walked  down  the  stairs  and  spoke  a  few  words  to  the  host  at 
the  door,  till  his  horse  being  at  length  led  forn-ard,  he  sprang 
into  the  saddle  and  rode  out,  as  if  taking  the  way  to  Geneva. 

AVhen  he  had  gone  about  a  mile,  he  met  a  peasant  coming 
in  on  a  gaily  decorated  mule,  bringing  supplies  for  the  good 
city ;  and  as  the  man  gave  him  the  good  morning,  the  Baron 
asked  whether  there  were  any  travellers  on  the  road  before 
him. 

"  Oh,  ay,"  replied  the  man,  "  a  fair  party  as  you  would 
wish  to  see,  and  a  gallant  gentleman  at  their  head.  Per- 
chance you  are  looking  for  them  ?" 

"  It  may  be  so,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  How  far 
are  they  in  advance,  my  good  fi'iend  ?" 

"  TriUy  you  must  use  wliip  and  spur,"  replied  the  man, 
"  for  I  passed  them  a  good  horn-  and  a  half  ago,  beyond 
Mirebel,  and  they  Avere  going  at  a  mad  rate." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  did  apply  the  spur  ;  and  in  a  much 
less  time  than  an  hour  and  a  half  passed  through  the  small 
hamlet  of  Mirebel,  and  under  the  old  castle  which  then  stood 
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upon  the  hill  beyond.  Inquiring  at  one  of  the  cottages  as 
he  passed  on,  he  again  heard  of  the  same  party,  but  still 
found  that  they  were  far  in  advance  of  him  ;  nor,  by  the  ac- 
counts of  the  peasantry,  did  he  seem  to  ha^e  gained  upon 
them  much,  when  he  was  once  more  obliged  to  pause  in 
order  to  retresh  his  horse. 

"  It  will  be  night  before  I  overtake  them,"  he  thought ; 
"  but  I  will  overtake  them  or  die." 

Such  resolutions  are  always  very,  very  vain,  as  indeed  is 
every  other  resolution  of  human  nature.  Tossed  as  we  are 
upon  the  sea  of  circumstances,  and  never  knowing  where  the 
next  wave  may  bear  us,  there  is  but  one  resolution  which 
man  can  safely  take,  with  even  a  probable  hope  of  not  break- 
ing it — the  resolution  of  doing  right  whatever  may  be  the 
event.  Then,  even  then,  he  must  count  with  daring  bold- 
ness upon  the  stability  and  the  firmness  of  that  most  weak 
and  wavering  thing — his  own  heart. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  resolved  to  overtake  them  or  to  die  ; 
and  with  that  resolution  he  rode  on.  At  Mount  Luel  he 
heard  of  them  again,  and  eagerly  pursued  his  way,  till  to- 
wards the  afternoon  he  an'ived,  with  tired  horses,  at  the  small 
town  of  Pont  d'Ain.  He  had  heard  of  the  party  that  he 
sought  at  every  place  where  he  had  paused  to  inquire,  even 
as  far  as  the  village  of  Varambon,  which,  as  the  reader 
well  knows,  is  scarcely  a  mile  and  a  half  fi*om  the  pleasant 
little  town  of  Pont  d'Ain.  In  the  latter  place,  at  that  time, 
though  it  was  directly  on  the  way,  as  the  road  then  lay,  fi'om 
Paris  to  Chambery,  and  a  castle  belonging  to  the  Duke  of 
Savoy  stood  upon  the  heights,  seeming  to  claim  it  as  a  part 
of  his  dominions — at  that  time  there  was  but  one  inn  in  the 
j)lace  which  afforded  accommodation  for  man  and  horse. 
There  were  two  or  three  houses,  indeed,  of  the  kind  called 
Rcpues,  where  travellers  on  foot  were  entertained  ;  but  to  the 
other  house,  or  the  Gite,  as  it  was  called,  Bernard  de  Kohan 
directed  his  steps,  and  immediately  on  dismounting,  inquired 
for  the  party  of  horsemen  which  had  preceded  him. 

"  The  gentleman  and  his  servant,"  replied  the  hostess,  who 
was  the  ])ers()n  to  Avhom  he  addressed  himself, — "  the  gen- 
tleman and  his  servant,  who  came  about  two  hours  and  a 
half  ago,  have  both  gone  out,  and  are  to  return  by  supper- 
time  ;  but  there  lias  no  other  party,  sir,  either  stopped  here 
or  ])asse(l  tlirougli  l\jnt  d'Ain  to-day." 

Sucli  tidings  were  not  to  be  believed  by  Bernard  de  Rohan  ; 
and  iilthough  lie  had  passed  through  Pont  d'Ain  more  than 
once  before,  and  had  every  reason  to  believe  that  there  was 
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no  Other  inn  in  the  place,  he  now  imagined  that  in  this  re- 
spect he  must  be  mistaken  ;  and  saying  that  he  also  would 
return  to  supper,  he  set  out  to  inquire  at  every  other  liouso 
of  public  entertainment  in  the  town,  whether  the  person 
whom  he  sought  for  had  as  yet  arrived. 

The  purposes  with  which  he  went  were  certainly  of  a  fierce 
and  stern  kind :  he  felt  that  he  had  been  deeply  and  bitterly 
wronged,  and  he  went  to  punish  him  who  had  done  it ;  but 
as  he  walked  on  there  was  a  calm  sweetness  in  the  air,  some- 
what tempered  from  the  heat  of  noon,  which  in  a  degi'ce 
soothed  him,  and  caused  a  feeling  of  sorrow  at  being  forced 
to  perform  so  bloody  a  task,  to  mingle  with  the  other  sensa- 
tions in  his  bosom. 

He  inquired  at  more  than  one  place  whether  there  was 
any  other  inn  than  that  at  wliich  he  had  stopped ;  but  found 
that  there  was  none  where  the  party  which  he  sought  coidd 
have  paused  for  the  night.  At  every  other  auberge,  also, 
the  same  story  was  told  him,  that  no  persons  had  passed 
thi'ough  the  town  that  day,  nor  had  any  party  of  consequence 
entered  the  town  except  the  cavalier  and  his  servant,  who 
had  put  up  at  the  great  inn,  and  who  it  appeared  had  been 
seen  by  eveiy  one.  One  old  woman,  to  whom  he  applied, 
began  to  enlarge  upon  the  grace  and  beauty  of  the  cavalier  ; 
and  Bernard  de  Rohan,  thinking  that  Adrian  de  Meyrand 
might  possibly  have  left  some  of  his  attendants  behind  on  the 
road,  or  sent  them  in  some  other  direction,  began  to  question 
her  as  to  whether  she  had  remarked  which  way  the  gentle- 
man took  wlien  he  left  the  inn,  and  could  point  it  out  to 
him. 

"  Doubtless  1  can,  sir,"  she  said  in  reply.  "  He  seemed  to 
saunter  forth  quite  idly,  and  looked  about  the  town.  Then 
he  walked  up  towards  the  castle,  and  then  cast  his  eyes  up 
the  river,  and  came  down  again,  and  crossed  the  bridge,  and 
I  saw  him  go  slowly  up  gazing  upon  the  water  as  if  wonder- 
ing at  its  clearness." 

"  That  is  not  like  Adrian  de  Meyrand,"  thought  Bernard 
de  Rohan,  as  the  woman  spoke.  '  "  He  has  no  such  tastes  as 
that :  nevertheless,  I  will  make  myself  sure ;"  and  follow- 
ing the  way  that  the  good  lady  pointed  out  to  him,  he  too 
crossed  the  old  bridge,  and  walked  quickly  on  at  the  side  of 
the  Ain  by  a  path  which  skirted  the  river,  and  along  which 
the  high  road  is  now  carried.  He  pursued  this  path  for 
nearly  two  miles  before- he  perceived  any  human  being,  ex- 
cept here  and  there,  in  the  fields  around,  some  of  the  pea- 
santry gathering  in  the  abundant  gifts  of  nature,  or  boys  and 
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girls  scaring  the  birds  from  the  vines.  At  length,  however, 
the  young  cavalier  perceived  another  gentleman  sitting  in  a 
picturesque  situation  on  a  bank  overhanging  the  stream,  and 
gazing  down  upon  the  water.  He  was  amusing  himself  by- 
pitching  off  pebbles  from  the  bank  with  the  point  of  his  sword 
scabbard,  while  his  hat  and  plume  lay  beside  him,  and  his 
long  dark  hair  fluttered  in  the  summer  breeze. 

The  stranger  was  evidently  not  Adrian  de  Meyrand,  but 
yet  the  form  was  familiar  to  Bernard  de  Rohan.  He  could 
not  see  the  face,  indeed  ;  but  the  figure,  the  attitude,  the  em- 
ployment, each  instantly  served  to  awaken  remembrances  of 
other  days,  and  to  tell  him  that  there  before  him  sat  Henry 
de  Brienne,  the  brother  of  his  own  dear  Isabel.  The  young 
gentleman  did  not  perceive  that  any  one  approached;  and 
the  path  which  his  friend  followed  passing  over  the  bank  be- 
hind, Bernard  de  Rohan  came  within  a  step  of  him  without 
rousing  him  from  his  reverie.  The  attitude  and  coimtenance 
of  Henry  de  Brienne  were  both  melancholy,  and  Bernard  de 
Rohan  heard  him  sigh  deeply. 

"  Henry,"  said  the  young  soldier,  laying  his  hand  on  his 
arm — "  Henry,  this  is  a  strange  meeting." 

Henry  of  Brienne  started  up,  and  drawing  a  step  back, 
gazed  upon  Bernard  de  Rohan  with  an  inquiring  and  be- 
wildered look.  "  Mortbleul"  he  exclaimed  at  length,  grasp- 
ing his  companion's  hand  ;  "  here  is  the  dead  alive  again  I 
Why,  Bernard,  'tis  but  this  morning  I  heard  of  your  death. 
Intelligence  the  most  certain  was  brought  of  your  being 
crushed  under  one  of  the  towers  of  the  castle  of  Masseran ; 
and  you  have  no  earthly  right  to  be  alive." 

"  Has  that  story  travelled  even  hither .?"  said  the  young 
cavalier.  "  Rumour  has  certainly  quicker  wings  than  the 
wind,  for  that  false  tale  to  have  reached  even  the  Pont  d'Ain 
in  four  or  five  days." 

"  Nay,  it  Avas  in  Lyons  that  I  heard  it,"  replied  Henry  de 
Brienne,  "  and  there  dame  Rumoiu'  appeared  on  a  horse's 
back,  and  clothed  in  the  dress  of  a  courier  of  the  Lord  of 
Masscran's." 

"  Were  you,  then,  in  Lyons  this  morning  ?"  demanded 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  eagerly. 

"  In  inith  was  I,"  his  companion  answered;  "  even  at  the 
inn  called  the  D<)l])liin,  Bernard  ;  and  had  you  but  sought 
for  me  ilicrc,  you  woidd  have  found  me  with  more  than  one 
old  friend  of  yours." 

"  Willi  Adrian  de  Meyrand  .?"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
"  Where  is  lie  now,  Heniy  ?  He  it  is  I  am  now  seeking.  Did 
he  Cf)iiie  with  \'oii  liithfr  .'" 
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"  Not  only  Meyrand,"  replied  the  young  Count,  without 
directly  answering  his  friend's  question — "not  only  Mey- 
rand, but  the  Lord  of  Masseran  also  would  you  have  found, 
had  you  but  visited  the  Dolphin.  But  come,  let  us  return  to 
the  inn,  and,  like  statesmen  and  lawyers,  discuss  all  things 
over  our  supper ;"  and  thus  saying,  he  drew  his  friend  back 
in  the  direction  of  the  town. 

"  But  where  is  the  Count  de  Meyrand  ?"  again  demanded 
Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  Henry,  he  has  basely  wronged  me  ; 
and  if  he  be  anywhere  within  reach  I  must  find  him,  and 
make  him  give  me  reason  for  what  he  has  done." 

"  He  is  far  away  by  this  time,"  replied  the  other,  in  a  care- 
less tone,  that  did  not  much  please  his  companion.  "  Why, 
Bernard,  he  is  at  Moulins  ere  now,  and  will  be  in  Paris  be- 
fore you  can  reach  him." 

"  Then  he  came  not  on  with  you  hither  ?"  demanded 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  seeing  that  the  prey  had  escaped  fi-om 
him.     "  This  is  unfortunate." 

"  No,  he  returned  to  Paris  as  quick  as  he  came,"  replied 
Henry  of  Brienne.  "  It  was  my  good  lord  and  stepfather 
Avho  came  hither  with  me ;  but  if  you  would  know,  dear 
fi'iend,  how  it  all  fell  out,  you  shall  hear  the  tale ;"  and  he 
proceeded  to  give  Bernard  de  Rohan  as  clear  an  account  as 
his  own  knowledge  would  afford,  of  all  that  had  taken  place 
in  Paris  affecting  the  marriage  of  his  friend  and  his  sister. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  listened  in  silence,  with  busy  but 
bitter  thoughts  chasing  each  other  through  his  brain,  while 
Henry  proceeded.  "  I  set  out  alone,"  continued  Henry  de 
Brienne,  after  having  detailed  the  announcement  of  the 
edict — "  I  set  out  alone,  and,  to  say  sooth,  I  did  not  much 
covet  the  good  Lord  of  Masseran  as  a  travelling  companion. 
I  had  scarcely  reached  the  third  post,  however,  when  I  was 
overtaken  by  my  amiable  stepfather  and  the  Count  de 
Meyrand :  the  Lord  of  Masseran  being  bound  by  the  King's 
commands  to  set  you  instantly  free  ;  and  the  good  Count,  I 
have  a  notion,  being  very  desirous  of  helping  me  to  seek  for 
Isabel,  When,  however,  we  heard  this  morning  at  Lyons, 
by  a  courier  from  Savoy,  that  you  were  buried  under  the 
ruins  of  one  of  the  towers,  the  Count  sped  back  again  to 
Paris,  to  make  his  claim  to  the  hand  of  Isabel  good  before 
the  King,  while  the  Lord  of  Masseran  did  me  the  honour  of 
accompanying  me  almost  to  the  gates  of  the  Pont  d'Ain.  I 
was  very  anxious  to  get  rid  of  him  ;  but  I  knew  it  might  be 
difficult  to  do  so  straightforwardly,  and,  therefore,  by  a  word 
spoken  now  and  then,  during  our  morning's  ride,  1  just  let 
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him  understand  that  the  King  of  France  was  veiy  likely  to 
visit  vour  death  upon  his  head  somewhat  severely,  if  he  did 
not  seek  that  gracious  monarch  at  once,  and  tell  his  own 
story  first.  I  insinuated  this  fact  more  than  asserted  it,  and 
he  consequently  became  so  strongly  possessed  with  that 
idea,  that  he  quitted  me  where  the  road  turns  off,  leaving  me 
to  pursue  my  search  alone.  Here,  however,  we  are,  once 
more  upon  the  bridge,  and  I  trust  that  supper  is  ready,  for  I 
am  an  hungered." 

"  Have  you  any  clue,"  demanded  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  to 
guide  you  in  your  search  for  Isabel  ?  She,  too,  it  seems,  is 
persuaded  that  I  am  dead,  and  I  long  to  find  and  comfort 
her." 

"  I  have  no  certain  clue  whatever,"  replied  Henry  de 
Brienne,  in  an  indiiferent  tone.  "  She  escaped  from  the 
charge  of  Meyrand,  it  would  seem,  somewhere  about  Bour- 
goin,  and  he,  suspecting  that  Masseran  had  taken  her,  fol- 
lowed with  all  speed  to  Paris.  As  soon  as  he  found  his 
mistake,  however,  he  sent  off  a  servant  to  watch  for  her  at 
Lyons,  and  gain  what  intelligence  he  could  of  the  course  she 
pursued.  From  this  man  we  learned  last  night  that  a  lady 
had  paused  at  that  inn,  whom,  from  a  slight  glance  he 
obtained  of  her  face  in  the  close  litter  that  bore  her,  he  could 
have  sworn  was  Isabel  herself;  but  she  stayed  not  for  more 
than  a  few  minutes,  and  then  took  the  road  onwards  towards 
Geneva.  What  should  lead  her  to  Geneva  I  cannot  con- 
ceive ;  and,  moreover,  the  fellow  repi'esents  her  as  being 
accompanied  by  an  almoner,  and  a  large  train,  which  how 
poor  Isabel  should  get  I  cannot  divine.  However,  as  this 
was  the  only  trace  of  her  to  be  found,  I  felt  myself  bound  to 
follow  it,  and  here  I  am  upon  that  course  without  any  great 
tidings  to  guide  me  farther.  If  one  may  believe  the  people 
at  the  inn  here,  there  were  at  least  fifty  ladies  and  fifty  large 
trains,  and  fifty  almoners,  passed  through  the  Pont  d'Ain 
yesterday ;  but  at  all  events  I  shall  gain  intelligence  at  the 
frontier,  for  they  would  not  allow  a  number  of  men  to  pass 
without  inquiry." 

Ikrmird  de  Rohan  heard  him  in  silence,  pondering  upon 
all  the  intelligence  which  had  been  given  him.  He  now,  for 
the  first  time,  knew  all  that  had  taken  place,  and  he  felt  that 
his  situation  was  one  of  no  sUght  difficulty.  The  ear  of  the 
King  had  evidently  been  gained  by  persons  whom  he  had 
but  too  just  a  cause  to  regard  as*  his  enemies.  Though 
n(;itlier  he  nor  Isabel  was  distinctly  mentioned  by  the  edict 
of  the  King,  his  marriage  had  beeii  formally  annulled  ;  and 
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it  became  a  question  whether  lie  should  immediately  pro- 
ceed to  Paris  and  endeavour  to  remove  any  prejudices 
created  against  him,  leaving  Henry  of  Brienne  to  seek  for 
his  sister  and  bring  her  to  the  court,  or  whether  he  should 
pursue  the  search  for  Isabel  herself,  and  accompanying  her 
to  the  capital,  lay  claim  to  the  hand  which  he  still  looked 
upon  as  plighted  to  him  by  ties  that  the  will  of  no  king  upon 
earth  could  ever  dissolve. 

It  may  be  asked,  whether  the  suggestion  which  had  been 
made  to  him  by  Corse  de  Leon,  of  carrying  her  he  loved  to 
some  foreign  land,  did  not  occur  to  his  mind,  and  whether 
he  did  not  feel  tempted  in  some  degree  to  follow  it.  It  cer- 
tainly did  present  itself  to  his  recollection.  It  was,  however, 
but  as  an  image  of  what  might  be  a  last  resource.  He  knew 
that  the  church  would  hold  his  marriage  to  be  good,  what- 
ever a  retrospective  law  might  say  against  it;  and  he  did 
think  that,  under  some  circumstances,  he  might  fly  with 
Isabel  to  another  land,  and  pass  the  rest  of  his  days  in 
voluntary  exile,  content  with  an  inferior  station,  and  happy 
in  an  union  with  her  he  loved.  The  picture,  even,  was  a 
pleasant  one  to  look  upon ;  for  in  contemplating  sacrifices 
that  we  propose  to  make  for  the  attainment  of  any  great 
object,  imagination  is  ever  a  kind  friend  to  self-devotion, 
painting  the  consequences  of  our  acts  all  bright,  and  con- 
cealing all  the  darker  points  of  the  futm-e  in  a  blaze  of  light. 
We  see  not,  we  calculate  not  upon  a  multitude  of  minor 
miseries ;  neither  do  we  take  into  consideration  the  remoter 
evils ;  it  is  the  greater  and  the  nearer  pains  and  perils  that 
we  look  to,  and  we  find  strength  in  the  determination  of  our 
own  hearts  to  vanquish  these.  But  at  the  same  time  we  do 
not  remember  that  the  strong  cause,  the  motive  which  gave 
such  vigorous  impulse  to  all  our  actions,  as  to  carry  us 
through  the  first  and  more  prominent  obstacles,  gradually 
loses  its  own  power  and  activity,  till  at  length  the  very 
memory  of  our  first  sensations  dies  away,  and  we  are  left  to 
endure  all  the  remote  consequences  without  the  sustaining 
power  that  bore  us  forward  at  first.  The  cannon  ball  that 
tore  its  way  through  strong  walls  without  a  perceptible  dimi- 
nution of  its  speed,  in  the  end  of  its  course  creeps  slowly 
along  the  ground,  and  at  length  a  child's  hand  may  stop  it 
as  a  plaything.  Thus,  in  general,  are  the  strong  resolutions 
of  encountermg  all  evils  for  the  attainment  of  one  great  pm-- 
pose.  They  carry  us  forward  impetuously  through  the  first 
obstacles,  but  fail  of  themselves  at  length,  and  are  overcome 
by  petty  impediments.     No  man,  however,  believes  it  will  be 
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so  in  his  own  case ;  for  no  one  either  sees  all  those  petty 
impediments,  or  believes  that  the  vigour  of  his  resolution 
"will  ever  fail. 

To  Bernard  de  Rohan  the  thought  of  so  flying  with  Isabel, 
and  seeking  fame  and  fortune  in  another  land,  offered  a 
pleasant  picture  to  his  eye,  but  merely  as  a  thing  that  might 
have  been,  had  France  then  been  groaning  under  a  despotic 
tvrant,  or  which  still  might  be,  were  any  act  of  absolute 
injustice  exercised  against  himself.  Such,  however,  was  not 
vet  the  case.  The  monarch  was  one  very  generally  loved 
and  esteemed,  not  perhaps  a  very  great  and  politic  sovereign, 
nor  in  any  respect  a  man  of  resplendent  genius,  but  still  of 
an  amiable  and  a  kindly  heart,  of  a  noble  and  a  chivalrous 
spirit,  humane,  and  generous,  and  placable. 

He  paused  not  then  upon  the  suggestion  of  Corse  de  Leon 
as  a  ])lan  applicable  to  the  moment ;  but  when  he  came  to 
ask  himself  the  question,  which  of  the  other  two  courses  he 
should  i)ursue,  whether  he  should  hasten  on  to  the  court 
alone,  or  accompany  Henry  of  Brienne  upon  his  search,  the 
latter  was  soon  chosen.  "  I  should  be  wronging  my  own 
claims,"  he  thought,  "not  to  maintain  to  the  last  my  right  to 
Isabel's  hand  as  her  husband.  The  consent  of  her  father 
having  been  given,  and  given  in  her  mother's  presence, 
without  the  slightest  opposition,  must  surely  render  this 
man-iage  a  case  not  to  he  affected  by  the  King's  edict.  I 
should  be  injuring  her,  then,  I  should  be  injuring  myself,  if 
I  did  not  maintain  my  right  by  every  means  in  my  power ; 
and  hand  in  hand  with  her,  I  will  go  to  the  foot  of  the 
throne,  and  require  Henry's  confirmation  of  our  union." 

There  were  other  considerations,  also,  which  led  him 
towards  the  same  course.  There  was  in  the  manner  of 
Henry  of  Brienne  a  certain  sort  of  thoughtful  abstractedness 
which  was  not  natural  to  him.  There  was  a  reserve,  a  want 
of  the  open-hearted  and  somewhat  careless  fi'ankness  of  de- 
meanour which  usually  characterized  him — a  something,  in 
short,  which  showed  a  difference  between  his  affections  at 
that  time  and  his  feelings  in  the  years  gone  by.  It  was  not 
that  he  was  cold,  or  unkind,  or  unfriendly  ;  but  there  was  a 
shade  upon  him,  a  restraint,  which  made  Bernard  de  Rohan 
but  the  more  anxious  to  see  Isabel  himself,  and  accompany 
her  to  the  court.  His  conduct,  therefore,  was  easily  deter- 
mined ;  but  as  his  young  companion  continued  thouglilful, 
and  s{;cnu;d  little  inclined  to  si)eak,  liernard  de  Rohan 
resolved  to  wait  till  the  next  morning,  ere  he  discussed  with 
Jsabers  brother  the  future  plans  they  were  to  pursue. 
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They  were  near  the  inn,  indeed,  before  Henry  de  Brienne's 
tale  was  concluded  ;  and  once  arrived  there,  supper  liad  to 
be  served,  servants  and  chamberlains  were  coming  and 
going,  and  no  opportunity  for  private  conversation  presented 
itself.  The  hours  went  by,  the  sun  went  down,  and  Henry 
yawned,  declaring  that  he  was  fatigued  withhis  long  journey. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  marked  his  conduct  with  some  suqn'ise, 
but  agi-eed  to  his  proposal  of  retiring  to  rest ;  and  though 
he  himself,  anxious  to  depart  early  on  the  following  day, 
lost  no  time  in  seeking  his  pillow,  he  heard  with  wonder  and 
with  pain  the  steps  of  Henry  de  Brienne,  in  the  adjoining 
chamber,  walking  up  and  down  for  more  than  an  hour,  and 
giving  a  direct  contradiction  to  his  pretence  of  fatigue. 

"  All  is  not  right,"  thought  Bernard  de  Rohan — "  all  is  not 
right;  and  I  must  learn,  as  soon  as  possible,  what  is  the 
matter  here." 

The  lover  was  early  up,  as  usual ;  but  Henry  de  Brienne 
did  not  appeal"  for  some  time,  and  Bernard  de  Rohan  sent  a 
servant  to  his  room  to  waken  him. 

"  He  would  come  to  breakfast  soon,"  was  the  reply  the 
servant  brought;  but  another  hour  went  by  and  he  did  not 
come;  and  when  his  friend  went  up  himself  to  hasten  him,  he 
found  him  but  half  dressed. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  urged  him  to  more  speed,  somewhat 
impatiently ;  but  the  young  gentleman  seemed  surprised, 
and  heard  his  friend  announce  his  determination  of  accom- 
panying him  in  the  search  for  Isabel  with  a  look  expressive 
of  anything  but  satisfaction.  Bernard  de  Rohan  had  to  re- 
member that  it  was  Isabel's  brother,  and  to  put  a  guard  upon 
his  lips,  lest  any  shai-p  or  unkind  word  should  escape  him. 
Believing,  upon  reflection,  that  either  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
or  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  might  have  been  labouring  to  shake 
Henry  de  Brienne's  regard  for  him,  he  turned  the  subject 
during  their  breakfast  to  the  conduct  of  both  those  persons, 
and  displayed  fidly  and  fairly  the  proceedings  of  each. 
Hemy  de  I3rienne  heard  him  almost  in  silence,  and  only 
observed,  "  Oh,  everything  is  fair  in  love  and  war,  you  know, 
Bernard." 

"And  in  fiiendsliip,  too?"  demanded  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
gravely.  "  If  so,  Henry,  neither  love  nor  friendship  will 
bring  happiness,  nor  war  glory.  A  man  of  honour  will  pursue 
each  honourably,  or  not  at  all.  He  who  wins  by  other  means 
loses  more,  surely,  than  he  gains.  But  here  are  the  horses, 
friend;  let  us  not  waste  more  time,  I  do  beseech  you." 

Thus  saying,  he  hastened  out  and  sprang  upon  his  horse. 
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Henry  de  Brienne  followed  more  slowly,  and  lost  many  a 
precious  minute  in  inquiries  and  orders  about  nothing ; 
mounting  at  length,  he  rode  on  in  silence  beside  his  friend. 
There  was  restraint  on  both  sides ;  and  Bernard  de  Rohan 
even  thought  that  he  perceived  a  degree  of  irritability  in 
Henry's  manner  which  was  unpleasant  to  him ;  and  yet  the 
mood  was  strange,  too  ;  for  when  Bernard  strove  to  vanquish 
his  restraint,  and  to  remove  the  strange  humour  which  had 
fallen  upon  him ;  when  for  that  pm-pose  he  tried  to  lure  his 
mind  back  to  other  years,  and  through  the  memories  con- 
nected therewith,  to  awaken  the  feelings  and  affections  of 
those  days  ;  when  he  spoke  of  his  early  love  for  Isabel,  and 
her  love  for  him,  and  of  all  the  things  in  the  gone,  by  means 
of  which  association  was  likely  to  renew  a  better  spirit,  Henry 
smiled  with  a  melancholy  air,  and  casting  down  his  eyes, 
thoughtfully  murmured,  "  Those  were  happy  days." 

As  soon,  however,  as  the  momentary  effect  had  passed 
away,  he  fell  into  the  same  mood,  and  in  conversation  either 
displayed  a  quick  and  waspish  impatience,  or  rambled  wildly 
and  idly  over  a  thousand  irrelevant  subjects,  ever  keeping 
aloof  from  any  mention  of  his  sister,  and  her  union  with 
Bernard  de  Rohan. 

At  the  small  town  of  Cerdon,  near  which  the  traveller  first 

begins  to  climb  the  moimtains  of  the  Jura,  the  two  gentlemen 

stopped  to  make  inquiries,  hoping  there  to  obtain  some  more 

accurate  information  regarding  the  course  of  Isabel  than 

they  had  met  with  at  Pont  d'Ain.     Here,  however,  no  trace 

of  her  was  to  be  found.     If,   at  their  former  resting-place, 

they  had  been  confused  by  a  multitude  of  accounts,  here  none 

was  to  be  ol^tained  at  all.     The  simple  fact  met  them  in 

reply  to  every  inquiry,  that  no  lady  with  any  train,  great  or 

small,  had  passed  by  or  through  Cerdon  during  the  several 

preceding  days.     This   assurance  was  given,  and  repeated 

again  and  again,  and  how  the  search  was  to  be  pursued  now 

became  the  question.     At  length,  it  was  determined  to  send 

out  messengers  in  various  directions,  to  the  towns  and  villages 

romid  about,  between  Cerdon  and  tlie  Pont  d'Ain,  to  discover 

at  what  jjoint  Isabel  had  quitted  the  road  to   Geneva;   and 

not  contented  with  trusting  to  others,  Bernard  de  Rohan,  after 

a  sliort  pause,  declared  that  he  would  set  forth  himself,  and 

trace  back  the  way  for  sf)ino  distance  towards  I^yons,  inquiring 

at  every  village  near  which  a  cross  road  turned  off". 

Henry  de  Brienne  endeavoured  to  dissuade  him  from  going, 
and   then   drew  from  him  a  hasty  j)romise  not  to  pursue  the 
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search,  if  he  gained  certain  intelligence,  without  coming  or 
sending  for  him. 

"  I  must  stay  here,"  he  said,  "  myself,  unless  I  gain  some 
clear  information,  as  my  good  Lord  of  Masseran  has  promised 
to  send  me  news  of  his  reception  at  the  court  witliout  a 
moment's  loss  of  time.  He  travels  post,  and  such  tidings 
may  soon  come." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  paused  not  for  farther  inquiry,  but  went 
on  his  way,  and  during  the  whole  of  the  rest  of  that  day 
pursued  the  search,  but  in  vain.  On  his  return  to  the  inn 
at  Cerdon  that  night,  he  found  that  Hemy  de  Brienne  had 
»  set  off,  not  long  after  himself,  for  Nantua,  leaving  a  message 
that  he  would  be  back  as  soon  as  he  could. 

He  learned  also  that  two  of  the  messengers  which  had 
been  sent  out  had  returned,  bringing  no  tidings ;  but  a  third 
arrived,  towards  eleven  at  night,  with  better  success,  having 
heard,  at  the  town  of  Bourg,  that  a  lady  had  passed  in  that 
direction,  bearing  so  completely  the  description  of  Isabel, 
that  Bernard  could  not  doubt  her  route  was  once  more  dis- 
covered. 

"  The  people  at  the  inn  of  Bourg,"  the  man  said,  "  declared 
she  had  taken  her  way  towards  Macon,  and  was  travelling 
but  slowly ;"  and  the  lover's  heart  beat  eagerly  to  follow  her 
at  once,  had  he  not  been  prevented  by  his  promise  to  her 
brother.  He  looked  anxiously,  then,  for  Henry's  return  ;  but 
midnight  passed,  and  it  became  no  longer  doubtful  that  he 
would  remain  at  Nantua  that  night. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  took  the  jDrecaution,  however,  to  order 
a  messenger  to  proceed  at  an  early  hour  to  Nantua,  bearing 
intelligence  to  Henry  de  Brienne  that  the  course  his  sister 
had  taken  had  been  discovered ;  but  when  he  himself  rose 
early  the  next  morning  his  fiuend  had  not  made  his  appear- 
ance, and  several  more  hours  passed,  by  the  young  cavalier, 
in  somewhat  angry  impatience.  At  length,  when,  as  far  as 
he  could  calculate,  full  time  and  more  than  time  had  been 
given  for  Henry  de  Brienne  to  return  from  Nantua,  he  ordered 
out  his  horse,  resolved  to  wait  no  longer,  and  was  in  the  very 
act  of  mounting  to  depart,  when  the  messenger  he  had  sent 
rode  up  to  the  inn  door,  telling  him  that  Isabel's  brother  had 
set  off  by  the  cross  road  which  led  from  Nantua  direct 
towards  Bourg,  and  begged  him  to  join  him  at  the  village  of 
Leissard. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  certainly  felt  somewhat  indignant;  but, 
followed  by  his  servant,  he  put  spurs  to  his  horse   in   order 
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to  overtake  his  friend ;  and  though,  on  account  of  the  rivers 
and  streams  which  intersect  that  part  of  the  country,  he  had 
some  difficulty  in  making  his  way,  he  yet  arrived  at  Leissard 
in  time  to  meet  Henry  de  Brienne  at  the  door  of  a  little 
cabaret  in  the  village.  He  could  not  refrain  from  giving  some 
way  to  the  feelings  of  anger  which  his  friend's  conduct  had 
occasioned ;  and  though  he  spoke  gently,  he  certainly  spoke 
rej^roachfully. 

Henry  answered  in  a  hot  and  fiery  mood  ;  and  the  old  lady 
of  the  inn,  who  was  handing  up  a  glass  of  the  good  wine  of 
Bresse  to  the  young  gentleman,  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  don't  quar- 
rel, noble  sirs,  don't  quarrel.  It  were  a  pity  to  see  two  such 
gentlemen  anything  but  friends." 

"  Be  not  afraid,  my  good  lady,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan; 
"  there  is  no  fear  of  our  quarrelling." 

"  On  my  life,  I  do  not  know  that,"  replied  Henry  de  Brienne ; 
and  without  more  ado,  he  put  a  piece  of  money  in  the 
hostess's  hand  and  spurred  on.  It  was  then  that  Bernard 
de  Rohan  first  perceived  that  his  friend  was  quite  alone, 
having  no  longer  even  the  servant  with  him  who  accompanied 
him  from  the  Pont  d'Ain  to  Cerdon,  and  riding  fast  after 
him,  he  asked  him  where  Avas  his  groom,  more  for  the  purpose 
of  beginning  a  new  subject  than  anything  else. 

"  I  have  left  him  to  wait  for  Masseran's  courier,"  replied 
the  young  Count,  in  a  surly  tone.  "But  I  see  not  wliat  you 
have  to  do  with  that." 

"  Nay,  nay,  Henry,"  replied  his  friend,  "  do  not  make  a 
quarrel  out  of  nothing  !  In  what  I  said  just  now  I  merely 
wished  to  point  out  that,  when  two  people  are  pursuing 
a  search  of  this  kind  together,  they  must  act  upon  some 
an-anged  plan." 

"  I  really  do  not  see,"  said  Henry  de  Brienne,  turning  his 
liead  towards  him  sharply,  but  still  riding  on,  "  why  we  should 
pursue  this  search  together  at  all.  I  do  not  want  your  com- 
pany in  it;  and,  in  fact,  would  a  great  deal  rather  be  without 
it.  I  am  seeking  my  sister,  in  order  that  she  may  be  placed 
under  the  King's  protection  as  well  as  mine,  and  on  such 
a  search  I  would  rather  proceed  alone." 

Jiornard  dc  Rohan  remonstrated  in  vain,  and  then  using  a 
higher  tone,  explained  to  him  briefly  his  views  and  purposes, 
which  were  the  views  and  purposes  of  an  honourable  and 
upright  man. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  all  that,"  replied  Henry  de 
Brienne.     "  I   have  merely  to  say  that  I  don't  choose  to  be 
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followed  and  tutored,  guided  and  directed,  Ly  you.  The 
matter  has  gone  far  enough." 

"  Too  far,  Henry !"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  with  his 
cheek  veiy  red.  "  Be  assured,  however,  that  whatever  you 
say  or  do  will  make  no  difference  to  me.  I  shall  pursue  my 
search  for  Isabel,  having  myself  obtained  information  of 
where  she  is,  without  scruple  and  without  hesitation,  whether 
it  pleases  you  or  not." 

"Then  you  shall  certainly  pursue  your  search  by  yourself," 
answered  Henry  de  Brienne,  with  an  angry  gesture;  "  for  you 
shall  not  accompany  me.  I  am  in  no  mood  to  be  trifled 
with,"  and  his  left  hand  rested  upon  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

"  Nay,  nay,  Henry,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  with  a 
sorrowful  smile,  "  this  is  really  too  much.  You  will  do  as 
you  please  ;  I  shall  simply  pursue  the  straightforward  path 
before  me  towards  Macon.  I  shall  endeavour,  and  I  trust 
with  success,  to  find  yom*  sister,  and  shall  convey  her  imme- 
diately to  the  court  of  the  King,  with  all  the  tenderness, 
affection,  care,  and  delicacy  of  a  brother.  Now,  as  I  said 
before,  you  will  act  as  you  please ;  I  go  on  my  way,  and  say 
not  one  word  more  upon  the  subject." 

"  I  will  take  care  you  shall  not  say  one  word  more  to  me," 
replied  Henry  de  Brienne.  "■  But  yet  the  matter  ends  not 
here ;  we  shall  meet  again  ere  long.  If  you  follow  that  path, 
I  follow  this."  So  saying,  he  turned  at  once  into  a  road,  the 
entrance  of  which  they  had  been  approaching,  and  which  led 
into  a  deep  wood,  extending  down  to  the  very  banks  of  the 
Ain.  He  took  no  farther  leave,  nor  looked  behind  him,  but 
galloped  on  at  ftdl  speed,  leaving  his  companion  gazing 
after  him  in  angei',  sui'prise,  and  grief. 

After  pausing  for  a  moment,  Bernard  turned  towards  the 
servant,  who  had  drawn  up  his  horse  a  step  behind,  and  who, 
having  heard  angiy  words,  and  marked  angiy  gestiues,  be- 
tween his  master  and  one  w^hom  he  knew  to  be  the  friend  of 
his  earliest  years,  seemed  scarcely  less  surprised  than  the 
young  cavalier  himself.  All  that  had  taken  place  was  so  un- 
expected, so  strange,  so  unaccountable,  that  Bernard  de 
Rohan  felt  confused  and  bewildered,  and  remained  a  moment 
without  speaking.  "  Good  Heaven !"  he  said  to  himself,  at 
length;  "is  old  affection  to  be  treated  thus?"  and  then, 
raising  his  voice,  he  added  to  the  man,  "  Wait  here  till  I  come 
back." 

At  the  same  moment  he  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  rode 
after  Henry  de  Brienne  at  fiill  speed,  resolved  to  endeavour 
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once  more  to  soothe  and  reason  with  him,  and  do  much 
rathei"  than  suffer  him  to  depart  in  such  a  frame  of  mind. 
Happy  had  it  been  for  him,  happy  for  all  concerned,  had  he 
refrained.  He  did  not  again  make  his  appearance  for  three 
quarters  of  an  hour,  or  perhaps  more,  and  the  servant,  alarmed 
by  all  he  had  \Yitnessed,  rode  some  short  way  into  the  wood. 
There,  however,  he  met  his  master  returning.  Bernard  de 
Rohan  was  on  foot,  leading  his  horse,  his  countenance  pale 
and  somewhat  haggard,  his  handkerchief  bound  round  his 
hand,  and  some  drops  of  blood  upon  his  sleeve  and  collar. 
As  soon  as  he  saw  the  servant,  he  sprang  upon  his  horse 
again,  rode  on  without  speaking,  and  once  more  resumed  the 
high  road. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

The  court  was  still  at  Fontainbleau ;  and  Isabel  de  Brienne 
satin  a  lonely  chamber  of  the  chateau,  gazing  forth,  with  a  fair 
and  an  animated  scene  before  her  eyes,  but  without  taking 
any  note  of  the  calm  face  of  nature,  or  of  the  many  moving 
objects  that  flitted  across  the  view.  Those  eyes,  indeed, 
were  dimmed  with  tears,  which,  though  several  days  had 
now  elapsed  since  the  heavy  grief  that  weighed  her  down 
had  fallen  upon  her  heart,  had  not  ceased  to  flow  from  time 
to  time  when  she  thought  of  him  who  was  gone,  and  called 
up  the  memories  of  the  past.  Let  us  love  as  we  may,  let  us 
enjoy  the  society  of  those  to  whom  our  heart  is  given  as  much 
as  it  is  possible,  there  will  be  still — fi-om  the  touch  of  earth 
in  all  our  affections — something  which  renders  the  memory 
of  love,  when  fate  has  severed  the  tie,  more  sweet,  more  in- 
tense, than  even  while  its  mortal  course  was  running.  Perhaps 
it  is,  that — as  when  we  are  removed  at  some  distance  from 
bcaufifid  things  we  see  them  better  than  when  we  are  in  the 
midst  of  them — perhaps  it  is,  that  when  the  moments  of  en- 
joyment are  passed,  we  feel  them  collectively,  rather  than 
separately,  and  that  the  whole  of  our  happiness,  when  gone, 
gathered  together  by  recollection,  is  more  powerfully  and 
duly  estimated  than  when  scattered  over  the  pathway  of  many 
hours. 

Be  it  what  it  may,  it  seemed  to  Isabel  de  Brienne  that  her 
love  for  Bi^rnard  de  liohan  had  increased  rather  than 
diminished  l)y  his  death;  that  the  hap])incss  which  she  had 
enjoyed  in  his  society  was  greater  than  she  had  imagined  it  to 
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be;  that  the  necessity  of  that  society  to  hei*  heart  was  more 
absolutely  imperative  than  she  had  believed  it;  that  to  her 
there  was  nothing  that  could  supply  its  place ;  that  without 
it,  life  was  more  arid  than  a  desert. 

She  sat  and  wept  then,  but  silently  and  quietly ;  for  althou<;h 
the  cause  of  her  tears  still  continued,  that  which  first 
occasioned  them  to  flow  was  in  the  past.  No  new  bitterness 
had  been  added  to  her  situation  by  anything  which  took 
place  around  her.  Every  one  was  kind  to  her,  every  one 
seemed  to  compassionate  her.  The  King  himself  had  seen 
her  more  than  once,  and  had  spoken  to  her  with  all  tender- 
ness. His  daughter,  the  Princess  Claude,  had  devoted  her- 
self to  soothe  her.  Even  Catherine  de  Medicis,  who,  not- 
withstanding her  strong  courage  and  masculine  mind,  had  a 
touch  of  every  human  passion  in  her  nature,  the  softer  as 
well  as  the  fiercer,  had  used  her  gently  and  kindly,  and  had 
done  all  that  she  could  to  prevent  anything  from  being  im- 
portunate to  her  in  her  affliction.  She  had  never  been  called 
upon  to  appear  at  the  court.  She  had  been  left  undisturbed 
in  that  solitude  which  could  alone  calm  her  grief;  and  if 
anything  was  said  or  done  to  win  her  from  her  sorrow,  it  was 
quietly  and  delicately ;  for  there  was  something  in  her  very 
manner  and  tone  which  impressed  all  those  around  her  with 
the  certainty,  that  she  did  not  either  exaggerate  the  grief 
that  she  felt,  or  encourage  it  to  endure  longer  than  its  ap- 
pointed time. 

On  the  present  occasion,  however,  she  had  not  sat  long 
alone,  for  the  Princess  Claude  had  not  left  her  more  than 
half  an  hour  when  she  received  a  summons  to  the  presence 
of  the  King,  and  descending  to  the  story  of  the  castle  imme- 
diately below  that  which  she  inhabited,  she  found  Henry  him- 
self, with  the  Dauphin,  his  young  daughter  Marguerite,  and 
one  or  two  others  of  the  highest  personages  attached  to  the 
court.  The  moment  she  entered,  Henry  advanced  to  meet 
her,  and  taking  her  by  the  hand,  said  in  a  low  and  gentle 
voice,  "  I  have  sent  for  you,  fair  lady,  because  I  think  that  the 
time  is  come  when  you  must  make  an  effort  to  shake  off"  this 
grief,  and  in  some  degree  to  mingle  with  the  world  again." 

"  Su-e,"  replied  she,  in  a  quiet  but  firm  tone,  "  I  have  no 
wish  ever  to  mingle  with  the  world  again.  The  purpose 
w'hich  I  mentioned  to  your  majesty  of  retiring  into  a  convent 
as  speedily  as  possible  remains  not  only  unshaken,  but,  on 
the  contrary,  confirmed  by  thought  and  calm  reflection.  Last 
night  I  had  a  letter  from  my  mother,  fully  approving  of  my 
intention;   and  this  morning  I  had  an  interview   of   some 
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length  wiili  iny  Lord  of  Masseran,  who  rather  confirms  than 
opposes  my  purpose.  He  tokl  me  that  his  stay  was  prolonged 
here  by  order  of  your  majesty;  and  I  was  not  without  hopes 
that  it  was  for  the  purpose  of  making  such  arrangements  as 
might  be  requisite  for  mv  permanent  retirement  fi-om  the 
world." 

"No,  no,"  replied  the  King,  "  my  views  in  detaining  him 
were  far  different.  I  cannot  abandon  the  hope  that  your 
feelings  in  these  respects  wull  change;  and  I  must  require  of 
you  to  remain  some  time  longer  here,  and  to  make  an  effort 
to  mingle  in  the  more  tranquil  society  of  this  place." 

"  Oh,  sire,"  exclaimed  Isabel,  "  do  not,  do  not  force  me  so 
to  do." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  King,  gravely,  "  I  must  exact  it  of  you. 
From  the  larger  assemblies  of  the  court,  you  shall  be  exempt; 
but  on  ordinary  occasions  I  must  request  that  you  will  be 
present.  I  have  now  some  important  business  to  transact, 
but  I  beg  you  to  remain  here  till  my  return." 

Thus  saying,  the  King  departed,  and  Isabel  remained 
standing  where  he  had  left  her.  She  felt  that  she  must 
obey;  but  at  that  moment,  though  accustomed  to  courts, 
though  full  of  grace,  and  possessing,  in  general,  that  calm 
tranquillity  of  mind  which  enables  one,  in  all  ordinary  cir- 
cumstances, to  act  with  dignity  and  calmness,  she  could  wil- 
lingly have  sunk  into  the  earth  at  once  to  avoid  the  aggrava- 
tion of  all  she  felt  by  the  number  of  human  eyes  upon  her. 
It  endured  but  for  a  moment,  however;  for  the  Dauphin 
immediately  advanced  to  her  side,  saying,  "  Let  me  lead  you 
to  a  seat,  fair  lady.  Here  is  one  beside  my  sister  Margue- 
rite;" and  as  he  led  her  on,  he  added,  in  a  lower  voice,  "  Be 
comforted,  be  comforted.  Perchance  things  may  not  be  so 
bad  as  they  seem." 

Isabel  shook  her  head  with  a  melancholy  look.  "  He 
knows  not  the  history,"  she  said  to  herself;  but  somewhat 
re-assured  by  his  kindness,  she  suffered  him  to  lead  her  on, 
and  took  tlie  seat  by  the  Princess,  who  greeted  her  with  a 
kindly  smile.  For  some  minutes,  of  course,  she  continued 
an  object  of  attention,  and  it  was  easy  for  her  to  perceive  that 
her  history  and  her  situation  gave  a  topic  to  many  persons 
there  j)resent.  Gradually,  however,  the  subject  lost  its  interest 
witli  its  newness.  People  came  and  went.  Several  of  the 
royal  family  s])oke  to  her  with  kindness  and  attention.  Mar- 
guerite, with  those  kindly  feelings  which  she  never  lost,  even 
with  the  loss  of  other  good  qualities,  applied  herself  with 
more  skill  than  soyoiu)g  a  i)erson  might  have  been  supposed 
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to  possess,  to  occupy  her  fair  companion's  thoughts;  and 
Isabel  was  becoming  somewhat  reconciled  to  the  scene,  when 
a  person  entered,  the  sight  of  whom  once  more  threw  her 
into  distress  and  agitation. 

That  person  was  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  and  after  speak- 
ing to  the  higher  personages  in  the  room,  he  advanced  directly 
towards  her.  The  sight  of  the  Count,  as  we  have  said,  agi- 
tated and  disti-essed  her;  but  it  was  not  the  sight  alone  that 
gave  her  the  greatest  pain.  His  appearance  in  that  saloon, 
and  in  the  private  circle  of  the  royal  family,  was  enough  to 
show  her  at  once,  both  that  he  had  not  ceased  his  pursuit, 
and  that  he  folloAved  it  with  the  approbation  and  countenance 
of  the  King.  Stich  a  conviction  was  indeed  terrible  to  her, 
and  drove  her  almost  to  despair. 

Little  did  the  Count  de  Meyrand  know  the  sensations 
which  at  that  moment  were  busy  in  her  bosom,  the  feelings 
of  abhorrence  and  disgust  with  which  his  whole  conduct  had 
inspired  her ;  the  determination  which  instantly  seized  her  to 
lose  no  time  in  throwing  herself  at  the  King's  feet,  and  be- 
seeching him  to  spare  her  the  misery  of  any  farther  suit  from 
one  she  so  thoroughly  detested  and  despised.  The  Count's 
demeanour,  however,  was  very  different  fi'om  that  which  she 
expected ;  and  certainly,  had  it  been  possible  for  Isabel  to 
be  deceived  in  regard  to  his  past  conduct,  or  to  feel  towards 
him  any  other  sensation  but  that  of  dislike  and  reprobation, 
his  behaviour  on  the  present  occasion  might  have  made  some 
way  to  regain  her  esteem. 

He  approached  her,  then,  with  a  grave  and  even  melan- 
choly aspect ;  and  bowing  first  to  the  Princess  Marguerite,  he 
then  turned  to  Isabel,  and  said,  in  a  tone  not  exactly  low  and 
private,  but  still  somewhat  beneath  that  of  the  ordinary  con- 
versation that  was  going  on,  "  I  grieve  to  see  you  looking  ill 
in  health  as  well  as  at  heart,  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne.  But 
I  can  assure  you  that  I  share  your  sorrow  for  one  who — nay, 
do  not  make  so  impatient  a  gesture :  I  beseech  you  remem- 
ber that  we  were  friends  before  we  were  rivals,  and  that  such 
old  feelings  are  not  easily  shaken  off." 

Isabel's  eyes  filled  A^-ith  tears,  but  she  remained  silent,  and 
mastered  them,  though  at  the  same  time  Marguerite,  perhaps 
acting  by  directions  she  had  previously  received,  made  room 
for  the  Count  to  stand  between  herself  and  Isabel,  and  turn- 
ing away  her  head,  talked  to  her  little  brother  Henry. 

The  Count  did  not  lose  the  opportunity,  and  endeavoured, 
for  more  than  an  hour,  to  draw  Isabel  into  conversation.  He 
found  the   effort  vain,   however :    she   remained   silent  and 
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reserved;  the  very  presence  of  one  bitterly  connected  by 
inemorv  with  the  death  of  him  she  hived  being  in  itself  suf- 
ficient to  take  from  her  all  po^Yer  and  inclination  to  converse. 
AVhen  forced  to  answer,  she  did  so  shortly,  generally  by  a 
monosyllable;  and  if,  as  was  twice  the  case,  the  Count 
approached  the  subject,  which  was  certainly  uppermost  in 
the  thoughts  of  both,  she  replied  in  terms  which  made  hira 
leave  it  again  instantly. 

At  length  the  King  himself  returned,  and  if  one  might 
judge  by  his  countenance,  the  business  which  he  had  been 
transacting  was  of  no  very  pleasant  nature ;  his  brow  was 
heavy  and  contracted,  and  his  cheek  a  little  flushed ;  but 
such  signs  of  anger  were  already  dying  away  when  he  entered, 
and  were  soon  mastered  entirely.  Amongst  the  first  he  spoke 
to  was  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  and  he  did  so  familiarly, 
though  with  a  grave  air.  He  was  accompanied  by  the  Mare- 
chal  de  Yieilleville,  who,  while  the  monarch  was  thus  noticing 
Monsieur  de  Meyrand,  addressed  a  few  words  to  Isabel  in  a 
kindly  tone,  and  glanced  his  eye,  but  certainly  with  no  very 
friendly  expression,  towards  the  Count. 

The  thought  at  that  moment  struck  Isabel  of  engaging 
Monsieur  de  Vieilleville  to  assist  her  in  her  views.  He  had 
shown  himself  extremely  kind  towards  her  since  her  arrival ; 
and  his  dauglitcr,  who  was  in  attendance  upon  the  Princess 
Claude,  had  been  her  greatest  comfort.  She  resolved,  then, 
to  speak  to  him  at  once,  and  the  opportunity  was  favourable. 
No  eyes  were  at  that  moment  upon  them ;  the  King  was 
speaking  to  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  and  his  right  shoulder 
turned  towards  her ;  and  instead  of  replying  to  the  courteous 
inquiries  of  the  Marechal,  she  said,  "  Oh,  Monsieur  de 
Vieilleville,  I  beseech  you  to  obtain  for  me  an  audience  of 
the  King  as  speedily  as  may  be,  and  if  you  would  be  your- 
self present  also,  to  give  me  your  support  with  his  majesty, 
I  should  feel  some  hope;  for,  in  truth," — and  she  turned  her 
eyes  for  an  instant  towards  the  Count  de  Meyrand — "  for,  in 
truth,  if  this  is  to  continue,  my  heart  will  break." 

"  I  fear  it  cannot  be  before  to-morrow  morning,"  replied 
\'ieilleville,  "  for  his  majesty  is  almost  immediately  going  out 
to  ride,  and  there  is  more  than  sufficient  business  for  this 
evening  already  accumulated." 

"  Then  let  it  be  as  early  as  possible,"  said  Isabel,  "  and 
oh,  give  me  your  voice  and  assistance.  Monsieur  de  Vieille- 
ville, I  lieseech  you." 

The  Marechal  could  not  reply,  for  at  that  moment  the 
King  turned  towards  them,  saying  to  the  Count  de  Meyrand, 
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in  conclusion,  "  Be  here,  at  all  events,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand, 
towards  mid-day  to-morrow,  as  I  think  I  may  have  something 
of  importance  to  say  to  you." 

The  Count  bowed  low,  and  promised  to  obey ;  and  Henry, 
addressing  Isabel  with  that  courteous  hypocrisy,  which  may 
be  an  evil,  but  is  a  pleasant  one,  thanked  her  for  having 
kindly  stayed  and  mingled  with  his  court,  although  he  knew 
well  that  the  fair  unhappy  girl  had  no  choice  but  to  yield  to 
the  commands  she  had  received.  The  King,  indeed,  meant 
it  kindly,  and  she  felt  that  it  was  so  ;  but  the  heart,  under  the 
effect  of  deep  grief,  is  like  a  fine  strung  instrument,  from 
which  the  lightest  touch  brings  forth  a  sound,  and  a  careless 
hand  often,  in  seeking  to  awake  more  cheerful  notes,  strikes 
accidentally  upon  some  inharmonious  tone,  which  turns  the 
whole  to  discord. 

Henry  saw  the  bright  drops  swimming  between  the  dark 
lashes,  but  knowing  that  a  word  more  might  make  them  over- 
flow, he  left  her  to  speak  to  some  one  else,  and  shortly  after- 
wards the  party  separated. 

Isabel  retired  to  her  own  chamber,  and  for  an  hour  or  two 
aften\'ards  was  left  to  repose.  She  saw  fi'om  the  windows,  at 
which  she  placed  herself,  the  gay  cavalcade  of  Henry  and  his 
courtiers  ride  away  into  the  forest.  She  perceived  many  a 
group  moving  hither  and  thither.  She  heard  the  sound  of 
horns,  and  the  cry  of  dogs,  and,  in  her  loneliness,  it  seemed 
to  her  that  all  human  things  became  more  and  more  distaste- 
ful to  her  every  moment. 

It  was  at  that  unpropitious  time  that  the  tapestry  over  the 
door  was  pushed  back,  and  equally  to  her  surprise  and  in- 
dignation, she  beheld  the  Count  de  Meyrand.  She  gazed  at 
him  in  silence  for  a  moment  as  he  came  in,  dropped  the 
tapestry,  and  advanced  towards  her.  But  although  it  was 
clear  he  saw  how  distasteful  his  visit  was,  he  neither  hesi- 
tated nor  a]5ologized,  but  proceeding  without  pause  to  the 
place  where  she  sat,  he  bent  his  knee  to  the  ground,  with  an 
air  of  deep  grief  and  anxiety,  saying,  "  I  come  alone,  Made- 
moiselle de  Brienne,  to  beseech  your  pardon  for  all  that  I 
have  done  amiss,  to  entreat  you  to  forgive  all  the  pain  I  have 
caused  you,  to  acknowledge  that  I  have  been  wrong — very 
wrong,  in  many  things  that  I  have  done." 

"  Such  acknowledgments,  sir,"  replied  Isabel,  in  a  cold 
tone,  "  may  be  a  relief  to  your  own  heart,  but  I  neither 
require  nor  wish  for  them.  As  to  forgiveness,  I  do  forgive 
you  from  my  soul,  as  I  do  everybody  else  who  has  acted  the 
part  of  a  bitter  enemy  towards  me." 
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"  Oh,  call  me  not  so !  call  me  not  so  !"  he  exclaimed, 
vehemently  — "  call  me  not  an  enemy,  -when  I  have  been 
actuated  throughout  by  the  deepest,  the  sti'ongest,  the  most 
passionate  love !  Oh,  Isabel,  if  you  could  tell  what  I  have 
suffered;  if,  in  the  cold  composure  of  your  own  well-regu- 
lated feelings,  you  could  conceive  what  ardent  and  intense 
passion  is ;  if,  in  short,  you  knew  love,  as  love  appears  when 
he  masters  a  strong  human  heart,  you  would  comprehend, 
you  would  find  excuses  for  the  madness,  if  I  may  so  call  it, 
of  my  late  conduct,  you  woidd  conceive  how  and  why  I  was 
driven  to  use  every  means  in  order  to  obtain  the  hand  of  her 
I  loved.  You  would  comprehend  it,  I  say,  you  would  find 
excuses  for  it,  you  would  pardon,  you  would  pity  it.  Nay, 
do  not  rise,  lady — how  have  I  offended  now  ?" 

"  By  mentioning,  sir,"  replied  Isabel,  "  love  that  can 
never  be  returned,  on  which  I  have  again  and  again  besought 
you  not  to  speak,  which  is  an  insult  to  the  widowed  affec- 
tions of  my  heart — love  which  has  not  produced  the  fruits  of 
love,  but  has  borne  a  bitterer  harvest  than  the  darkest 
enmity  could  have  produced.  I  must  insist  that  30U  leave 
me,  or  I  will  call  for  those  who,  in  this  place  at  least,  are 
ready  to  insure  me  protection." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Count,  detaining  her  gently  by  the  hand, 
"  I  beseech  you  remain,  I  myself  will  go  in  one  moment.  It 
was  not  my  purpose,  when  I  came  here,  to  speak  to  you  of 
that  love  :  your  words  call  forth,  whether  1  would  or  not, 
those  feelings  which  I  would  fain  have  kept  imprisoned  in 
my  heart.  I  will  not  offend  again.  I  came  to  assure  you 
that  my  conduct  shall  be  changed,  that  I  am  bitterly  gi'ieved 
for  the  past,  and  that  I  will  give  you  no  farther  occasion 
whatsoever  to  view  me  in  any  other  light  than  that  of  a 
sincere  friend,  if  you  will  grant  me  forgiveness,  and  prove 
the  sincerity  of  that  forgiveness,  by  laying  aside  the  cold 
and  repulsive  demeanour  which  you  displayed  towards  me 
a  few  hours  ago,  by  suffering  me  to  approach  you  even  as  a 
common  acquaintance,  by  permitting  me  to  hear  the  tones 
of  your  voice,  sometimes  to  win  a  smile  from  your  lips,  and 
l)y  granting  that  I  be  no  longer  to  be  excluded  from  that 
happiness  which  is  afforded  to  every  one  who  knows  you,  on 
account  of  the  deep,  intense,  and  unchangeable  affection 
which  you  have  inspired,  affection  which,  as  you  see,  has 
cli.'ingcd  my  character,  wakened  me  out  of  that  indifference 
which  I  fancied  was  an  inherent  part  of  my  nature,  and 
made  me  as  vehement  and  eager  as  a  boy." 

"  All  this,  sir,"  said  Isabel,  "  is  very  useless,  and  I  must 
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beg  you  to  leave  me.  I  am  glad  that  you  repent  of  evil  that 
you  have  done.  I  hope  that  your  repentance  is  sincere,  llor- 
give  you  the  pain  that  you  have  inflicted  on  me  with  all  my 
heart ;  but  all  that  I  can  promise  is,  that  my  conduct  towards 
you,  when  we  meet  accidentally,  will  be  regulated  by  yours 
towards  me.  If,  as  you  say,  you  give  me  no  farther  occasion 
either  for  offence  or  for  anxiety  regarding  your  purposes,  I  will 
refrain  from  showing  towards  you  those  feelings  which  your 
pre^^ous  behaviour  might  well  inspire ;  but  the  moment  that 
you  insult  me,  after  what  has  passed,  with  one  word  upon 
the  subject  of  those  wishes  which  have  brought  so  much 
misery  upon  me,  that  instant  I  regard  you  and  treat  you  as 
the  bitterest  enemy  that  fate  has  ever  sent  me.  Now,  sir,  let 
me  beseech  you  to  leave  me,  for  I  cannot  hear  one  word  more 
upon  these  matters." 

The  Count  saw  that  she  was  determined,  and  withdrew, 
renewing  the  assurances  he  had  given ;  but  in  the  ante- 
chamber he  paused  again,  looking  bitterly  down  upon  the 
ground.  "  Will  it  succeed  ?"  he  muttered  to  himself — "  will 
it  succeed } — She  seems  as  obdui'ate  as  iron.  I  doubt  it 
much,  even  with  the  King's  aid." 

He  moved  two  or  three  steps  farther  on,  and  quitting  the 
antechamber,  entered  one  of  the  long  galleries  of  the  palace, 
one  side  of  which  was  pierced  by  manifold  tall  windows, 
throwing  a  bright  and  checkered  light  across.  There  he 
paused  again,  and  mused  for  several  minutes  ;  but  while  he 
did  so,  another  man  entered  the  gallery  from  the  opposite 
end,  and  approached  him  with  that  calm  and  stealthy  step, 
which  does  not  proclaim  its  own  advance  by  the  sound  of 
any  footfall. 

At  length  a  shadow  crossing  the  light  made  the  Count 
look  up,  exclaiming,  "  Ha,  my  Lord  of  Masseran !  The 
very  man  I  could  have  wished  to  see." 

"  Not  more  than  I  wished  to  see  the  Count  de  Meyrand," 
replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  with  a  sweet  smile.  "  I  have 
not  heard  what  progress  you  have  made  during  the  day.  I 
only  know  that  you  have  had  opportunity." 

"  Which  has  proved  not  a  little  fr'uitless,"  rej)lied  the 
Count.  "  I  saw  her  at  the  court  this  morning,  as  you  know, 
but  she  was  ice  itself.  I  watched  my  opportunity,  however, 
this  afternoon,  and  have  now  seen  her  alone.  According  to 
your  hint,  I  assured  her  that  I  repented  heartily  of  the  past, 
promised  to  give  no  more  occasion  of  offence,  besought  her 
only  to  endure  my  presence  and  acquaintance  with  common 

courtesy,  and " 
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"  But  did  you  let  her  see  that  you  loved  her  still  ?"  de- 
manded the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  Did  you  tell  her  how  pas- 
sionately you  loved  her  ?     Did  you  tell  her " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  the  Count,  "  I  told  her  all  that, 
and  more  than  that — I  spoke  vehemently  and  eagerly,  for, 
by  Heaven,  there  I  spoke  but  the  truth." 

"  But  what  did  she  say  ?"  demanded  his  counsellor,  "  Did 
she  yield  ?     Did  she  reply  favourably  ?" 

"  Not  she,"  answered  the  Count.  "  She  spoke,  indeed,  an 
icy  forgiveness,  in  harsh  and  chilling  words.  But  when  I 
would  have  talked  to  her  somewhat  more  of  my  passion, 
when  I  would  have  laid  all  that  I  have  done  amiss  upon  the 
fiery  love  which  she  had  inspired,  she  rose  in  anger  to  call 
her  people  round  her ;  and  though  I  soothed,  and  tried  to 
quiet  her,  yet  all  I  could  gain  was  a  repetition  of  the  same 
cold  forgiveness,  and  a  promise  to  shape  her  conduct  ac- 
cording to  mine,  with  a  menace,  if  I  ever  mentioned  love  to 
her  again." 

"  And  what  would  you  have  more,  ray  dear  Count  V  de- 
manded the  Lord  of  Masseran,  with  a  meaning  smile. 
"  Shape  her  conduct  to  yours  !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why,  then,  you 
know  well  how  to  shape  your  own.  Be  gentle  with  her  for  a 
day  or  two,  then  press  her  warmly,  and  more  warmly.  By 
my  life,  you  will  find  such  sins  more  and  more  easily  forgiven 
each  day.  Offend  her  with  love  in  the  morning,  then  kneel 
at  her  feet  and  crave  pardon,  bedewing  her  hand  with  tears 
half  the  evening,  and  brush  away  the  tears  with  kisses,  and" 
be  again  forgiven.  Is  woman's  heart  so  new  a  study  to  you, 
Count,  as  not  to  know  that  whenever  she  tells  you  what  you 
are  not  to  do,  she  tells,  in  fact,  what  it  is  you  are  to  do ;  and 
that  in  afi)iirs  of  the  heart  a  woman's  words  are  to  be  inter- 
preted, like  morning  dreams,  reversedly  ?" 

"  Perhaps  you  are  right,"  replied  the  Count  dc  Meyrand ; 
"  for  the  truth  is  tliis,  my  good  lord,  that  a  man,  in  matters 
of  love,  is  like  a  gamester  :  so  long  as  he  plays  coolly  and  in- 
differently, his  skill  and  his  experience  have  their  effect; 
but  if  once  he  gets  deeply  excited  and  interested,  he  sees 
nothing  but  the  object  before  him,  and  loses  the  advantages 
which  present  themselves." 

"  At  all  events,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  you  have 
obtained  one  advantage,  and  even  while  you  fancied  you 
were  not  successful,  have  been  more  successfid  than  I  could 
have  antici]>ated.  Instead  of  shunning  you,  and  cutting  you 
off  from  all  oi)p()rtunity  of  urging  your  suit,  she  now  agrees 
to  meet  you  with  courtesy  as  an  acquaintance.     It  will  be 
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your  own  fault  if  you  are  not  soon  received  with  regard  as  a 
friend,  and  yielded  to  with  affection  as  a  lover.  I  am  f>()in<>- 
to  visit  her  even  now  myself,  and  I  will  not  fail  to  aid  your 
pursuit.  But  you  must  remember,"  he  added,  with  a  laugh, 
"  if  you  succeed,  you  must  build  me  up  again  that  tower, 
which  by  its  fall  did  us  such  good  service." 

"  If  I  succeed,  I  will  build  you  a  dozen  castles,"  answered 
the  Count  de  Meyrand ;  "  and  why  should  I  not  succeed  .? 
She  is  but  a  woman,  and  they  are  all  alike." 

With  these  words  they  parted ;  and  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
pursued  his  way  to  the  chamber  where  the  Count  de  Meyrand 
had  left  Isabel  de  Brienne.  Thither  we  must  follow  him,  in 
order  to  see  how  far  his  words  to  the  Count  corresponded 
with  his  actions.  After  pausing  for  a  moment  in  the  ante- 
chamber to  think,  he  entered  with  a  quick  step,  as  if  in  great 
haste  and  eagerness  ;  and  approaching  Isabel,  he  said — ad- 
dressing her,  as  he  usually  did,  without  any  of  that  tone  of 
familiar  intimacy  which  the  near  connexion  existing  be- 
tween them  might  have  produced— "I  have  just  met  the 
Count  de  Meyrand,  and  I  fear,  mademoiselle,  that  he  has 
been  intruding  upon  you,  and  causing  you  pain  ?" 

"  He  has,  indeed,  my  lord,"  replied  Isabel ;  "  but  he  has 
promised  me  most  faithfully  to  abstain  from  doing  so  for  the 
future,  and,  in  fact,  to  give  me  no  further  cause  of  any  kind 
for  offence." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran's  lip  curled  into  a  sneer,  and  for  a 
moment  or  two  he  purposely  made  no  reply.  "  If  you  are 
satisfied  with  such  an  assurance,"  he  answered,  at  length, 
"  I  have  no  reason  to  be  dissatisfied,  for  of  com-se  it  tends  to 
what  I  have  always  wished  :  that  you  should  give  him  your 
hand." 

Isabel  gazed  in  his  face  for  a  moment,  with  a  look  of 
surprise  and  horror.  "  What  do  you  mean  ?"  she  asked,  at 
length. 

"  Simply,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  that  the  Count 
de  Meyrand  is  now  in  the  right  course,  and  must  succeed. 
He  was  in  the  wrong  course  long  enough,  and  so  obstinate 
therein,  that  he  well  nigh  ruined  me  as  well  as  himself." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,"  replied  Isabel,  impatiently. 
"  How  did  he  well  nigh  ruin  you,  my  lord }  Me  he  has  cer- 
tainly rendered  most  unhappy." 

"  He  has  well  nigh  ruined  me,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran, "  by  inducing  me  to  do  a  thousand  things  in  favour  of 
his  love  for  you,  which  I  never  else  should  have  thought  of. 
You  cannot  suppose,  for  one  moment,  that  all  those  strange 
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and  dangerous  schemes  wliich  he  pursued  were  mine.  I  had 
no  interest  in  the  matter,  and  can  prove  at  any  time  that 
everything  was  done  at  his  suggestion." 

Isabel  cast  down  her  eves  in  thought,  and  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  feeling  that  she  might  have  some  difficulty  in  be- 
lieving him  to  be  so  soft  and  easy  in  disposition,  as  to  be  led 
to  anything  without  strong  motives,  added,  in  a  low  tone, 
"  He  had  me  in  some  degree  in  his  power,  it  is  ti"ue,  and  I 
could  not  refuse.   Otherwise,  I  never  would  have  consented." 

"  May  I  ask,  my  lord,"  said  Isabel,  looking  up  in  his  face, 
"  what  it  was  you  meant  just  now,  when  you  said  that  the 
Count  was  in  the  right  course,  and  must  succeed  .''" 

The  Lord  of  Masseran's  countenance,  which  had  before 
been  grave,  now  assumed  a  quiet  smile,  and  he  replied,  "  I 
meant  that  he  was  in  a  course  of  that  gentleness  and  soothing 
courtesy,  wliich  wins  without  striving.  Who  ever  saw  a 
fowler  rush  upon  his  prey  like  a  lion  ?  he  rather  creeps  quietly 
up,  and  takes  it  by  surprise  ;  and  so  must  man  do  with 
woman's  heart.  Besides,  there  is  power  and  influence  with 
him,  which  you  cannot  well  resist.  Though  the  King  would 
not  force  your  inclination,  Meyrand  has  his  full  countenance 
in  seeking  your  hand,  and  probably  has  been  advised  by 
him — for  no  one  is  more  skilled  in  such  matters  than  Henry 
— to  affect  moderation.  Perhaps  the  King  sees,  that  at  heart 
you  are  not  disposed  towards  a  convent ;  and  he  will  there- 
fore keep  the  matter  going  on  for  a  month  or  two,  till  a  little 
decent  time  elapses,  after  which  he  will,  with  a  gentle  and 
kindly  use  of  his  authority,  make  Meyrand  happy  with  your 
hand.  Meyrand,  in  the  meantime,  will  treat  you  tenderly 
and  softly,  I  am  sm'e — will  not  lu'ge  you  at  first,  but  will 
go  gently  fi-om  the  fiiend  into  the  lover  ;  and  then  you  will 
find  him  ardent  enough,  no  doubt." 

Isabel  had  turned  deadly  pale  as  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
spoke  :  her  breath  seemed  to  come  with  difficulty  ;  and  at 
length  waving  her  hand,  to  stop  him  from  going  on,  she  said, 
with  a  great  eflfort,  "  I  am  faint,  my  lord, —  I  pray  you  send 
my  women — another  time,  when  I  am  better." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  seeing  that  what  he  had  said  had 
produced  fully  the  effect  he  intended,  hurried  from  the  room, 
as  if  in  great  fear  and  anxiety,  to  call  some  of  the  female  at- 
tendants to  Isabel's  assistance.  They  went  to  her  in  haste, 
and  found  her  sunk  from  her  chair  u])on  the  floor.  She  had 
not  absolutely  fainted  ;  and  when  they  raised  her,  she  burst 
into  a  convulsive  fit  of  tears,  which  for  the  time  relieved  her. 

"  There  is  no  time  to  be  lost,"  she  said  to  herself,  when  she 
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had  somewhat  recovered  ;  and  although  the  women  attempted 
to  dissuade  her  fi'om  making  the  effort,  she  succeeded  in 
writing  a  few  lines  to  the  Marechal  de  Vieilleville,  beseech- 
ing liim  not  to  fail  in  asking  an  audience  for  her  of  the  King 
at  as  early  an  hour  as  possible.  "  I  will  leave  no  doubt  of 
my  wishes,"  said  Isabel  to  herself ;  "  and  this  is  a  request 
which  has  never  yet  been  denied." 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

The  King  was  speaking  to  the  Dauphin  Francis  as  Isabel, 
conducted  by  the  Marechal  de  VieilleA-ille,  entered  the  royal 
cabinet  at  the  horn*  of  nine  in  the  morning  of  the  following 
day.  The  Prince  was  standing  near  the  door  unbonneted, 
but  had  apparently  asked  his  father  some  final  question  ere 
he  left  the  room,  to  which  Henry  replied, — "  On  no  account  I 
Lay  my  commands  upon  him,  Francis.  He  is  in  the  King's 
hand,  and  none  shall  judge  but  myself. — Farther,  do  as  I 
bade  you." 

The  Dauphin  bowed  his  head,  and  withdrew;  and  Henrj', 
turning  to  Isabel  de  Brienne,  welcomed  her  '^^•ith  a  gracious 
smile,  which  gave  her  good  hope  of  a  favourable  audience. 

"  Your  good  friend,  here.  Monsieur  de  Vieilleville,"  said 
the  King,  "  has  told  me,  fair  lady,  that  you  wish  to  speak 
with  me  on  matters  of  much  importance.  I  had  hoped  that 
we  had  already  concluded  so  much  of  your  business  that  the 
rest  might  stand  over  till  both  you  and  I  had  thought  ma- 
turely of  the  matter.  However,  as  you  wish  it,  and  as  I  have 
now  an  hour  to  spare,  I  am  ready  to  give  you  fidl  attention." 

"  Yom-  majesty  is  most  gracious,"  replied  Isabel,  "  and 
ever  has  been  most  gi'acious  to  me  ;  but  I  trust  that  you  will 
hear  me  patiently,  and  grant  me  a  request  which  has  never 
yet,  I  believe,  been  denied  to  any  lady  of  the  realm  who  was 
disposed  to  ask  it," 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  the  King,  interrupting  her.  "  Not  that 
request  again  !  For  your  own  sake,  I  would  have  you  think 
over  it  for  at  least  a  month  or  two ;  and  for  the  sake  of  an- 
other also  who  loves  you  well,  I  would  have  you  not  only 
think  over  it,  but  abandon  it  altogether." 

The  King  spoke  with  a  smile  ;  but  Isabel  de  Brienne  re- 
plied gi-avely  and  sadly,  "  I  beseech  your  majesty,  call  it  not 
loving  me  well.  He  may  love  much,  but  he  loves  much  amiss ; 
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and  it  is  his  conduct  and  the  evident  hopes  that  he  entertains, 
which  make  me  the  more  eager,  by  putting  the  final  bamer 
between  myself  and  the  world  for  ever,  to  escape  fi'om  his 
persecution,  or,  at  all  events,  to  convince  him  that  his  ex- 
pectations are  vain." 

"  Nay,  you  are  too  severe,"  said  the  King.  "  What  has  he 
done  so  deeply  to  offend  you  ?  He  has  but  sought,  as  any 
man  might  well  seek,  to  obtain  a  treasure  which  was  withheld 
from  him." 

"  I  know  not  well,  sire,"  replied  Isabel,  whose  generous 
spirit  was  roused  at  what  she  judged  the  defence  of  guilt — "  I 
know  not  what  is  the  code  of  honour  amongst  men.  It  seems 
to  me  that  they  often  fight  and  spill  each  other's  blood  be- 
cause they  are  accused  of  dishonourable  acts,  which  yet  they 
commit  every  day.  I  know  not  whether  the  dishonour  should 
lie  in  doing  the  wrong,  or  being  told  that  we  have  done  it. 
Methinks  in  the  former  ;  and,  if  so,  when  ]Monsieur  de  Mey- 
rand  beti'ayed,  deceived,  and  falsified  the  truth  to  his  friend, 
he  was  doing  no  very  honourable  act.  I  l^eseech  your  ma- 
jesty to  pardon  my  boldness ;  but  you  ask  me,  sire,  what 
great  cause  of  offence  he  has  given  me.  In  the  tale  I  lately 
told  your  majesty  I  mentioned  many  an  offence — many  that 
I  consider  dark,  ungentlemanly,  and  dishonest  deeds  ;  and 
if  I  could  fancy  that  the  fault  was  in  me  and  in  any  idle 
beauty  my  face  or  person  may  possess,  rather  than  in  him 
and  the  con-uption  of  his  own  heart,  I  should  hate  myself  as 
a  sharer  in  things  that  I  condemn  and  despise.  As  to  offences 
towards  me  in  all  these  disgraceful  acts  I  speak  of,  I  forgive 
them  freely ;  but  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  wed  the  man 
who  has  committed  them ;  for,  as  I  must  ever  despise  him,  I 
could  never  love  him.  Let  your  majesty  but  recollect  what 
he  has  done,  and  what  I  have  suffered  fiom  him  :"  and  she 
calmly  and  deliberately  recapitulated  all  that  she  had  ob- 
sencd  or  knew  of  the  conduct  of  the  Count  de  IMeyrand. 

She  remarked  that,  while  she  was  speaking,  the  King  took 
notes  of  what  she  said  regarding  the  Count ;  and  when  she 
had  ended  that  matter,  she  added,  "  I  beseech  your  majesty 
to  remember  I  am  not  making  an  accusation,  or  asking  any 
jnmishment  upon  this  gentleman.  I  have  said  1  forgive  him; 
and  when  I  do  so,  it  is  without  reserve ;  but  I  only  beseech 
your  majesty  to  take  my  case  into  your  gi'acious  consider- 
ation, and  to  suffer  me  to  retii'e  at  once  into  any  convent  you 
may  please  to  nuuie  ;  for  if  it  were  your  royal  will  that,  while 
at  your  court,  I  should  Ik-  exposed  to  what  1  underwent  yes- 
terday, my  heart  would  break  with  the  misery  it  suffered,  and 
the  grave  would  be  the  cell  which  gave  me  repose." 
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"  I  grieve,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  the  King,  in  reply, 
"  not  only  that  Meyrand  is  so  distasteful  to  you,  hut  that  he 
has,  as  I  must  own,  given  you  good  cause  to  view  his  conduct 
with  disapprobation.  However,  I  will  not  press  him  upon 
you,  and  therefore  there  can  be  no  reason  why  you  should 
not  remain  at  the  court.  Why — if  exempt  from  his  pursuit — 
why  should  you  fly  fiom  us,  and  bury  all  your  charms  and 
gi-aces  in  a  dull  convent }  There  .are  thousands  of  noble  gen- 
tlemen in  France  who  would  give  half  their  heritage  for  one 
smile  fi'om  that  sweet  lip.  These  convents  rob  us  of  half  our 
loveliest  dames  ;  and,  good  faith,  like  that  luxurious  monster, 
my  namesake  the  Eighth  of  England,  I  have  a  great  mind  to 
suppress  all  the  monasteries  and  nunneries  in  the  realm.  By 
Heaven,  I  hate  these  convents." 

"  Oh,  say  not  so,  sir — say  not  so  !"  said  Isabel,  "  They  are 
the  refuge  of  many  a  wrung  and  broken  heart.  They  are 
the  jjlaces  where  the  sweet  secret  tears  of  blasted  affection 
may  be  best  poured  forth.  They  are  the  sanctuaries  of  that 
holv  giief  which  God  gives  man  to  wean  him  ftom  the  earth. 
There,  too,  remorse  may  hide  his  trembling  head,  and  peni- 
tence and  prayer  call  down  hope  from  heaven.  Ah,  no  !  we 
may  hate  the  abuse  of  them,  sire,  but  I  now  feel  myself  that 
in  every  land  there  is  a  need  of  some  place  set  apart  to 
solitude." 

"  I  will  not  reason  with  you  on  the  policy  of  such  tilings," 
said  the  King,  smiling  ;  "but  one  result  is  very  necessary  to 
guard  against — the  natural  instability  of  human  resolutions  : 
and  there  is  no  such  effectual  way  of  so  doing,  as  to  give 
time  for  forming  those  resolutions  and  considering  them  pro- 
perly before  they  are  made  irrevocable  The  law  requires  a 
year  of  probation,  and  so  far  does  its  duty;  but  in  regard 
to  those  whom  we  esteem  and  love,  we  require  other  and 
better  trials  of  the  resolve  before  we  even  permit  that  year  of 
probation  to  begin  ;  for  we  well  know  the  means  used  during 
novitiate  to  prevent  all  reti'action.  Thus  must  I  still  return 
to  my  point — putting  the  Count  de  Meyrand  out  of  the  ques- 
tion— there  are,  as  I  have  said,  a  thousand  other  noble  gentle- 
men in  France  ready  to  enter  the  lists  as  aspirants  to  this 
fair  hand.  Surely,  out  of  them  all,  you  may  choose  some  one 
who  may  make  you  happy  and  be  happy  with  you ;  and  I 
wish  you  to  pause,  reflect,  and  judge  before  you  decide.  Time 
will  heal  the  wounds  from  which  you  now  suffer,  and  we  may 
soon  see  you  a  bright  and  happy  bride." 

"Never,  your  majesty,"  replied  Isabel,  firmly.  "I  can 
assure  you,  you  mistake  me.  I  have  no  heart  to  give,  and 
without  it  I  will  never  give  my  hand.  Had  my  father  plighted 
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me  to  one  I  did  not  know — one  who,  after  the  acquaintance  of 
a  day,  and  the  exchange  of  half-a-dozen  words,  was  destined 
to  be  my  husband  Avithout  farther  knowledge  or  inclination 
on  ray  part — the  case  might  be  as  your  majesty  supposes ; 
but  loving  and  having  loved  from  infancy  until  now,  a  man 
whom  my  father  chose  because  he  knew  that  he  would  possess 
my  affection  and  ever  make  me  happy,  my  spirit  is  widowed, 
and  my  heart  is  bui'ied  in  the  grave  of  him  I  loved.  I  do 
beseech  your  majesty,  by  everything  that  may  move  you,  to 
grant  my  prayer,  and  let  me  seek  the  only  shelter  where  I 
can  hope  for  repose  and  peace." 

"  Well,"  said  the  King,  dipping  the  pen  in  the  ink,  with  a 
smile  and  a  shake  of  the  head,  as  if  he  still  doubted — "  well, 
fair  Isabel,  if  it  must  be  so,  I  will  yield.  Yet  still,  once  more 
let  me  ask  you,  are  you  fixed  and  determined  ?  Recollect 
the  changes  that  time  works  in  human  resolutions.  If  there 
can  be  satisfactory  proof  given  that  this  Count  of  Meyrand  was 
really  a  sharer  in  the  acts  that  you  mention,  so  far  from 
favouring  his  suit,  I  y\i\\  banish  him  from  the  court  as  long 
as  you  remain  in  it.  If,  therefore,  it  is  on  that  account  you 
fear,  put  him  entirely  out  of  the  question,  and  then  think 
whether,  with  the  course  of  time,  your  grief  may  not  be 
softened  down,  your  heart  opened  to  new  sensations,  and 
your  affections  find  a  worthy  successor  to  him  whom  you 
have  lost.     Urge  her,  De  Yieilleville,  to  consider  this." 

"  It  is  of  no  use,  my  lord,"  replied  Isabel,  somewhat  mor- 
tified at  seeing  a  smile  still  upon  the  King's  countenance,  as 
if  he  thought  that  her  resolution  was  affected — "  it  is  of  no  use. 
If  any  voice  could  move  me,  it  would,  of  course  be  that  of 
your  majesty;  but  my  purpose  is  fixed,  and  I  do  assure  you 
most  solemnly  that  my  hand  shall  never  be  given  to  any  man 
upon  this  earth !     To  this  I  pledge  myself  beyond  all  recall." 

"  Nay,  then,"  answered  Henry,  "if  that  be  the  case,  I  have 
nothing  to  do  but  yield  my  consent,"  and  after  writing  for  a 
few  moments  on  a  paper  that  lay  before  him,  he  took  it  up 
and  read, — "  I  do  hereby  signify  my  full  consent  and  per- 
mission that  Isabel,  Demoiselle  de  Brienne,  shall  enter  into 
any  convent  or  connuunity  of  regular  nuns,  or  canonesses  . 
that  she  may  think  fit  to  choose,  having  fulfilled  the  novitiate, 
and  all  prei)aratory  riUes  and  regulations  as  established  by 
the  law  of  the  land,  and  the  forms  and  ordinances  of  the 
community  selected." 

Still,  however,  he  held  the  paper   in  his  hand,  saying, 
"  Nevertheless,  I  do  not  like  to  give  it." 

"  I  beseech  you,  sire,  to  do  so,"  said  Isabel,  who  at  that 
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moment  looked  to  the  possession  of  that  paper  as  her  great 
hope  of  peace  and  tranquillity  through  life. 

"  Nay,  wait  one  moment,"  said  the  King:  "  there  is  a  gen- 
tleman for  whom  I  have  a  high  esteem,  of  great  rank  and 
consideration,  a  member  of  one  of  the  most  noble  and  princely 
families  of  France — some  branches  of  which,  indeed,  are 
allied  to  our  royal  house — handsome,  gallant,  and  so  capti- 
vating in  demeanour,  that  I  cannot  fancy  any  lady's  heart 
long  resisting  persuasion  such  as  his.  I  recollect,  in  days 
long  gone,  to  have  seen  in  his  eyes  no  light  admiration  when 
the  fair  Isabel  de  Brienne  passed  by,  and  I  do  believe  he  would 
consider  himself  the  happiest  man  in  France  if  he  could  move 
her  from  this  passion  for  a  nunnery.     I  will  but " 

"  Nay,  nay,  I  beseech  you,  sire !"  cried  Isabel,  throwing 
herself  upon  her  knees  before  him.  "  Oh,  spare  me  !  spare 
me  !"  But  Henry  gently  disengaged  the  hand  which  she  had 
taken  to  detain  him,  and  passing  by,  left  the  cabinet. 

Isabel  wi'ung  her  hands — "  Oh,  my  lord  !"  she  said,  turning 
1o  Monsieur  de  Vieilleville,  "this  is  a  new  misery  the  King 
is  bringing  on  me.'' 

De  Vieilleville  soothed  her,  assured  her  that  the  King 
meant  kindly  by  her,  and  would  not  urge  her  beyond  a 
certain  point;  but  he  kept  that  sort  of  grave  and  serious 
countenance  which  made  her  feel  that  such  topics  of  con- 
solation, though  suggested  to  calm  her,  might  not  be  believed, 
even  by  himself.  Her  heart  beat  with  anxiety  and  appre- 
hension, and  she  could  scarcely  keep  the  tears  fi'om  falling 
over  her  cheeks,  when  she  heard  the  steps  of  Henry  and 
some  one  else  again  approaching  the  cabinet.  It  cost  her  a 
ten'ible  struggle  with  her  own  heart  to  master  her  emotions, 
and  to  summon  resolution  sufficient  to  think  briefly  over  her 
situation,  and  how  she  should  behave.  Before  she  could 
determine  on  anything  more  than  the  mere  general  purpose 
of  again  and  again  expressing  her  resolution,  in  as  strong 
language  as  she  could  use,  the  door  of  the  cabinet  opened. 
Her  back  was  still  turned  towards  it,  her  eyes  bent  upon  the 
ground,  as  if  to  avoid  seeing  the  person  thus  brought  to  im- 
portune her  sorrowful  heart  for  love  it  could  not  give,  and 
she  only  drew  a  step  aside,  to  afford  the  monarch  room  to 
pass  at  once  to  his  chair. 

As  he  did  pass,  however,  there  was  another  hand  laid  upon 
her  arm,  and  the  voice  of  some  one  beside  her  said,  "  Isabel!" 

She  started  back — turned  towards  him — lifted  her  eyes — 
and,  with  a  long,  loud  scream,  before  any  one  could  catch  her, 
fell  senseless  on  the  floor. 
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"  Good  Heaven,  T  have  carried  this  too  far !"  exclaimed 
the  King,  starting  forward,  and  aiding  with  his  own  hands  to 
raise  her  head. 

"  She  is  only  fainting,  your  majesty,"  said  Vieilleville,  "  I 
•will  run  and  call  your  physician  to  her." 

"No,  no  !"  said  the  King,  "  bring  some  water,  but  do  not 
mention  what  has  occurred.  We  have  many  matters  to  deal 
with,  and  must  do  it  carefully. — See,  she  begins  to  revive." 

When  Isabel  de  Brienne  opened  her  eyes  again,  the  first 
face  she  saw  was  that  of  Bernard  de  Rohan ;  and  her  first 
gi-eeting  on  her  return  to  consciousness,  was  the  warm  kiss 
of  deep  and  pure  affection.  She  was  still  lying  on  the  floor, 
with  her  head  propped  by  cushions  of  purple  velvet,  and  her 
shoulders  supported  by  Bernard's  left  arm,  while  with  his 
right  hand  he  clasped  hers  tenderly. 

We  need  not  pause  upon  the  meeting.  We  need  not  pause 
upon  the  feelings  that  were  excited  in  the  bosoms  of  either ; 
upon  the  words  that  were  spoken  as  soon  as  Isabel  recovered 
the  power  of  utterance;  or  upon  the  overpow^ering  joy,  which 
repaid  her  for  all  that  she  had  suffered.  It  often  happens 
with  us  in  life,  that  we  know  not  the  intensity  of  our  own 
affections  till  they  are  severely  tried.  Love,  ay,  and  even 
sometimes  hate,  will  lie  slumbering  at  the  bottom  of  the  heart 
with  very  little  apparent  power,  till  something  rouses  the 
genius  or  the  fiend,  and  he  starts  up,  armed  with  more 
than  gigantic  power.  Isabel  had  now  learned  how  deeply 
she  loved ;  and  although  Bernard  de  Rohan  had  ever  found 
her  full  of  the  tenderness,  the  sweetness,  the  devotion  of  af- 
fection, it  was  not  till  this  moment  that  he  was  met  with  all 
the  open  ardour  and  intensity  of  feeling  which  he  himself 
experienced  towards  her.  She  hung  upon  the  bosom  of  him 
whom  she  had  fancied  lost  to  her  for  ever.  She  gazed  with 
dec])  ufl'ection  in  his  eyes.  She  hid  her  face  upon  his  shoulder 
and  wept.  All,  all  the  signs  and  tokens  of  joy  and  love  that 
human  nature  can  display,  from  smiles  to  tears,  were  given 
as  his  welcome  back  from  death  to  life — and  he  was  very 
hiip])y. 

'I'hey  were  alone  when  Isabel  first  recovered,  for  Henry's 
kindly  heart  had  made  him  draw  away  the  Marechal  de 
\'i('i]leville  when  he  saw  consciousness  retiu'ning,  in  order  to 
leave  tlic  lovers  for  a  short  space  alone.  In  a  few  minutes, 
however,  the  King  came  back,  and  seating  himself  at  the  table, 
he  ga/ed  with  a  suiile  u])on  Isabel,  saying,  "Now,  my  rash 
young  lady,  here  is  the  King's  permission  for  you  to  enter 
whatsoever  convent  you  think  fit.    Your  resolution,  you  said, 
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was  inichangeable.      You  vowed  that  you  would  never  give 
your  hand  to  any  man  in  life.     What  am  1  to  think  now?" 

Isabel  looked  down  for  a  moment,  and  then  raising  her 
eyes  with  a  smile,  even  while  the  warm  blood  mantled  in 
her  cheek,  she  re^jlied,  "  I  have  given  him  my  hand  already, 
your  majesty." 

A  slight  frown  came  ujjon  the  King's  brow  ;  and  with  the 
quickened  perception  of  love,  Isabel  saw  in  a  moment  that 
she  might  rouse  in  Henry's  heart  the  lion  of  authority,  to 
oppose  her  own  wishes,  if  she  spoke  of  the  marriage  between 
her  and  Bernard  de  Bohan  being  lawful,  notwithstanding  the 
royal  edict.  She  added,  therefore,  the  next  moment,  "  I  trust, 
sire,  that  your  majesty's  consent  in  this  case  may  be  obtained 
more  easily  than  on  the  occasion  of  my  late  petition,  which 
I  now  withdraw." 

"  Well  and  rightly  spoken,  fair  lady,"  said  the  King,  his 
good  humoiu-  at  once  returning.  "  I  have  some  chiding  to 
give  you,  Baron,"  he  added,  addressing  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
"  for  having  ventured  clandestinely,  and  without  lawful 
sanction,  to  unite  yourself  to  this  young  lady  by  a  marriage 
which,  as  you  now  well  know,  is  null  and  void.  For  that  fault, 
however,  you  shall  receive  pardon,  in  consideration  of  your 
good  services  in  Piedmont;  and  yoiu'  claim  to  her  hand  shall 
have  favourable  consideration." 

Bernard  de  Rohan,perhaps,  might  not  feel  so  well  inclined 
as  Isabel  to  bow  the  head  to  the  King's  will;  but  there  was 
no  resource,  and  he  submitted,  though  not  without  attempting 
to  justify  himself.  "  I  tmst  to  your  majesty's  gracious  favour," 
he  said,  "  to  make  me  at  length  happy,  after  endm-ing  so 
much  as  I  have  endured:  but  I  beseech  you  to  consider  that 
the  act  which  I  ventured  to  do  was  not  altogether  so  unjusti- 
fiable as  it  may  have  been  represented.  From  all  that  I  saw 
of  the  Lord  of  Masseran ;  from  all  that  Monsiem-  de  Brissac 
communicated  to  me  concerning  his  doubtful  faith  towards 
your  majesty ;  fi-om  all  that  Isabel  herself  told  me  of  his  plans 
and  purposes,  I  judged,  perhaps  wrongly,  that  not  a  moment's 
time  was  to  be  lost  in  freeing  her  from  the  restraint  in  which 
she  was  held.  No  possible  means  existed  of  so  doing,  except 
by  aiding  her  to  escape,  and  flying  with  her.  To  have  done 
so  without  being  able  to  call  her  my  wife  might  have  subjected 
her  to  unjust  and  evil  imputations.  I  had  her  father's  full 
and  written  consent.  Her  mother  had  known  of  that  consent 
being  given,  and  had  never  raised  her  voice  against  it.  I 
therefore  might  fairly  conceive  that  I  had  the  approbation  of 
both  her  parents.     It  was  our  intention,  I   most  solemnly 
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assure  your  majesty,  so  far  from  treating  your  authority  with 
any  disrespect,  to  hasten  to  your  court  witli  all  speed,  for  the 
purpose  of  casting  ourselves  at  your  feet,  and  beseeching  your 
approval.  In  these  circumstances,  I  trust  that  you  will  grant 
us  your  gracious  pardon,  and  with  the  same  generous  kind- 
ness which  you  have  displayed,  in  bringing  us  together  again 
so  soon,  will  confirm  by  your  royal  will,  the  union  in  which 
we  ventured  to  engage." 

"  God  loves  the  free  giver,  my  good  young  friend,"  replied 
the  King ;  "  and,  although  there  is  in  human  nature  a  pro- 
pensity to  enhance  the  favours  that  we  have  it  in  our  power 
to  confer  by  exciting  anxiety  and  impatience,  even  in  those 
to  whom  we  wish  well,  by  affecting  delay  and  hesitation,  yet 
would  I  not  do  so  in  the  present  case,  were  it  possible  to 
grant  your  request.  The  edict  by  which  all  such  mamages 
are  annulled  has  become  the  law  of  the  land ;  and  laws  are 
too  solemn  things  to  be  played  with,  to  be  enacted  one  day, 
revoked,  altered,  amended  another,  as  ignorance  and  stu- 
pidity may  have  created  defects  in  their  original  state,  or  as 
caprice  and  vacillation  may  cause  a  change  of  opinion  after- 
wards. This  law  was  long  thought  of,  and  promulgated  with 
reluctance,  upon  the  show  of  absolute  necessity.  Such  being 
the  case,  you  must  consider  your  marriage  as  null ;  but  as  I 
do  sincerely  believe  that,  in  contracting  it,  you  had  no 
thought  of  offence,  and  as  the  will  of  this  young  lady's  father, 
joined  with  her  own  affection  and  hei*  brother's  consent,  must 
overbear  Avhat  seems  the  unreasonable  opposition  of  her 
mother,  your  marriage  shall  take  place  with  all  speed,  and 
with  my  full  consent  and  approbation.  In  the  meantime. 
Monsieur  de  liohan,  you  are  our  guest  atFontainbleau;  and 
when  I  place  the  honour  of  this  fair  lady  in  your  good  charge 
and  keeping,  I  know  that  I  trust  to  a  rock  which  is  not  to  be 
shaken." 

Bernard  and  Isabel  kissed  the  King's  hand,  with  deep  gra- 
titude for  the  kindness  that  he  showed  them,  and  were  about 
to  retire,  when  a  page  entered,  saying, "  The  Count  de  Mey- 
rand,  sire,  waits  without,  according  to  your  majesty's  com- 
mands of  yesterday." 

The  eyes  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  blazed  in  a  moment.  "  I 
do  beseech  your  majesty,"  he  said,  "  to  let  me  deal  with  that 
most  dishonest  man  according  to  the  usages  and  customs  of 
gentlemen  and  soldiers." 

Isaljel,  however,  cast  herself  at  the  King's  feet,  saying, 
"  Oh  no,  sire  !  no  !  under  the  protection  of  your  mighty  arm, 
he  can  do  us  no  farther  harm.     Bid  Bernard  forgive  him,  as 
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I  forgive  him,  and  let  not  the  hand  that,  by  your  kindness,  is 
soon  to  be  clasped  in  mine  at  the  altar — let  not  that  gene- 
rous hand  which  has  never  been  stained  with  any  but  the 
blood  of  your  majesty's  enemies,  be  dyed  with  that  of  a  fel- 
low-subject !" 

"  She  is  right,  Monsiem-  de  Rohan ;  she  is  right,"  said  the 
King,  "  and  only  entreats  me  to  do  what  I  had  before  deter- 
mined. Of  course  the  Dauphin  gave  you  my  message  this 
morning  before  I  saw  you  ?  By  that  you  must  abide,  re- 
membering, that  if  on  any  pretence  whatsoever  you  violate 
my  commands,  and  draw  your  sword  upon  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  I  retract  the  promise  which  I  have  made,  and  this 
lady's  hand  shall  never  be  yours  so  long  as  I  am  King  of 
France.  To  this  I  pledge  my  honour  !  I  myself  will  deal 
with  the  Count  de  Meyrand.  What  he  has  done  requires  the 
chastisement  of  my  Prevot,  rather  than  the  chivalrous  kind 
of  punishment  which  you  propose.  I  Avill  not  see  him  now  ; 
but  some  two  hours  hence,  when  my  son  and  some  others 
are  present,  I  will  inquire  into  his  conduct,  and  may  then 
summon  you.  For  the  time,  retire  with  Monsieur  de  Vieille- 
ville  to  his  apartments,  where,  as  you  may  have  much  to  say 
to  one  another,  you  may  well  spend  an  hour  or  two  together." 

The  latter  part  of  the  King's  directions  Bernard  de  Rohan 
was  very  willing  to  obey  ;  and  though  his  heart  burned  to 
chastise  with  his  own  arm  the  man  who  had  betrayed  him, 
yet  the  hand  of  Isabel  was  too  precious  a  boon  to  be  risked 
for  such  an  object ;  and  he  knew  that  Henry  was  not  one  to 
forget  the  menace  he  had  used,  in  case  of  disobedience. 


CHAPTER   XXVI. 

As  the  chambers  of  the  palace  of  Fontainbleau  were  then 
arranged,  there  was — between  the  great  gallery  and  the 
audience-chamber  in  which  the  king  on  ordinary  occasions 
received  deputations,  and  other  considerable  bodies  of  people 
on  business  too  numerous  to  be  admitted  to  his  cabinet — a 
large  anteroom,  with  several  doors,  some  leading  to  staircases, 
some  to  the  great  gallery,  and  some  to  other  chambers  as 
well  as  to  the  audience  hall.  Across  this  anteroom,  the 
Count  de  Meyrand  was  pacing  with  a  gloomy  brow  and  a 
slow  step,  when  he  was  met  by  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  enter- 
ing suddenly   by  a  door  which  led  from  a  back  staircase. 
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The  brow  of  the  hitter  was  even  darker  tlian  that  of  the 
Count,  but  it  bore  more  the  aspect  of  terror  than  discontent ; 
and  his  eyes,  generally  so  calm  and  searching,  now  looked 
somewhat  wild  and  astray,  while  his  cheek  was  as  pale  as 
death.  The  instant  he  saw  Meyrand  he  pansed,  as  if  he 
would  fain  have  gone  back  ;  but  the  Count's  eyes  were  upon 
him,  and  the  Savoyard,  instantly  reversing  the  impulse,  ad- 
vanced rapidly,  and  grasped  him  by  the  hand. 

"  You  seem  agitated,  Masseran,"  said  the  Count  de  Mey- 
rand. "  What  is  the  matter  ?  The  King  has  just  refused 
me  an  audience — things  are  not  going  well." 

"  Not  going  well !"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  By 
heavens,  they  are  not.  Monsieur  de  Meyrand ! — What  is  the 
matter  ? — You,  the  lover  of  Isabel  de  Brienne,  and  not  know 
what  is  the  matter  !  I  should  have  thought  that  the  very 
feeling  of  the  air  would  have  told  you.  It  lies  heavy  upon 
my  chest." 

"  How  !  is  she  ill  ?"  demanded  the  Count,  eagerly.  "  Why 
look  you  so  scared  ?     Is  she  ill,  I  say  .?" 

"  111 !  Not  she  !"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  She 
is  well — too  well !  But  I  for  one  have  keener  perceptions 
when  an  enemy  is  near.  I  seem  to  feel  it  in  the  very  air  he 
breathes.  Bernard  de  Rohan  has  come  to  life  again.  The 
tale  they  told  us  of  his  being  crushed  under  the  tower  is 
false.  Either  he  has  done  the  thing  himself,  to  favour  his 
own  escape,  or  else  the  burning  of  that  accm'sed  tower  has 
opened  the  way  for  him  to  fly." 

The  first  im])ulse  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand  was  to  lay  his 
hand  u]ion  the  hilt  of  his  sword,  for  he  felt  that  tliere  could 
be  no  longer  any  concealment,  and  that  the  rivalry  between 
him  and  Bernard  de  Rohan  must  be  one  of  life  and  death. 
The  moment  after,  however,  he  drew  his  hand  back  quietly, 
as  if  ashamed  of  the  emotion  he  displayed,  and  demanded, 
in  a  calm  tone,  "  Pray,  where  have  you  heard  of  nU  this  ^ 
AVliere  is  this  gallant  chevalier }  We  must  give  him  a  warm 
reception." 

"  How  did  I  hear  of  it  ?"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
im])atient  at  the  indifference  Avhich  he  knew  to  be  affected. 
"  My  own  eyes  told  me.  Where  is  this  gallant  chevalier  .''  In 
this  ver}'  palace,  not  many  hundred  yards  from  this  spot, 
seated  by  Isabel  de  Brienne,  doubtless,  for  I  saw  them  both 
passing  towards  the  a])avtiiicnts  of  Yieillevillo,  with  her  liand 
clasped  in  liis,  and  the  old  Marechal  performing  the  office  of 
Mercin-y,  and  doing  the  honours  of  FontainbUau." 

The  fingers  of  the  (!ount  de  Meyrand  clasped  tight  into 
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the  palms  of  his  hands,  and  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the 
ground  with  a  frowning  brow.  These,  however,  were  the 
only  signs  of  emotion  that  he  suffered  to  appear;  and  he 
remained  for  some  minutes  without  uttering  a  word,  though 
the  Lord  of  Masseran  continued  to  gaze  upon  his  cotnite- 
nance  with  a  keen  and  inquiring  air,  which  seemed  to  ask, 
"  Have  you  nothing  to  suggest  ?  Have  you  no  plan  to 
propose  ?" 

"  Come  with  me,  Masseran,"  replied  the  Count  de  Mey- 
rand,  at  length — "  come  with  me,  and  let  us  talk  this  matter 
over.     It  were  sad  to  be  foiled  at  this  last  moment." 

"  It  were  sad,  indeed,"  murmured  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
"  when  this  very  morning  it  seemed  that  the  whole  was  in 
my  hand,  and  it  needed  but  a  few  hours  to  complete  the 
work." 

"  Psha !"  said  the  Count,  not  much  heeding  what  he  said. 
"  A  few  hours,  a  few  days,  a  few  weeks,  or  years,  are  nothing 
in  the  eye  of  fate.  If  we  miss  the  precise  moment,  whether 
it  be  by  a  minute  or  a  century,  matters  not,  we  have  lost  the 
great  talisman  for  ever.  Come  with  me.  Let  us  consult  and 
consider  whether  that  moment  is  missed.  The  matter  must 
soon  be  brought  to  a  decision.  Bernard  de  Rohan,  in  all 
probability,  must  be  met  and  disposed  of  at  the  sword's 
point.  That  would  vex  me  little  ;  for  though  he  be  a  stout 
and  skilful  man  at  arms,  there  are  others  no  less  so  than  he, 
and  I  should  never  be  unwilling,  for  a  great  prize,  to  risk  an 
equal  stake  with  any  man.  Young  rash-headed  boys  run 
into  these  encounters  for  mere  sport,  and  risk  life  and  all  its 
joys  for  no  great  and  j^robable  object.  With  me,  however, 
all  these  things  are  matters  of  calculation  and  of  common 
sense,  my  good  friend ;  and  I  would  have  brought  it  to  the 
arbitrament  of  the  sword  long  ago,  if  I  had  thought  that  the 
prize  could  be  won  by  such  means.  But  with  a  woman  like 
Isabel  de  Brienne,  to  conquer  in  such  mortal  strife  with  him 
she  loved,  would  be  to  purchase  hatred,  not  affection — to 
bar,  not  to  open  the  way.  Could  I  find  means  not  to  kill 
him,  but  to  overthrow,  to  cripple,  to  disgrace  him,  to  make 
him  beg  his  life  at  the  sword's  point,  or  by  some  other  way 
to  cast  dishonour  on  his  once  bright  name,  that  indeed  might 
be  more  successful.  Come  with  me,  Masseran,  come  with 
me.  You  Italians  are  generally  adepts  at  such  things  as 
these,  and  we  must  consider  of  the  matter  well." 

Thus  saying,  he  led  the  way  to  the  apartments  which  had 
been  assigned  to  the  liOrd  of  Masseran,  and  there  remained 
closeted  with  his  dark  confederate,  till  one  of  the  King's  pages 
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came  to  summon  him  to  the  pi'esenee  of  Henry.  By  the  time 
the  boy  entered  the  room  where  they  sat,  however,  there  had 
come  a  smile  upon  the  countenance  of  Meyrand  ;  and  rising 
with  a  gi'aceful  and  a  stately  air,  which  he  knew  well  how  to 
assume,  he  followed  through  the  gallery  towards  the  audience 
chamber.  At  the  end  of  the  corridor,  the  boy  advanced 
across  the  anteroom  which  we  have  mentioned,  and  threw 
open  the  doors,  and  in  a  moment  after,  the  Count  stood  in 
the  presence  of  his  sovereign. 

Henry  was  seated  at  the  upper  end  of  the  room,  looking 
up  towards  the  Duchess  de  Valentinois,  who  stood  beside 
him  on  his  right,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  appeared  the 
Dauphin  and  the  Princess  Claude.  Near  the  Duchess  was 
Bernard  de  Rohan  with  Isabel  de  Brienne,  and  Mademoiselle 
de  Scepeaux,  the  daughter  of  the  Marechal  de  Vieilleville, 
while  in  other  parts  of  the  circle  Avere  one  or  two  of  the 
infeiior  ministers  of  the  crown,  and  some  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished courtiers.  The  King  was  habited  as  he  had  been 
in  the  morning ;  that  is  to  say,  in  black  velvet,  richly  em- 
broidered and  laced  with  gold.  But  Bernard  de  Rohan  was 
no  longer  in  the  riding  suit  which  he  had  previously  worn; 
for,  having  procured  garments  from  his  own  long-left  dwell- 
ing, he  appeared  in  all  the  splendour  displayed  by  courtiers 
of  that  day,  and  well  became  the  costly  habit  that  he  wore. 
Isabel  de  Brienne,  too,  had  cast  off  the  deep  mourning  she 
had  assumed,  and  the  lustre  of  her  eyes,  the  varying  colour 
of  her  cheek,  the  trembling  smile  that  played  in  joyful  agita- 
tion on  her  lip,  all  told  that  the  mourning  was  gone  from  her 
heart  also. 

Each  object  on  which  the  eye  of  the  Count  rested  added 
fire  to  the  torture  that  he  felt ;  but  there  was  something  in 
the  sight  of  the  Duchess  of  Valentinois,  and  in  the  position 
in  which  she  stood  between  his  rival  and  the  King,  that  both 
pained  and  embarrassed  him.  During  the  last  day  or  two  he 
had  remarked  a  change  in  her  demeanour,  and  had  perceived 
that  she  did  not  exert  her  influence  zealously  in  his  behalf; 
and  tlic  interview  which  had  taken  place  between  himself  and 
lier,  on  his  late  arrival  in  Paris,  put  his  most  private  views 
almost  entirely  at  her  command,  so  that  he  would  willingly 
have  had  her  absent  from  the  scene.  By  this  time,  however, 
he  hud  iiiiidc  u]i  his  mind  to  the  course  he  had  to  pursue,  and 
the  gliiiijtsc  which  the  Lord  of  Masseran  had  caught  of  Ber- 
nard de  Ilolian  had  given  the  Count  the  great  advantage  of 
coming  to  face  his  rival  well  ])repared. 

He  advanced,  then,  into  the  midst  of  the  circle,  with  his 
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head  erect,  his  eye  clear,  his  countenance  cahn  and  un- 
troubled, and  bowing  with  graceful  ease  to  the  King,  he  ran 
his  eye  over  the  rest  of  the  circle,  Avithout  flinching  in  the 
slightest  degree  beneath  the  stern  gaze  of  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
or  the  expectant  and  inquiring  glances  of  the  more  indif- 
ferent spectators.  When  he  had  thus  made  his  salutation,  he 
was  drawing  a  step  back,  as  if  to  take  his  place  at  the  end  of 
the  line,  when  Henry  addressed  him. 

"  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,"  said  the  King,  "  I  have  sent  for 
you  in  regard  to  serious  charges  which  have  been  made 
against  you,  and  which  it  becomes  you  to  answer,  both  as  a 
French  gentleman,  a  soldier,  and  a  man  of  honour.  You 
have  had  good  reason  to  know  that  we  regard  you  with  some 
favour,  and  we  trust  to  find,  by  the  explanations  you  may 
give,  that  our  favour  was  not  really  undeserved." 

The  King  paused,  as  if  expecting  the  Count  to  reply ;  and 
Meyrand  answered  at  once,  without  waiting  to  hear  the 
charges,  very  willing  to  take  the  initiative  upon  himself. 

"  From  those  I  see  in  your  majesty's  presence,"  he  said, 
"  and  from  the  fi'aud  of  a  reported  death — spread  for  what 
purposes  the  parties  themselves  best  know — I  can  easily 
divine  the  nature  of  the  charges  to  w^hich  you,  sire,  allude, 
and  am  ready  to  repel  them  as  befits  a  man  of  honour.  I 
see  here,  sire,  a  fair  lady,  to  whose  hand,  but  yesterday,  I  had 
your  majesty's  permission  and  sanction  to  aspire " 

"  You  are  right  in  that,  sir,"  interrupted  the  King.  "  But 
in  the  first  place,  at  that  time,  I  was  not  aw^are — fully,  at 
least — of  the  conduct  which  you  had  pursued ;  and,  in  the 
next  place,  I  believed  the  hand  of  that  lady  to  be  free  from 
all  other  engagements :  but  after  my  return  from  hunting  in 
the  course  of  yesterday,  I  met  with  our  gallant  friend  here, 
Monsieur  de  Rohan,  and  with  no  slight  pleasure  found  him 
living  whom  we  had  all  imagined  to  be  dead." 

"  Wliether  your  majesty  have  withdrawn  the  permission 
that  you  gave,"  continued  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  "  I  cannot 
tell ;  but  I  trust  not ;  and  I  know  your  majesty  is  too  just  to 
believe  charges  upon  mere  hearsay.  The  facts  are  very 
simple,  however  they  may  have  been  concealed.  Monsieur 
de  Rohan  and  myself  are  rivals.  He  has  had  many  advan- 
tages over  me  in  pursuing  his  suit,  and  I,  in  consequence, 
have  resorted  to  every  fair  means  and  just  stratagem  to  favour 
my  suit  also.  I  deny  it  not !  I  have  done  it !  Love  for  this 
lady  has  been  the  motive,  and  love  for  her  has  suggested  the 
means.  But  if  Monsieiu"  de  Rohan  dares  to  say  that  I  have 
done  aught  dishonourable  or  wrong,  I  here,  in  the  presence 
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of  your  majesty,  give  him  the  lie ;  and  dare  him  to  prove 
his  words  upon  my  body,  as  becomes  a  gentleman  and  a 
soldier." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  took  a  step  forward,  with  his  colour 
somewhat  heightened  and  his  brow  bent.  The  King,  how- 
ever, waved  him  back,  saying,  "  I  will  hear  you  in  a  moment, 
Monsieur  de  Rohan  ;  but  first  let  me  tell  this  gentleman  that 
the  charge  against  him,  of  which  I  speak,  is  not  made  by  you, 
but  by  this  lady,  who  accuses  the  Count  de  Meyrand  of 
having,  together  with  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  conti'ived  and 
executed  various  schemes  unworthy  of  a  French  gentleman 
and  a  man  of  honoin*.  The  Marquis  of  Masseran — a  sove- 
reign prince  himself — is  not  amenable  to  us,  but  only  to  his 
suzerain,  our  cousin  the  Duke  of  Savoy.  But  Monsieur  de 
MejTand  may  well  be  questioned  as  to  his  conduct;  and 
either  now,  or  at  some  future  time,  shall  be  called  upon  to 
show  whether  he  did  or  did  not  use  unjustifiable  means  for 
getting  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne  into  his  hands.  What  were 
you  about  to  say,  Monsieur  de  Rohan  ?" 

"  Simply,  my  lord,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  to  reite- 
rate in  my  own  name  the  charges  made  against  the  Count  de 
Meyrand  by  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  and  to  add  in  distinct 
tenns  that  he,  Adi'ian  of  Meyrand,  is  a  false  and  treacherous 
villain,  who  has  deceived  his  fi-iend,  betrayed  those  that 
trusted  him,  and  forgotten  his  own  honour.  Farther,  I  am 
ready,  with  your  majesty's  permission,  which  1  earnestly 
crave,  to  prove  these  words  upon  him  with  my  sword,  and 
also  to  establish  them  by  positive  evidence,  to  your  full  satis- 
faction." 

"  I  beseech  you,  sire,"  said  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  "  let 
the  matter  be  speedily  and  briefly  settled.  As  to  entering 
into  any  other  proofs,  after  the  words  that  have  been  spoken, 
that  were  needless.  Hand  to  hand,  as  two  French  gentlemen, 
let  us  determine  our  difference.  No  other  investigation  is 
required.  I  own,  without  fear  or  shame,  that  I  have  used  all 
fair  means  to  win  this  lady's  love ;  but  I  pronounce  that  any 
one  who  says,  that  what  1  did,  I  did  dishonourably,  speaks 
falsely,  and  is  a  knave." 

"  Tlic  matter.  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,"  replied  the  King, 
"  is  not  so  easily  settled  as  you  seem  to  tliink.  Did  cowardice 
always  accompany  vice,  evil  would  not  walk  so  boldly  as  she 
does.  Many  a  man  who  has  dared  to  do  a  bad  act,  will  dare 
to  justify  it  at  the  risk  of  life ;  but  loe  must  judge  by  other 
proofs ;  and  1  ask  you,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,  whether  now, 
in  my  presence,  you  are  ready  to  go  into  the  investigation  of 
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the  charges  against  you,  or  whether  you  would  have  farther 
thne  ?" 

"  I  see  no  use,  sire,"  said  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  "  of 
yielding  any  investigation  regarding  such  matters.    Monsieur 

de  Rohan  has  already " 

"  The  charges  are  not  alone  those  of  Monsieur  de  Rohan," 
said  the  King,  interrupting  him.  "  Were  that  the  case,  per- 
haps we  might  give  your  enmity  its  course,  but  the  charges 
are  those  of  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne." 

"  It  matters  little,  sire,  whose  they  be,"  replied  the  Count, 
boldly;  "  I  have  already  said  what  I  acknowledge.  The 
manner  in  which  it  may  be  told  by  one  party  or  the  other  will 
make  all  the  difference ;  a  shade  may  be  cast  here,  or  a  shade 
there ;  suspicions  may  be  brought  to  aggravate ;  words  and 
deeds  may  be  magnified  and  distorted.  In  cases  like  this, 
investigation  can  do  no  good ;  the  matter  turns  upon  a  j)oint 
of  honour,  and  can  be  decided  but  by  one  means.  The 
charges  may  be  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne's.  Your  majesty 
avers  it,  and  therefore  it  is :  but  the  Baron  de  Rohan  takes 
the  charge  upon  himself.  So  let  the  matter  rest  between  me 
and  her  champion." 

"  By  Heaven,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  King,  his  eye  flashing, 
and  his  cheek  growing  red,  "  you  shall  find  that  the  King  is 
her  champion,  and  it  may  not  be  so  easy  to  deal  with  him  as 
any  other.  You  refuse,  sir,  to  meet  the  charges  brought 
against  you,  as  I  think  they  should  be  met,  and  I  lay  my 
commands  once  more  on  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  on  no  account 
or  consideration  whatsoever,  either  publicly  or  privately,  to 
give  you  the  meeting  that  you  desire." 

"  Commands,  doubtless,  very  easily  obeyed,"  muttered  the 
Count  between  his  teeth ;  but  the  King  instantly  checked  him 
sternly. 

"  Were  you,  sir,"  he  said,  "as  eminently  distinguished  for 
active  and  daring  courage — were  you  as  renowned  a  soldier, 
and  as  successful  an  officer,  as  Monsieur  de  Rohan — even 
then  your  sneer  could  not  touch  a  man  who,  during  the 
whole  of  the  Italian  wars,  let  no  post  slip  without  bringing 
us  some  tidings  of  his  gallant  and  daring  actions.  As  it  is, 
sir,  inferior  to  him  in  every  respect,  he  may  well  refuse  you 
the  meeting  that  you  seek,  without  any  imputation  on  his 
courage ;  at  all  events,  the  King's  commands  fidly  justify  him, 
and  render  your  sneer  contemptible." 

"  Perchance,  sire,"  replied  the  Count  de  INIeyrand,  still  un- 
abashed, and  acting  on  the  plan  he  had  previously  laid 
out, — "  perchance,  ere  many  days  be  over,  I  may  have  sonie- 

q2 
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thing  more  than  sneers  to  bring  against  this  honourable 
gentleman.  Your  majesty  is  now,  I  see,  completely  deceived  ; 
but  the  deception  will  not  last  long,  and  then " 

"  This  is  too  bold  and  barefaced,"  said  the  King.  "  If  you 
suppose,  sir,  that  by  vague  and  unsupported  words  like  these 
you  can  leave  the  taint  of  suspicion  upon  a  tried  and  honom*- 
able  man,  you  are  very  much  deceived;  and,  for  the  very 
attempt,  as  well  as  for  the  charges  which  you  refuse  to  meet, 
I  banish  you  from  this  court ;  and  you  will  be  pleased  to 
remain  in  the  neighbourhood  of  your  own  estates  near  Cha- 
teaudun,  and  not  to  approach  within  twenty  leagues  of  the 
city  of  Paris,  or  the  castle  of  Fontainbleau.  I  give  you  one 
day  to  make  your  preparations." 

The  Count  de  Meyrand,  fully  resolved  not  to  suffer  the 
charges  against  him  to  be  thoroughly  investigated,  had  ven- 
tm-ed  even  to  offend  the  King  rather  than  suffer  such  a  result 
to  take  place;  but  he  by  no  means  wished  to  do  so  more 
than  necessary;  and  he  replied  with  a  low  inclination  of  the 
head,  "  I  bow  most  humbly  to  your  majesty's  pleasure.  Your 
will  in  this,  as  in  all  other  things,  must  be  my  law.  It  is 
only  to  see  your  majesty  prejudiced  against  me,  by  the  repre- 
sentations of  one  who  loves  you  less  than  I  do,  that  grieves 
me  bitterlv." 

"  No  more,  sir,  no  more,"  replied  Hemy,  waving  his  hand, 
"  I  am  quite  satisfied.  Those  who  will  not  answer  such 
charges  must  be  deemed  guilty.     You  may  retire." 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

I  RECOLLECT  hearing  a  fiiend  describe  an  interview  he  once 
had  with  Beethoven,  which  gave  me  a  more  sensible  idea 
of  the  triumph  of  the  spirit  over  the  body,  of  the  sublime 
power  of  imagination  over  the  weakness  of  our  corporal 
organs,  than  anything  else  that  I  ever  met  with.  As  is  well 
known,  the  great  musician  was  very  deaf,  and  much  more  so 
at  some  moments  than  at  others.  When  the  visitor  entered, 
Beethoven  was  playing  one  of  his  finest  compositions,  which 
had  not  at  that  time  been  given  to  the  world,  and  his  back 
being  turned  towards  the  door,  he  did  not  perceive  that  any 
one  came  in.  As  he  went  on,  all  the  various  appearances  of 
intense  deliglit  and  emotion  passed  over  his  countenance, 
and  at  length  the  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks  as  he  con- 
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eluded.  The  visitor  then  laid  his  hand  upon  his  arm,  and 
made  him  aware  of  how  great  was  his  admiration  of  all  that 
he  had  just  heard. 

"  Alas!  my  friend,"  replied  the  great  harmonist,  "I  have  not 
heard  a  single  note.     I  can  only  imagine  it." 

But  he  had  imagined  and  had  felt  it  all ;  and  such  as  the 
music  thus  imagined,  is  happiness  to  the  human  heart.  It 
consists  of  sensations  within  ourselves,  varying,  changing, 
fleeting,  but  all  forming  one  grand  harmony  for  our  own  hearts, 
and  for  our  hearts  alone. 

There  is  nothing  more  difficult  to  paint  and  to  dwell  upon 
than  happiness ;  for  there  is  something  in  the  human  mind 
requiring  that  variety  which  each  individual  may  find  in 
positive  enjoyment  himself,  but  which  is  not  easily  derivable 
from  any  account  of  happiness  in  others.  Our  own  happi- 
ness supplies  us  Avith  variety  from  the  various  sensations  and 
actions  produced  in  our  own  mind.  Each  horn*,  each  moment, 
may  bring  such  a  change  of  feeling,  such  a  new  tone  from 
the  same  instrument,  such  a  fresh  chord  in  the  same  harmony, 
that  it  may  never  pall  upon  our  own  sense  ;  but  others  cannot 
be  made  to  see,  or  feel,  or  hear,  that  wliich  is  going  on  in  the 
secret  chambers  of  our  own  bosom,  and  he  who  sits  down  to 
read  a  long  description  of  the  happiness  of  any  other  human 
beings,  is  much  like  a  person  reading  the  bill  of  a  concert  to 
which  he  cannot  be  admitted.  Memory  may  tell  him  that 
some  of  the  pieces  are  very  beautiful.  Imagination  may  try 
to  conjure  up  something  from  the  names  of  others ;  but  both 
memory  and  imagination  will  fall  so  short  of  reality,  that  few 
will  get  to  the  end  of  the  programme,  and  many  stop  at  the 
first  words. 

The  happiness  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  and  Isabel  de  Brienne, 
on  the  night  after  the  interview  which  we  have  described  in 
the  last  chapter,  was  of  that  bright  and  calm  character  which 
offers  few  points  for  the  minds  of  others  to  rest  upon.  It  was 
as  a  tranquil  and  a  sunny  sea  bright  and  beautiful  to  look  upon, 
but  curled  only  by  a  light  wind,  agitated  no  more  than  to  a 
gentle  ripple.  To  the  hospitality  of  the  Mai-echal  de  Vieille- 
ville,  Henry  had  committed  them  for  the  night,  as,  on  account 
of  some  important  business,  the  monarch  confined  himself  to 
his  own  apartments;  and  Vieilleville  himself,  though  some- 
what formal  and  ceremonious  withal,  had  a  sufficient  insight 
into  the  feelings  which  then  moved  them,  to  know  that  the 
best  courtesy  would  be,  to  leave  them  as  much  as  possible 
alone. 

The  King  himself  had  fixed  the  day  for  their  re-marriage, 
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and  had  placed  but  a  week's  interval  between  them  and  that 
ceremony  which  was  to  unite  their  fate  beyond  all  question ; 
and  while  they  sat  there,  and  conversed  over  the  past  or  the 
future,  while  they  told  and  heard  all  that  had  happened  to 
each,  scarcely  a  doubt  of  the  happiness  of  the  coming  years 
crossed  the  mind  of  either.  They  were  happy  alike  in  their 
fate  and  their  anticipations ;  and  when  Bernard  de  Rohan 
at  length  rose  to  leave  the  little  party  assembled  in  the  rooms 
of  Monsieur  de  Yieilleville,  he  promised  himself  and  Isabel 
another  joyful  meetmg  on  the  morrow. 

He  intended  to  take  his  way  towards  the  inn  where  he  had 
alighted  on  his  arrival,  as  all  the  rooms  in  the  palace  had 
been  appropriated  before  his  coming;  but  in  the  corridor  just 
beyond  the  apartments  of  Monsieur  de  Yieilleville,  he  met 
a  page,  who  put  a  billet  into  his  hand.  The  young  cavalier 
opened  it,  and  advancing  to  a  lantern  which  hung  over  one 
of  the  doors,  he  was  about  to  read,  when  the  door  itself  opened, 
and  the  Dauphin  entered  the  comdor.* 

Bernard  de  Rohan  had  seen  enough  to  be  aware  that  the 
handwriting  was  that  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  and  he 
ceased  reading  somewhat  suddenly. 

"  Ha  !  Monsieiu'  de  Rohan,"  said  the  Dauphin.  "  Well 
met !  well  met !  I  was  seeking  a  companion  for  an  adven- 
ture, and  you  are  just  the  man.  You  have  been  lately  in  the 
land  of  song,  too ;  so  give  me  the  aid  of  your  good  voice. 
But  come  with  me — come  with  me.  Here  are  lutes  in  this 
neighbouring  chamber ;  and  we  may  as  well  cast  on  some 
disguise." 

"  I  follow  your  highness,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
partly  divining  what  the  young  Prince  wished ;  but  tui-ning 
to  the  page  before  he  went,  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  will 
read  the  note  hereafter,  and  send  an  answer  without  delay." 

Thus  saying,  he  followed  the  Dauphin  through  an  anteroom, 
where  a  number  of  attendants  were  seated,  who  started  up  at 
the  ap])earance  of  the  Prince,  and  thence  into  a  chamber 
beyond,  which  was  vacant.  Here  Francis  paused  for  a  mo- 
ment to  explain  his  pui-])ose. 

"  There  are  other  bright  eyes  in  this  palace,  besides  those 
of  your  own  fair  lady,  Monsieur  de  Rohan,"  he  said.  "  In 
the  farther  wing,  not  to  be  seen  by  any  but  her  own  maids 
till  her  public  ap])earance  at  the  court  to-morrow,  is  my  pro- 
mised bride,  the  fairest  of  the  fair;  and  I  would  fain  let  her 
know,  by  some  soft  music  beneath  her  window,  that  there  is 

*  It  may  seem  strange  to  speak  of  a  lantern  in  the  corridors  of  a  royal  palace; 
but  such  was  the  custom  of  the  day. 
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one  here  prepared  to  love  and  cherish  her.  1  was  going  by 
myself,  for  I  must  not  trust  any  of  my  own  peo])le  ;  but  you 
are  liappily  met  with,  and  we  will  take  our  lutes  and  set  out. 
Here  ! — here  is  a  cloak  to  wrap  you  in,  and  there,  on  that 
table  lies  another  lute ;  but  I  fear  it  is  not  in  tune." 

"  I  will  soon  remedy  that,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
taking  up  the  instrument  and  running  his  hand  over  the 
strings  with  some  skill  acquired  in  Italy.  "  I  fear,  however, 
I  shall  be  but  a  poor  performer,  yet  I  will  do  my  best." 

The  instrument  was  soon  in  tune,  the  cloaks  thrown  on  ; 
and  passing  by  another  way  than  that  by  which  they  came, 
Bernard  de  Rohan  and  his  royal  companion  issued  forth 
from  the  prince's  apartments,  and  threading  the  long  pas- 
sages and  dim  corridors  of  the  palace,  arrived  at  a  small 
door  Avhich  was  not  shut,  and  gave  them  egress  to  the 
open  air. 

"  Come  hither,  come  hither,"  said  the  Dauphin,  leading 
the  way  close  to  the  wall  of  the  palace.  "  The  moon  shines 
too  brightly.     Let  us  keep  out  of  the  light." 

In  those  days  there  were  some  trees—old  inhabitants  of 
the  forest — which  actually  approached  within  a  few  yards  of 
the  palace  itself;  and  it   so  happened  that  the  windows  of 
that  wing  to  which  the  Dauphin  now  conducted  Bernard  de 
Rohan  were  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  tall  elms,  as  if  for 
the  very  purpose  of  affording  the  tenant  an  opportunity  of 
hearing   a    song    of  love    sung   under   the    wide-sj^reading 
branches.     Leading  the  way  thither,  in  the  shadow  cast  by 
the  building,  the  Prince  took  his  place  upon  the  soft  green 
turf,  which  has  now  been   long  covered  with  heavy  piles  of 
stone ;    and  leaning  his  back  against  one   of  the  trees,  he 
struck  a  few  notes  from  the  instrument  he  carried,  and  began 
to  sing.     It  was  soon  evident  that  the  song  was  heard ;  for 
the  lights  which  had  been  observed  in  one  of  the  chambers 
in  the  building  w^ere  removed,  as  if  to  give  no  encourage- 
ment ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  that  sign  of  disapprobation  was 
counterbalanced  by  the  appearance  of  one  or  two  female  heads 
at  the  casement,  the  fair  ladies  to  whom  they  belonged  choos- 
ing to  imagine  that  the  darkness  of  the  hour  would  prevent 
them  from  being  seen. 

The  song  of  the  Dauphin  had  not  reached  a  close,  how- 
ever, when  the  figures  of  two  other  men  were  seen  to  issue 
forth  fi-om  the  shadow  of  one  of  the  old  towers,  and  approach 
rapidly  towards  the  spot  where  the  serenaders  stood. 

"  What  can  be  done  ?"  exclaimed  Francis,  as  his  eye  fell 
upon  them.     "  My  father  will  not  easily  forgive  me  ;  for  he 
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bade  me  not  to  let  any  one  know  that  the  Princess  has  anived 
at  Fontainbleau." 

"  Perhaps  they  may  not  have  any  intention  of  molesting 
us,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan  :  "  let  us  walk  slowly  away. 
If  they  pursue  us,  I  will  turn  and  stop  them." 

The  Dauphin  adopted  the  suggestion  at  once,  and  walked 
on  in  a  different  direction  from  that  of  his  own  apartments, 
followed  by  Bernard  de  Rohan.  The  two  strangers,  how- 
ever, pursued  at  a  quick  pace  ;  and  a  moment  after  the  young 
cavalier  felt  a  smart  blow  upon  liis  arm,  while  the  voice  of 
the  Count  de  Meyrand  was  heard,  exclaiming,  "  Now,  sir  ! 
now  !  We  are  out  of  sight  of  the  windows,  and  no  place  could 
be  better — or  are  you  flying  like  a  coward  ?" 

Bernard  de  Rohan  tm'ned  sternly  upon  him.  "  You  know, 
sir,"  he  said,  "  that  the  commands  of  the  King  fix  my  sword 
to  the  scabbard,  or  I  would  have  punished  you  long  ere  this." 

"  Brave  men  never  seek  excuses,  sir ;  cowards  are  never 
without  them,"  replied  the  Count;  "but  we  know  how  to 
treat  those  who  use  them.  Draw,  sir !  draw  !"  and  at  the 
same  moment  he  again  struck  his  adversary  with  the  flat  of 
liis  sword,  Avliich  was  already  naked  in  his  hand. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  could  endure  no  more  ;  his  sword  sprang 
from  the  sheath,  and  was  in  a  moment  crossed  with  that  of 
the  Count  de  Meynard.  Both  were  well  practised  in  the  use 
of  their  weapon ;  but  Bernard  de  Rohan,  from  the  constant 
habit  of  warlike  exercises,  was  decidedly  superior  in  activity 
and  precision.  He  parried  the  furious  passes  of  his  adver- 
sary without  suff'ering  the  point  ever  to  approach  his  bosom  ; 
and,  in  an  effort  which  the  Count  made  to  overreach  him  by 
a  feint,  he  took  advantage  of  one  careless  moment  to  disarm 
him,  and  send  his  sword  flying  amongst  the  trees.  The  Count 
was  brought  on  his  knee  by  the  eff"ort  he  had  made ;  but  at 
that  very  instant  there  was  a  sound  of  many  voices  coming 
from  the  palace,  and  cries  of  "  Where  ?  where  ?" 

Meyrand  started  upon  his  feet,  gazed  round  with  a  rapid 
glance,  as  if  for  the  person  who  had  accompanied  him  thither; 
and  tlien,  with  one  look  of  rage  and  disappointment  at  Ber- 
nard de  Rohan,  })lunged  into  the  wood  and  disappeared, 
liernard  de  Rohan,  on  his  part,  also  turned  to  look  for  the 
Dau|)hin  ;  l)ut  Francis,  not  having  perceived  who  it  was  that 
ap]n(ja(lied  wlien  his  companion  was  attacked  by  Meyrand, 
and  tliinking  it  merely  some  of  his  fatlier's  officers,  had 
liastened  onward  at  once  towards  the  tall  iron  railings,  or 
grille,  which  at  that  time  separated  the  old  gardens  of  the 
palace  from  the  forest ;  and  passing  tlnough  a  small  gate,  he 
had  already  entered  the  chateau  itself  on  the  other  side. 
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A  party  of  the  guard  were  now  approaching  the  spot  where 
Bernard  de  Rohan  stood  in  the  clear  moonhght.  The  riight 
was  so  briglit  that,  even  if  he  liad  been  able  to  escape,  it  was 
more  than  probable  he  was  already  recognised  ;  but  he  felt 
no  inclination  to  have  recourse  to  flight,  and  calmly  replacing 
his  sword  in  the  scabbard,  he  advanced  in  the  direct  line  of 
the  persons  who  were  approaching,  as  if  either  to  meet  them 
or  to  re-enter  the  palace.  The  moment  he  came  up,  how- 
ever, he  was  seized  by  the  archers  of  the  guard,  who,  though 
a  somewhat  unruly  body  themselves,  were  very  zealous  in 
preventing  any  one  else  from  infringing  the  laws  regarding 
the  royal  habitation. 

'•  Swords  drawn  within  the  precincts  of  the  palace  !"  cried 
one. 

"  Fetch  the  provost  !"  exclaimed  another. 

"  Let  me  pass  '.  let  me  pass  !  cried  a  third,  who  proved  to 
be  a  lieutenant  of  the  guard.  "  How  now.  Monsieur  le  Baron 
de  Rohan  ?"  he  said.  "  You  have  been  found  with  your 
sword  drawn  within  the  precincts  of  the  king's  hotel :  do  you 
not  know  that  such  is  a  great  crime  ?" 

"  To  draw  one's  sword  willingly,  my  good  friend,  is  a  great 
crime,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  but  not  to  defend  one's 
life  when  attacked.  I  was  followed  hither  this  moment, 
struck,  and  assailed  sword  in  hand  by  a  man  whom  I  have 
just  disarmed.  You  will  find  his  sword  somewhere  under 
the  trees  there.  There  is  no  crime,  I  suppose,  in  my  having 
defended  my  own  life." 

"  Run  and  seek  for  the  sword  he  speaks  of,"  said  the 
lieutenant,  in  the  quick  and  imperative  tone  given  by  a  little 
brief  authority.  "  Pray  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  what  were  you 
doing  here  at  this  hour  of  the  night  ?" 

"  As  I  cannot  conceive  that  there  can  be  any  crime  in  my 
being  out  in  the  forest  on  a  moonlight  night,"  the  young 
cavalier  replied,  "  I  do  not  feel  myself,  bound,  sir,  to  give 
you  any  account  of  my  conduct  in  that  respect,  nor  do  I  see 
what  you  have  to  do  with  it." 

"  Your  pardon,  good  sir,  your  pardon,"  replied  the  lieute- 
nant ;  "  we  have  everything  in  the  world  to  do  with  it,  as  we 
have  the  King's  own  especial  orders  to  keep  a  strict  watch 
and  guard  round  this  quarter  of  the  palace  during  the  whole 
night.  Doubtless  his  majesty  was  informed  of  some  evil  in- 
tentions, otherwise  he  would  not  have  given  particular  orders 
on  the  present  occasion. 

"  Be  so  good,  my  friend,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  turning 
to  one  of  the  archers,  "  as  to  take  your  hand  from  my 
shoulder,  for  I  am  not  accustomed  to  bear  any  one's  hands 
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upon  me  patiently,  and  have  a  way  of  removing  unpleasant 
things  that  may  not  be  agreeable  to  you. — Under  the  circum- 
stances you  have  mentioned,"  he  continued,  again  address- 
ins  the  lieutenant,  "  and  as  I  have  been  forced  undoubtedly 
to  draw  my  sword  in  my  own  defence  within  these  precincts, 
it  may  be  as  well  if  we  go  immediately  to  the  presence  of 
his  majesty  himself,  that  I  may  explain  to  him  the  whole 
matter." 

"  It  is  impossible  you  can  do  so  to-night,  sir,"  replied  the 
lieutenant  of  the  guard,  very  well  pleased  to  make  his  autho- 
rity felt :  "  the  King  has  gone  to  rest,  and  my  duty  is  straight- 
forward. I  have  no  business  to  ti'ouble  his  majesty  upon 
the  subject  at  all.  You  must  deal  with  the  prevot  de  I'hotel, 
Monsieur  de  Rohan,  and  to  him  you  can  tell  what  tale  you 
like." 

"  I  shall  certainly  tell  none  but  the  tnie  one,  sir,"  replied 
Bernard  de  Rohan  ;  "  and  pray  where  is  the  prevot  to  be 
found,  that  the  business  may  be  settled  at  once?" 

"  Oh,  that  I  cannot  tell,"  answered  the  lieutenant,  in  a  dry 
tone.  "  We  shall  doubtless  find  him  to-morrow  morning; 
for  it  is  no  reason  why  we  should  disturb  anybody's  rest  that 
you  choose  to  walk  out  by  moonlight.  In  the  meantime,  you 
will  be  pleased  to  take  up  your  abode  in  the  inner  guard- 
room ;  and  though  I  fancy  I  ought  to  require  you  to  give  up 
your  sword,  I  shall  content  myself  with  putting  a  sentinel  at 
the  door,  if  you  will  pledge  me  youi*  word  not  to  make  yom- 
escape." 

"  That  of  course  I  will  do,  sir,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  I  am  always  ready  and  willing  to  submit  to  lawful  autho- 
rity ;  and  as  I  doubt  not  that,  under  the  circumstances,  you 
are  perfectly  justified  in  what  you  do,  I  shall  make  no  resist- 
ance, nor  any  attempt  to  evade  the  restraint  you  think  neces- 
sary to  impose." 

"  Ay,  that  is  speaking  like  a  reasonable  gentleman,  now,'' 
said  the  lieutenant,  a  good  deal  mollified.  "  Come,  we  will 
walk  on  together,  sir.  Ha !  is  that  the  sword,  Fauchamp  ? 
A  costly  weapon,  upon  my  life  !  Morbleu  !  The  hilt  is  all 
gold  and  jewels.  It  will  be  long  ere  it  fits  its  owner's  hand 
again  ;"  and  evidently  taking  possession  of  the  Count  de 
Meyrand's  sword  as  his  own  property,  the  worthy  lieutenant 
led  the  way  into  the  palace,  and  consigned  his  prisoner  to  a 
small  chamber  within  the  guard-i-oom,  where  were  a  bed,  a 
table,  and  a  chair.  A  sentinel  was  ordered  to  stand  at  the 
door,  though  tliere  was  no  exit  whatsoever,  but  through  the 
chamber  in  which  all  the  guard  on  duty  passed  the  night; 
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and  the  only  sign  of  civility  which  the  lieutenant  thought  fit 
to  show,  was  to  order  a  lamp  to  be  given  to  his  prisoner,  and 
to  ask  if  he  could  do  anything  for  him. 

"  Merely,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  to  send  two  mes- 
sages for  me,  one  to  the  inn  called  the  Sceptre,  in  the  town, 
where  my  people,  who  have  not  yet  had  their  master  amongst 
them  four-and-twenty  hours,  are  wailing  my  return  from  the 
palace.  Let  them  know  that  I  remain  here  to-night.  The 
other  message  I  wish  you  to  despatch  is  to  his  highness  the 
Dauphin,  telling  him  where  I  am,  and  on  what  account." 

"  We  cannot  disturb  him,  sir,"  replied  the  lieutenant, 
inclined  to  be  a  little  more  civil,  but  still  somewhat  harsh 
and  unyielding  by  nature.  "  To-morrow  morning  we  can 
send  your  message." 

"  The  Dauphin  has  not  yet  gone  to  bed,"  replied  Bernard 
de  Rohan :  "  I  saw  him  not  long  ago,  and  take  the  respon- 
sibility of  the  act  upon  myself." 

"Well,  sir,"  replied  the  officer ;  "  so  be  it,  then.  It  shall  be 
done."    Thus  saying,  he  left  the  room,  and  closed  the  door. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  sat  himself  down  at  the  table,  and 
leaning  his  head  upon  his  hand,  umsed  over  the  strange  fate 
which  seemed  to  dog  his  footsteps  ever  since  his  return  to 
France.  On  the  present  occasion,  however,  his  countenance 
bore  a  smile ;  for  he  did  not  consider  the  circumstances  in 
which  he  was  placed  as  involving  any  serious  danger,  or 
menacing  anything  more,  indeed,  than  a  little  temporary  dis- 
comfort and  annoyance.  He  had,  in  fact,  only  sent  to  the 
Dauphin,  in  order  to  ascertain  what  the  Prince's  wishes 
w^ere,  and  whether  he  might  mention,  on  the  succeeding  day, 
the  cause  of  his  having  been  out  in  the  forest  at  that  hour  of 
night. 

He  had  not  to  wait  long  ere  the  Prince  appeared,  with  a 
flushed  cheek,  and  a  good  deal  of  anxiety  in  his  coun- 
tenance. 

"What  is  all  this.  Monsieur  de  Rohan  ?"  he  said.  "I  shall 
be  deeply  grieved,  indeed,  if,  after  the  strong  manner  in 
which  Monsieur  de  Brissac  wrote  to  me  concerning  you,  and 
with  all  the  causes  which — as  I  told  you  yesterday,  when  I 
saw  you  on  your  first  arrival — that  I  have  to  esteem  you, 
and  to  serve  you — 1  shall  be  bitterly  grieved,  I  say,  if  I  have 
led  you  into  any  misfortune  such  as  now  seems  to  have 
fallen  upon  you." 

Bernard  de  Rohan,  however,  treated  the  matter  lightly. 
"  1  thank  your  highness  much,"  he  said,  "  for  your  good 
opinion,  and  deeply  gi*ateful  am  I  to  Brissac  for  writing  so 
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frequently  both  to  you  and  the  Duchess  de  Valentinois, 
to  interest  you  in  my  favour;  but  there  is  nothing  in  my 
present  case,  I  trust,  to  deserve  any  apprehension." 

"  But  you  should  not  have  drawn  u])on  the  people  who 
followed  us,"  said  the  Dauphin,  "  even  if  they  had  attempted 
to  seize  me.     They  would  have  soon  recognised  me." 

"  Nay,  my  lord,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  I  did  not 
draw  upon  them,  except  in  self-defence  ;  nor  were  they  the 
people  you  suppose.  It  would  seem  that  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  and  some  other  person,  watched  us  from  the  palace 
and  followed  us.  When  I  turned  round,  I  found  him  with 
his  sword  drawn  upon  me.  I  bade  him  recollect  the  King's 
commands,  and  said  all  I  could  to  stop  him;  but  he  struck 
me  twice,  and  was  deaf  to  all  reason,  so  that  I  was  forced  to 
draw  in  my  own  defence.  I  disarmed  him,  but  did  not  hurt 
him  ;  and  he  fled,  upon  the  guard  coming  up.  This  I  will 
explain  to  the  King  to-morrow,  and  I  tliink  your  royal  fathfer 
will  hold  me  free  from  all  blame." 

"  Oh,  beyond  all  doubt,"  replied  the  Dauphin,  "  though 
there  may  be  need  of  some  proof." 

"  The  guard  have  got  his  sword,"  replied  Bernard  de 
Rohan.  "It  is  richly  ornamented,  it  seems,  and  will  soon 
be  recognised.     That  will  be  proof  enough,  surely." 

"  I  should  think  so,"  replied  the  Dauphin.  "  I  could  have 
wished,  indeed,  that  there  had  been  no  need  for  mentioning 
me  in  the  matter,  but,  however " 

"  There  is  no  need,  my  lord,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan : 
"  it  will  only  be  necessary  for  me  to  say,  if  asked  why  I  was 
there,  that  I  went  forth  to  give  a  serenade  to  a  fair  lady.  I 
dare  say  the  lute  which  I  threw  down  when  they  attacked  me 
has  been  found,  which  will  prove  the  truth  of  the  tale ;  and  I 
need  neither  say  to  what  lady  the  serenade  was  to  be 
addressed,  nor  who  was  my  companion  by  the  way." 

The  countenance  of  the  Dauphin  cleared  up.  "Excellent !" 
he  said — "  excellent !  You  know  how  strict  my  father's  ideas 
of  obedience  are ;  and  as  you  are  well  aware,  De  Rohan, 
now  that  our  fair  friend  the  Duchess  is  not  so  loving  as  she 
was  towards  the  (iuises,  there  are  all  sorts  of  intrigues  going 
forward,  which  my  hapless  serenade  might  embarrass.  Such 
were  my  reasons  for  not  wishing  it  known.  But  I  will  ask  if 
they  have  found  ihe  lute ;  and  although  1  fear  you  nuist 
endure  one  night's  imprisonment  for  my  sake,  I  will  take 
care  it  shall  not  be  ])assed  in  such  a  filthy  den  as  this,  filled 
with  the  stale  fumes  of  wine  and  ill-trimmed  lamps. — Ila  ! 
come   in  liere,   master  lieutenant,"  he   added,  opening  the 
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door :  "  have  your  people  found  a  lute  belonging  to  Monsieur 
de  Rohan  ?" 

"  Yes,  your  highness,"  replied  the  lieutenant,  with  a  pro- 
found inclination;  "that  is  to  say,  a  lute  was  found  near  the 
spot  where  he  was  arrested." 

"  Keep  it,  and  the  sword  you  found  also,"  said  the 
Dauphin  :  "  they  must  be  shown  to  the  King  to-morrow.  In 
the  meantime,  you  must  not  think  of  detaining  a  gentleman 
of  Monsieur  de  Rohan's  rank  in  such  a  chamber  as  this.  He 
has  committed  no  offence." 

"  He  was  found  with  a  drawn  sword,  your  royal  highness," 
replied  the  lieutenant,  anxious  to  justify  himself. 

"  And  so  are  my  page  and  my  armorer  every  day,"  cried 
the  Dauphin.  "  However,  sir,  I  do  not  seek  to  interfere 
wnth  the  execution  of  your  duties ;  I  merely  require  you  to 
place  Monsieur  de  Rohan  in  a  more  commodious  apartment, 
till  those  who  are  competent  decide  whether  he  have  com- 
mitted any  offence  or  not." 

"  There  is  none  other  that  I  know  of  vacant  in  the  palace, 
my  lord,"  replied  the  lieutenant,  "  at  least,  none  at  my  dis- 
posal." 

"  Then  I  will  put  one  at  your  disposal,"  rejoined  the 
Dauphin.  "  In  my  apartments  there  is  the  cabinet  in  the 
west  tower,  where  my  chief  page  sleeps :  the  page  must  sleep 
with  his  brother  to-night,  and  Monsieur  de  Rohan  have  that 
room.     You  can  put  a  guard  at  the  door,  if  you  please." 

"  I  would  not  so  far  presume,  your  highness,"  said  the 
lieutenant ;  "  but  you  know  when  the  Marquis  de  Palluprat 
was  arrested,  and  the  lieutenant  of  the  guard  suffered 
him " 

"  It  matters  not,  it  matters  not,"  replied  the  Dauphin  : 
"  you  may  put  a  guard,  if  you  please.  Come,  De  Rohan, 
follow  me ;"  and  thus  saying,  he  opened  the  door,  and  went 
out,  accompanied  by  the  Baron  de  Rohan,  and  followed  by 
the  lieutenant  of  the  guard  and  a  sentinel. 

The  chamber  to  which  the  Prince  conducted  the  young 
cavalier  was  certainly  much  more  convenient  and  com- 
fortable in  every  respect  than  that  which  they  had  just 
quitted ;  and  bidding  the  kind-hearted  Prince  farewell, 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  who,  as  we  have  more  than  once  said, 
had  little  imagination  for  personal  dangers  and  risks,  threw 
off  his  clothes,  cast  himself  down  on  the  bed,  and  after 
thinking  awhile  over  his  late  interview  with  Isabel  de 
Brienne,  fell  into  a  tranquil  slumber,  forgetful  of  all  that  was 
disagreeable  in  the  events  of  the  evening. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

Nearly  two  hours  after  the  events  had  occurred  wliich  we  have 
described  in  the  last  chapter,  the  hostess  of  the  auberge  called 
the  Sceptre,  in  the  town  of  Fontainbleau,  started  up,  from  a 
conversation  in  which  she  was  engaged  with  a  man  dressed 
in  a  clerical  habit,  and  exclaiming,  "  There  they  are  at  the 
door !"  snatched  from  the  table  a  bottle  of  fine  wine,  w  hich, 
about  ten  years  before,  had  swelled  out  the  grapes  some 
twenty  miles  above  Lyons,  and  quitted  the  small  parlour  on 
the  ground  floor  in  which  she  had  been  sitting.  The  priest 
rubbed  his  eyes,  and  followed  her ;  and  in  a  moment  after 
the  same  chamber  was  tenanted  by  two  gentlemen,  Avith 
whom  we  have  more  particularly  to  do. 

"  All  is  lost  by  that  unfortunate  lunge  !"  exclaimed  the 
Count  de  Meyrand,  casting  himself  heavily  into  a  seat  as  he 
entered.  "  My  foot  slipped,  or  my  hand  shook,  or  my  eye- 
sight failed  me,  or  some  folly,  I  know  not  what.  But  all  is 
lost,  evidently — all  is  lost — love,  and  revenge,  and  all  !" 

"  Nay,  you  are  soon  disheartened !"  said  the  Lord  of 
Masseran.  "  For  a  brave  man,  and  one  who  dares  meddle 
with  dangerous  things,  without  pausing  or  pondering,  like  a 
goldsmith,  to  weigh  a  grain  or  two  less  here  and  there,  you 
are  soon  disheartened,  indeed  ! — too  soon  for  a  man  who  has 
staked  all  upon  this  chance,  and  who,  by  the  event  of  the 
next  hoiu",  may  be  ruined  for  life." 

"  Nay,  nay.  Monsieur  de  JNIasseran,"  replied  the  Count, 
whose  pride  would  not  let  him  hear  another  say  what  he 
would  say  himself;  "ruined  for  life  I  cannot  be.  You  much 
mistake,  if  you  think  that  any  King  can  deal  with  a  French 
noble  as  sovereigns  and  emperors  can  deal  with  petty  Italian 
lords.  The  King's  favour  may  be  lost !  That  cannot  be 
helped  ;  but  farther  than  that  I  am  not  injured." 

"  Good  sooth,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  I  thought 
the  matter  was  much  worse  than  that.  I  thought  that  the 
King's  favour  once  gone  for  ever,  all  chance  of  obtaining  her 
you  love  was  gone  also;  for  we  may  devise  schemes  to  carry 
her  off— to  take  her  to  other  lands — to  use  force  or  stra- 
tagem, or  wit  or  persuasion,  all  in  vain.  Out  of  those  dark 
walls  you  can  never  get  her,  but  with  her  own  and  with  the 
King's  consent.  Then,  again,  you  drew  your  sword  Avithin 
the  precincts  u[  the  palace,  which  brings  you  in  danger  of 
the   good  prevot,  who  is  a  man  somewhat  fond  of  sharp 
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knives.     I  have  heard,  and  I  know  that  such  things  as  for- 
feitures have  taken  place  for  acts  not  very  dissimilar." 

The  Count  looked  gloomily  down  upon  the  table,  and 
clasped  his  hands  so  tight  together  that  the  fingers  became 
white. 

"  Am  I  not  right  ?"  demanded  the  Lord  of  Masseran — 
"  am  I  not  right  in  saying,  that  on  the  next  step  depends 
your  utter  ruin  or  salvation?" 

"  By  Heaven  !"  exclaimed  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  "  if  my 
ruin  comes,  yours  shall  go  along  with  it.  Lord  of  Masseran  ! 
What  avails  it  to  tell  me  what  I  pointed  out  before,  that  all 
is  lost — love,  ambition,  revenge  .''  What  avails  it  to  repeat 
all  this,  and,  like  some  drivelling  grandmother,  to  dwell  upon 
evils  when  they  are  self-evident,  without  suggesting  a  means 
either  of  fleeing  fi-om  the  consequences  or  remedying  what  is 
gone  amiss?  What  is  your  suggestion? — Where  is  your 
resource  ? — What  is  to  be  done  ? — If  you  have  nothing  to 
propose,  be  silent,  or  leave  me." 

Such,  however,  was  not  at  all  the  pur^Dose  of  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  who,  in  truth,  had  something  to  projDose,  but  still 
found  no  small  enjoyment  in  seeing  his  confederate  stripped  of 
all  his  airs  of  indifference  and  superiority,  and  giving  himself 
up  to  passion  and  vehement  disappointment. 

"  Is  this  the  calm,  cool,  reasoning  Count  de  Meyrand  ?"  he 
said,  looking  on  him  with  one  of  his  serpent  glances.  "  Is 
this  the  calculating,  stratagetic  Frenchman,  whose  resources 
seemed  unfailing  and  schemes  innumerable  ?  Nay,  nay,  rise 
not  up  with  such  a  flaming  brow  !  You  forget  yoiu*  sword  is 
gone  ;  so  do  not  strive  to  grasp  the  hilt :" 

"  Curses  on  it !"  exclaimed  the  Count,  casting  himself 
down  on  the  seat,  and  striking  the  table  vehemently  with  his 
clenched  fist — "  curses  on  it !  or  rather  on  this  bungling 
hand  !" 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran ;  "  hear  what  I 
have  to  propose,  and  see  whether  it  may  suit  youi*  lordly 
nature.  It  is  a  bold  measure,  but  we  have  none  but  bold 
nieasui-es  left  This  business  must  soon  be  known.  You 
cannot  escape  far  enough,  ere  it  be  public,  to  put  yourself 
out  of  the  risk  of  danger.  The  king  can  reach  you  wherever 
you  may  be.  If  you  grant  these  premises,  I  will  go  on  and 
show  you  how — by  risking  nothing  farther  than  is  already 
risked — you  may  perchance  turn  aside  the  blow  from  your- 
self, and  at  all  events  gain  a  great  and  important  advantage 
over  your  rival." 

"  Indeed  !"    exclaimed   the   Count,    musing — "  indeed  ! — 
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The  way  must  be  clear  and  straiglitforward,  however,  my 
good  lord.  I  know  not  how,  or  why,  but  it  seems  to  me  that 
crooked  paths  do  not  prove  successful  with  me. — What  is  it 
that  you  have  to  propose,  and  what  to  promise  ?" 

"  I  will  not  promise  you,"  replied  the  liOrd  of  Masseran, 
"  that  you  will  ever  obtain  the  hand  of  the  lady, — at  all 
events,  for  some  years  ;  for  were  I  to  promise  it,  I  should  be 
deceiving  you,  which,  notwithstanding  your  suspicions,  I  do 
not  seek  to  do.  But  I  will  promise  you — and  you  shall  see 
how,  in  a  moment— that  your  rival  shall  never  obtain  her 
hand  either." 

"  How  so  .?  how  so  ?"  exclaimed  the  Count,  starting  up 
and  gazing  eagerly  in  his  companion's  face.  "  That  were, 
indeed,  worth  striving  for  at  any  risk.  Revenge  !  revenge  ! — 
Revenge  would  then  be  mine  ;  and  I  would  give  this  right 
hand  up  to-morrow  to  be  struck  ofFby  a  butcher's  knife,  in  order 
to  see  Inm  withering  day  by  day  under  love,  disappointment, 
and  despair — How  so  .? — But  it  is  impossible  !" 

"  Not  only  perfectly  possible,  but  perfectly  easy,"  replied 
the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  and  with  not  a  greater  degree  of  risk 
than  you  run  by  any  other  course  you  can  jmrsue." 

"  I  fear  not  risks  !"  exclaimed  the  Count.  "  Sjieak,  speak  ! 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?" 

"  Simply  this,"  replied  his  companion.  "  At  the  hour  of 
the  King's  rising  to-morrow,  present  yourself  at  the  door  of 
his  chamber,  and  beseech  admittance  on  business  of  import- 
ance. To  no  nobleman  of  your  rank  is  it  refused  at  that 
hour.  Cast  yourself  at  his  feet.  Tell  him  in  humble  terms 
that  you  come  to  offer  him  your  head.  Power  always  loves 
the  exaggeration  of  submission.  Then,  when  he  asks  your 
meaning,  say,  that  notwithstanding  his  orders,  your  anger, 
indignation,  and  jealousy,  had  caused  you  to  call  the  Baron 
de  Rohan  to  the  field.  Doubtless  he  will  eagerly  inquire 
the  result,  su])posing  by  your  coming  that  you  have  killed 
your  adversary.  Then  tell  him,  that  in  going  beyond  the 
precincts  of  the  palace,  in  order  to  settle  the  affair,  you  two 
had  drawn  upon  each  other,  when  the  guard  coming  up,  you 
had  been  ac<-i(U'ntally  disarmed  and  escaped." 

"  It  may  be  as  well,  indeed,  to  do  so,"  said  the  Count,  in 
a  disajijxunted  tone  ;  "  because,  to  tell  the  offence  first  one- 
si'lf,  is  the  best  way  to  deal  with  Henry  ;  but,  except  in  pro- 
ducing some  niitigiition  of  his  anger  for  this  offence,  I  see  not 
what  good  it  will  do.  J  see  not  how  it  will  prevent  this  fatal 
marriag(!  th.it  they  are  hurrying  on." 

*'  J  will  tell  you  how,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran.     "  In 
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one  moment  I  will  tell  you  how.  Henry,  to  prevent  this 
event  from  taking  place,  has  pledged  his  honour  to  Bernard 
de  Rohan,  that  if,  on  any  provocation,  he  draws  liis  sword 
upon  you,  he  shall  never  obtain  the  hand  of  Isabel  de 
Brienne,  so  long  as  Henry  the  Second  is  King  of  France. 
The  page  who  announced  to  the  King  that  you  were  in 
waiting,  told  me  the  very  words  the  monarch  used,  for  he 
heard  them,  and  thought  he  was  doing  good  service  in 
noising  it  about,  because  I  pretended  to  be  very  anxious  lest 
an  encounter  should  take  place.  Thus  the  King's  word  is 
pledged,  and  he  will  sooner  die  than  break  it,  if  you  can  but 
prove  to  him  that  your  meeting  of  last  night  was  by  appoint- 
ment. If  you  cannot  do  that,  and  show  that  De  Rohan  was 
as  ready  as  yourself,  the  King  may  get  over  it  as  a  chance 
encounter,  or  pardon  it  on  the  plea  that  your  enemy  did  it  in 
self-defence.  It  is  easy  to  say  that  he  first  drew  his  sword 
on  you." 

"  But  that  is  false  !"  said  the  Count  de  Meyrand.  "  It  is 
a  downright  lie  !" 

"  False  !"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  with  a  shrill 
mocking  laugh.  "  A  lie  ! — Why  is  this  the  first  falsehood 
Ave  have  got  over  in  the  matter  ?  I  thought  the  general  principle 
on  which  we  acted  was,  that  everything  is  fair  in  love  and 
war.      But   if  you    are    scrupulous,    good    Count — if    your 

stomach  turns  at  one  small  falsehood  more " 

"  But  this  is  so  direct !"  cried  the  Count — "  and  yet  it 
must  be  done.  We  nmst  leave  no  part  of  this  last  point 
doubtful  or  difficult.  You,  Masseran,  however,  must  lie  too." 
"  Oh,  I  will  lie  most  zealously,"  replied  the  Marquis, 
without  the  least  hesitation.  "  I  hold  a  lie  well  told  to  be 
even  more  virtuous  and  honourable  than  truth,  when  it  is  really 
necessary  and  justified  by  expediency.  What  would  kings, 
courtiers,  politicians,  or  priests  be  without  a  lie  ?  I  am  not 
so  weak  a  dabbler  as  to  be  frightened  from  my  purpose  by 
a  bad  name  given  to  a  good  thing  !  What  is  the  lie  you 
want .?     I  will  answer  for  it,  I  tell  it  well." 

"  Doubtless  !"  replied  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  with  a 
sneer,  from  which  he  could  not  refi-ain  even  then.  "  How- 
ever, you  must  swear  that  you  saw  the  challenge  which  I 
sent  him." 

"  Oh,  but  you  did  send  him  a  challenge,  I  know,"  replied 
the  other ;  "  so  I  can  well  swear  that  I  saw  it.  That  is  but 
half  a  lie,"  he  added,  in  a  tone  of  disappointment.  "  But 
why  does  your  brow  become  cloudy  again .?  Is  there  any 
new  scruple  suggests  itself  to  your  delicate  mind.''" 
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"  No,"  answered  the  Count ;  "  but  there  is  a  new  doubt. 
Masseran,  your  phm  of  vowing  that  he  drew  on  me  will  not 
do  ! — You  and  I,  in  our  eagerness,  have  both  forgotten  that  he 
was  not  alone.  Did  not  the  boy  who  carried  my  cartel,  tell 
us  that  he  was  with  the  Dauphin,  and  would  send  an  answer  ? 
and  was  not  the  youth  who  accompanied  him  when  we  came 
up,  exacdy  of  the  height  and  air  of  Francis  himself?" 

"  Exactly,"  answered  the  Savoyard,  coolly — "  exactly  : 
because,  it  was  himself.  But,  my  good  Count,  though  quite 
as  eager  in  this  business,  I  am  not  quite  so  agitated  in  it,  as 
the  calm,  indifferent  Count  de  Meyrand ;  and  I  will  tell  you 
something  that  you  did  not  perceive.  The  Dauphin  never 
turned  his  head,  but  hastened  away  with  all  speed,  through 
the  grille  into  the  gardens.  He  and  his  companion  were 
upon  some  work  that  Francis  did  not  choose  to  be  caught  in 
performing.  It  might  be  making  love  to  a  soubrette,  or  it 
might  be  stealing  apples,  or  any  other  thing  to  which  boys 
are  given ;  but  he  ran  away  as  soon  as  we  came  up,  and  can 
no  more  tell  which  drew  first  upon  the  other  than  if  he  had 
been  in  his  bed  asleep." 

"  That  is  fortunate,"  said  the  Count,  more  calmly ;  "  and 
your  project  shall  be  followed,  my  good  friend.  But  let  us 
not  be  taken  by  sm-prise  on  any  point.  Early  to-morrow  we 
must  gain  intelligence  of  all  that  has  passed  since  this  affair 
took  place — what  has  become  of  De  Rohan — whether  it  was 
really  the  guard  that  came  up — everything,  in  short." 

As  he  spoke,  he  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  brow,  as  if  it 
ached ;  and  the  Lord  of  Masseran  replied,  "  Leave  that  to 
me  ;  and  get  you  to  rest,  that  your  thoughts  may  be  clear 
and  calm.  I  will  see  some  of  the  Baron's  servants  by  day- 
light to-morrow,  and  discover  everything.  Before  the  King's 
rising,  I  will  tell  you  all. — But  now  to  bed — I  will  back  to 
the  palace  ;  so  good  night." 

Thus  saying,  he  left  him,  and  walked  out  into  the  air,  but 
returned  not  to  the  palace  at  once,  pacing  slowly  up  and 
down  on  the  shaded  side  of  the  sti'eet,  as  if  the  very  moon- 
light were  too  bright  to  shine  upon  his  thoughts. 

"  He  is  weak  and  wavering,"  said  the  Lord  of  ^lasseran  to 
himself,  thinking  of  the  Count  de  Meyrand — "  he  is  weak 
and  wavering.  I  must  not  trust  him  with  anything  great ; 
but  there  is  still  some  pleasure  in  making  these  daring,  vain, 
chattering  Frenchmen  outwit  each  other,  and  bring  about 
their  own  ruin,  while  they  are  plotting  skilfully  against 
others.  Ha,  ha  !  Now  if  this  hound  follows  the  scent  truly, 
he  will  ruin  all  his  own  hopes  for  ever,  as  well  as  those  of 
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tliat  keen,  harsh  soldier.  That  once  done,  commend  me  the 
girl  to  a  nunnery,  and  the  fortune  falls  in,  to  our  fair  and 
obedient  lady.  I  wish  my  messengers  from  the  south  would 
anive.  They  might  have  been  here  this  morning  early.  I 
fear  something  has  gone  wrong — whether  they  have  not 
found  the  youth  ? — or  he  have  proved  refractory  ?" — 

In  such  pleasant  speculations  as  these,  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran  occupied  about  half  an  hour.  I  have  often  thought, 
when  looking  at  the  motions  of  a  serpent—  the  slow  gliding 
tortuous  way  in  which  it  advances — the  seeming  slumber  in 
which  it  sometimes  lies  waiting  for  its  prey — the  sudden 
writhing  dart  with  which  it  rushes  upon  its  enemy,  or  its 
food— together  with  the  quiet  dull  sort  of  security  which  is 
apparent  in  its  horny  eye — I  have  often  thought,  that  I  dis- 
covered a  degree  of  pride  and  self-satisfaction  in  its  wily  and 
silent  skill. 

The  same  sort  of  seipent  pride  filled  the  heart  of  the  Lord 
of  Masseran,  and  I  believe  has  filled  the  heart  of  many 
another  artful  man,  in  deceit  and  fraud.  While  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  who  was  in  that  most  miserable  of  all  miserable 
states — unconfirmed,  unhardened  villany,  lay  tossing,  feverish 
and  restless,  on  the  bed  of  care  and  self-reproach — the  Lord 
of  Masseran  slept  calmly  and  soundly  during  the  hours  he 
gave  to  rest,  and  woke  at  the  break  of  day  with  a  mind  clear 
and  refreshed,  to  pursue,  without  scruple,  fear,  or  hesitation, 
the  same  dark  schemes  into  which,  as  we  have  seen,  he  had 
plunged.  AVe  say  without  fear ;  for  though  there  had  been 
difficulties,  obstacles,  and  dangers  from  time  to  time,  to  ward 
off,  and  to  encounter,  sufficient  to  give  him  momentary  alarm, 
yet  the  ease  with  which  he  had  surmounted  them,  by  playing 
off  one  person  against  another,  had  served  to  give  him  per- 
fect reliance  in  his  own  powers.  He  hastened  to  dress  him- 
self, then,  in  order  to  ascertain  exactly  what  had  followed  the 
encounter  of  the  preceding  night,  and  had  already  given 
directions  to  an  attendant  to  seek  one  of  the  followers  of  the 
Baron  de  Rohan,  when  another  servant  entered,  leading  the 
way  before  a  man  booted  and  spurred,  and  dusty  with  rapid 
travelling. 

We  have  seen  that  to  those  towards  whom  he  judged  it  not 
necessary  to  assume  a  calm  and  insinuating  air,  the  Lord  of 
Masseran  could  be  fierce,  haughty,  and  harsh,  and  he  in- 
stantly turned  upon  the  coiu"ier  who  entered,  with  an  angry 
and  menacing  air,  saying,  "  How  is  it,  Geronimo,  that  you 
have  kept  me  waiting  a  whole  day  ?  You  should  have  been 
here  yesterday  morning." 

r2 
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"  I  thought  it  best,  my  lord,"  replied  the  man,  in  a  humble 
tone,  "  as  I  have  news  of  great  importance  to  tell  you— I 
thought  it  best  not  to  come  away,  with  any  part  of  my  story 
imperfect ;  and  I  spent  the  whole  of  one  day  making  inqui- 
ries in  the  neighbourhood  of  Cerdon.  But  I  cannot  speak 
plainly,  till  you  can  hear  me  alone." 

"  Leave  the  room,  leave  the  room  !"  said  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran,  addressing  the  other  servants,  and  in  an  instant  the 
chamber  was  cleared,  the  door  shut,  and  the  tapestry  drawn 
over  it. 

The  two  attendants,  one  of  whom  had  been  aiding  his  lord 
in  dressing,  when  the  other  had  entered  showing  Geronimo 
the  way,  now  remained  together  in  the  little  antechamber. 
They  kept  at  a  respectful  distance  from  the  door  which  led 
into  their  lord's  apartment,  knowing  his  habits  of  suspicion 
and  his  dislike  of  being  listened  to ;  but  they  themselves 
talked  together  in  low  tones,  seated  on  the  coffer  in  the 
window.  The  one  asked  the  other  what  tidings  Geronimo 
brought  from  Savoy :  the  other  replied  that  Geronimo  had 
not  been  to  Savoy,  for  he  had  only  gone  to  caiTy  a  message 
to  Count  Henry  :  what  news  had  been  brought  back  the  man 
declared  he  could  not  say,  but,  from  a  few  words  that  had 
passed,  he  fancied  it  was  something  Geronimo  thought  would 
please  their  master  mightily. 

This  anticipation,  however,  seemed  by  no  means  to  be 
just,  for  in  about  twenty  minutes,  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
opened  the  door  suddenly,  without  the  least  noise  announcing 
that  he  was  about  to  do  so ;  and  looking  sharply  round  the 
room,  as  if  to  see  that  nobody  had  been  near  the  door,  he 
said,  with  a  heavy,  lowering,  and  somewhat  anxious  brow, 
"  Has  none  of  Monsieur  de  Rohan's  servants  been  found  ? 
Go  and  see — quick,  go  and  see." 

Both  the  servants  ran  out  at  once,  and  in  about  five 
minutes  one  of  them  retvuned,  bringing  with  him  the  servant 
of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  whom  we  have  before  mentioned, 
called  PieiTc  Millort.  The  latter  was  instantly  admitted  to 
the  chamber  of  the  Savoyard  nobleman,  and  remained  there 
for  some  minutes  alone  with  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  Geronimo 
having  come  out  and  taken  his  station  in  the  anteroom. 
Whatever  took  place  within,  profound  stillness  reigned  in 
the  outer  chamber ;  for  the  valet  durst  ask  no  questions,  and 
Geronimo  was  as  silent  as  the  grave  ;  stopping  all  inquiry 
by  a  declaration  that  his  lord  had  strictly  forbidden  him  to 
mention  the  tidings  to  any  one,  till  he  himself  thought  fit  to 
disclose  them.     At  length  Bernard's  servant  came  forth  and 
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went  liis  way,  replying  to  some  words  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
addressed  to  him,  "  I  wont  fail  to  tell  my  lord,  sir,  how  kind 
you  have  been." 

The  Savoyard  closed  the  door,  and  walked  two  or  three 
times  up  and  down  the  room  with  a  dark  and  sneering  smile 
upon  his  countenance,  pausing  every  five  or  ten  steps,  and 
thinking  deeply.  At  length,  after  a  longer  pause  than  usual, 
he  burst  out  into  a  laugh,  exclaiming,  "  What  so  natural  ? 
They  quarrelled  on  the  road,  fought,  and  he  was  killed ! — 
Now,  then,  the  whole  is  at  an  end  for  ever." 

This  conclusion  seemed  to  be  perfectly  satisfactory  to  him ; 
he  called  in  his  servant  again,  concluded  the  process  of 
dressing,  and  then  hurried  forth  towards  the  inn  to  seek  the 
Count  de  Meyrand.  When  he  arrived  there,  however,  he 
found  that  Meyrand,  after  passing  a  sleepless  night,  had 
risen  early,  and,  impatient  of  delay,  had  gone  at  once  to  the 
palace. 

"  By  Heaven,"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  he  may 
ruin  all,  with  his  weak  impetuosity;  but  the  King  most  likely 
has  not  risen  yet.     I  must  speed  back  and  see." 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  his  steps  without  a  moment's  delay 
towards  the  palace,  and  sought  the  antechamber  of  the  king's 
apartments.  He  found  nobody  there,  however,  but  ushers 
and  other  ordinary  attendants ;  and,  on  inquiry  as  to  whether 
the  King  had  risen,  he  was  answered  in  the  affirmative,  the 
page  adding,  that  his  majesty  was  engaged  in  business  of 
importance  with  the  Count  de  Meyrand.  The  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran turned  away,  muttering  to  himself,  "  Well,  after  all,  the 
best  and  surest  card  is  in  my  own  hand.  He  cannot  do  much 
harm." 

At  that  moment  a  gentleman  issued  forth  from  the  King's 
chamber,  and  as  soon  as  he  saw  him,  exclaimed,  "  Ha !  Mon- 
sieur de  Masseran,  I  was  coming  to  seek  you !  His  majesty 
requires  your  presence." 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

The  custom  of  the  kings  of  France,  fi'om  the  time  of  Charle- 
magne down  to  the  last  of  the  Capets,  to  receive  various 
members  of  their  court  while  they  were  rising  and  dressing 
in  the  morning,  is  so  well  known  that  we  need  scarcely  tell 
the  public  that  it  did  exist.  On  the  present  occasion,  how- 
ever, Henry,  not  well  satisfied  with  the  conduct  of  the  Count 
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of  Meyrand,  and  wishing  to  mark  his  displeasure,  had  kept 
him  waiting  in  the  antechamber  for  some  time  till  he  was 
nearly  dressed.  The  Count  was  then  admitted,  and  the  pale, 
anxious,  and  agitated  countenance  that  he  bore,  his  troubled 
air,  so  unlike  his  usual  demeanour,  and  especially  so  unlike 
his  demeanour  of  the  day  before — somewhat  moved  the  com- 
passion of  the  kind-hearted  King ;  and  he  thought,  "  After 
all,  this  man  has  some  grace,  and  repents  of  the  insolent  con- 
duct into  which  he  was  hurried  yesterday." 

*'  I  come,  sire,"  said  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  advancing  to- 
wards the  King,  "  to  put  my  life  at  your  disposal.  I  have 
committed  an  act  which  I  acknowledge  to  be  perfectly  inex- 
cusable; and,  whatever  may  be  your  majesty's  decision,  I 
shall  bow  to  it  with  more  humility  and  contrition  than  I  dis- 
played yesterday,  when  my  mind  was,  I  confess,  in  a  state 
bordering  on  frenzy ;  and  indeed,  to  temporary  madness  alone, 
can  I  attribute  my  whole  conduct  during  that  day." 

The  King's  brow  contracted  again,  but  before  he  could 
reply,  an  attendant  appeared,  saying,  "  The  prevot  de 
I'hotel,  sire,  is  without,  desiring  earnestly  to  sjjeak  to  your 
majesty." 

"  Bid  him  enter,"  said  the  King,  in  a  stern  tone  ;  and  then, 
turning  towards  the  Count,  he  added,  "  If  I  interpret  your 
words  rightly,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,  I  shall  have  need  of 
him  before  you  quit  me.  Now,  prevot,  what  is  it  that  you 
want?" 

"  I  wished  to  know  your  majesty's  will,"  replied  the  prevot, 
with  a  low  inclination,  "  as  to  what  is  to  be  done  regarding 
the  Baron  de  Rohan,  who  was  taken  by  the  guard  last  night, 
with  his  sword  drawn,  near  the  grille  enclosing  the  gardens. 
It  is  held  to  be  Avithin  the  precincts  of  the  palace,  sire,  though 
I  confess  the  matter  may  be  doubtful,  and  probably  Monsieur 
de  Rohan  was  not  aware  that  it  is  so." 

"  Bring  him  hither  immediately,"  replied  the  King.  "  We 
have  more  important  questions  to  settle  with  Monsieur  de 
Rohan  than  that,  I  think.  An  eiTor  we  can  pardon :  wilful 
disobedience  must  be  pimished,  or  else  the  kingly  power  is 
intrusted  to  us  in  vain.  This,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand,"  he 
continued,  while  the  prevot  retired — "  this,  I  naturally  suppose, 
is  connected  with  the  matter  which  brought  you  hither:  is  it 
not  so.?" 

"  Doubtless  it  is,  sire,"  replied  the  Count.  "  I  do  confess 
that,  moved  \>y  jealousy,  indignation,  and  despair,  I  wrote  to 
Monsieur  de  Rohan  last  night,  calling  upon  him  to  meet  me. 
He  came  forth  for  that  purpose,  I  having  no  intention,  indeed, 
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of  drawing  my  sword  within  the  well-known  precincts  of  your 
royal  residence."  He  said  it  without  faltering  or  hesitation, 
so  familiar  will  a  direct  falsehood,  shuddered  at  at  first,  be- 
come to  a  man's  mind  by  one  single  night  of  evil  considera- 
tion. "  He  drew  upon  me,  however,"  continued  the  Count ; 
"  and,  taken  by  sui^prise,  as  well  as  hearing  the  guard  coming 
near,  I  suffered  myself  to  be  disarmed." 

"  There  was  no  blood  spilt .''"  demanded  the  King, 

"  None,  sire,"  answered  the  Count.  "  But  still  I  own  my 
fault  while  I  regret  it,  and  acknowledge  that  it  was  my  inten- 
tion to  cany  the  matter  to  the  last  extreme." 

"  There  is  some  virtue  in  sincerity,  at  least,"  replied  the 
King,  after  musing  for  a  moment ;  "  but  here  comes  Mon- 
sieur de  Rohan.  Gentlemen,  stand  aside.  Monsieur  de 
Breze  put  forward  that  chair,  if  you  please.  Now  let  these 
two  rivals  stand  before  me.  What  have  you  to  say  for  your- 
self, Monsieur  Bernard  de  Rohan,  first,  for  disobeying  my 
most  strict  commands,  and,  secondly,  for  drawing  your  sword 
within  the  precincts  of  the  palace  ?" 

"  To  both,  sire,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  calmly  and 
straightforwardly,  "  to  both  I  have  the  same  answer  to  make, 
that  I  did  not  di'aw  my  sword  willingly,  nor  till  I  was  com- 
pelled to  do  so  in  defence  of  my  own  life  as  well  as  my  own 
honour.  My  honour  I  could  well  trust  in  your  majesty's 
hands :  but  ray  life,  as  you  were  not  there  to  defend  it,  I  was 
bound  to  defend  myself." 

"  But  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  here,"  replied  the  King — 
"  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  here,  informs  me  that,  while  going 
forward  to  a  more  convenient  and  lawful  place  for  such  en- 
counters, you  drew  your  sword  upon  him." 

"  This,  sire,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  in  a  calm,  steady, 
and  determined  voice,  and  at  the  same  time  fixing  his  eyes 
upon  the  countenance  of  ^leyrand,  which  was  very  jDale — "  this 
assertion  of  Adrian  de  MejTand  is,  like  the  whole  of  his  life, 
a  lie." 

"  You  hear,"  said  the  King,  turning  to  the  Count  de  Mey- 
rand.    "  What  proofs  can  you  give  of  your  assertion  ?" 

"  Every  proof,  sire,"  replied  the  Count.  "  Will  Monsieur 
de  Rohan  deny  that  he  received  my  cartel  ?  Will  he  deny 
that  he  came  out  to  meet  me .?" 

"  The  latter  1  will  certainly  deny,"  replied  Bernard  de 
Rohan.  "  In  regard  to  the  cartel,  ske,"  he  continued,  turning 
to  the  King,  "  1  certainly  did  receive  a  note  last  night  from 
Monsieur  de  Meyrand — sent,  not  by  any  French  gentleman, 
but  by  a  simple  page.     I  opened  it,  but  scarcely  saw  moi-e 


248  THE  BRIGAND;   OR, 

than  the  first  word,  when  his  highness  the  Dauphin  coming 
up,  and  engaging  me  in  conversation,  I  told  the  page  that  I 
would  send  an  answer ;  and  I  have  never  thought  of  the  paper 
since.  It  is  here,  sire,"  and  he  placed  it  in  the  King's  hand. 
"  I  then  ventured  to  go  out,"  he  continued,  "  taking  with  me 
an  instrument  of  music  lent  by  his  highness  the  Dauphin,  in 
order  to  give  a  serenade,  in  the  Venetian  fashion,  to  a  fair 
lady  now  in  the  palace,  when  I  was  overtaken  by  Monsieur 
de  Meyrand  and  another  person,  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  I 
think " 

The  Count  de  Meyrand  nodded  his  head  in  sign  of  affirma- 
tion ;  and  the  King,  turning  round  to  one  of  the  gentlemen 
near,  said,  "  Summon  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  Villeblanche, 
to  be  here  immediately. — Go  on.  Monsieur  de  Rohan." 

"  The  Count,  when  I  first  saw  him,"  Bernard  de  Rohan 
proceeded,  "  had  his  sword  drawn.  The  first  notice  1  had  of 
his  presence  was  a  blow  from  the  flat  side  of  the  weapon ; 
and  when,  remonstrating  with  him,  I  bade  him  recollect  your 
majesty's  injunctions,  he  called  me  coward,  used  the  most  in- 
sulting language,  struck  me  again,  and  compelled  me  to  draw 
in  my  own  defence." 

"  I  hope  you  are  dealing  with  me  sincerely.  Monsieur  de 
Rohan,"  said  the  King:  "  in  this  very  note  which  you  have 
put  into  my  hand,  there  is  an  invitation  to  meet  the  Count 
de  Meyrand  with  a  hostile  purpose  at  the  very  spot  where  I 
understand  you  were  found. — Was  there  any  instrument  of 
music  discovered  ?"  he  continued,  turning  to  the  prevot. 

"  Yes,  sire,"  replied  the  prevot,  "  a  lute  was  found  near  the 
spot  where  the  Baron  stood." 

"  A  mere  pretext,  sire,"  said  the  Count;  "  but  here  is  my 
Lord  of  Masseran — let  him  speak  to  what  he  saw." 

"  Now,  sir,"  said  the  King,  turning  to  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
"  I  have  to  request  that  you  will  detail,  without  connnunica- 
tion  with  any  one  here  present,  what  you  witnessed  between 
these  two  gentlemen  last  night.  Here  is  a  strange  discrepancy 
in  their  statements.  Relate,  if  you  please,  all  that  took 
place." 

The  reply  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  was  as  artful  as  it 
could  possibly  be.  "  You  take  me  quite  by  surprise,  sire," 
he  said ;  "  for  I  came  upon  a  matter  totally  different,  an  event 
sad  and  terrible,  which  it  is  my  painful  task  to  disclose  to 
your  majesty,  and  which  really  quite  bewilders  me— but  I  will 
answer  your  questions  first,  sire.  Knowing  that  the  noble 
Count  de  Meyrand  had  sent  a  cartel  to  Monsieur  de  Rohan, 
I  accompanied  the  Count  towards  the  spot  where  he  had  ap- 
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pointed  to  meet  his  adversary,  for  the  purpose  of  going 
farther  into  the  forest  and  settling  their  differences,  wherever 
they  could  find  an  open  space  beyond  the  precincts  with  fair 
ground  and  clear  moonlight.  Almost  as  soon  as  we  were  out 
of  the  palace,  we  saw  Monsieur  de  Rohan  before  us,  going 
towards  the  spot;  and  Monsieur  de  Meyrand  took  a  step 
forward  to  speak  with  him." 

"  What  did  he  say  ?"  demanded  the  King. 

"  I  was  a  step  or  two  behind,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
"  so  that  I  did  not  catch  the  exact  words;  but  I  suppose  he 
gave  him  good  night,  or  exchanged  with  him  some  of  those 
ordinary  courtesies  which  gentlemen  in  such  situations 
sweetly  offer  to  each  other  before  they  cut  one  another's 
throats.  The  moment  after.  Monsieur  de  Rohan  drew ;  and, 
before  I  had  time  to  represent  that  we  were  in  the  precincts 
of  the  palace.  Monsieur  de  Meyrand  had  drawn  also." 

The  Count  had  watched  him  with  a  strong  inclination  to 
smile,  notwithstanding  all  the  agitation  he  did  really  feel,  at 
the  honest,  straightforward,  truth-like  air  with  which  the  Lord 
of  Masseran  told  his  story. 

The  King,  however,  interrupted  it  in  this  part  to  ask, 
"  Are  you  sure,  my  Lord  of  Masseran,  that  the  Baron  de 
Rohan  was  the  first  to  draw  his  sword?" 

"  Sire,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  solemnly,  "  I  have 
not  the  slightest  hesitation  in  saying  that  he  was." 

"  What  say  you  now.  Monsieur  de  Rohan  ?"  said  the  King. 

"  Simply  this,  sire,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  indignant 
at  the  falsehood,  "  that  every  word  1  have  spoken  to  your 
majesty  is  the  plain  truth  ;  and  let  me  beg  you  to  call  to 
yoiu"  recollection  that  no  one,  either  for  the  inducements  of 
policy,  ay,  or  even  to  deceive  an  enemy  in  the  field— thongli 
both  in  cabinets  and  camps  such  things  are  held  as  no  dis- 
honour— has  known  me  ever  to  utter  one  falsehood ;  that  no 
light  excuse,  even  to  free  me  from  a  troublesome  friend ;  no 
deceitful  cause  assigned,  to  evade  doing  a  service  ;  no  brag- 
gart boast,  or  vain  false  word  of  any  kind,  has  ever  been 
known  upon  my  lips !  Then  let  me  call  your  attention  to 
the  fact,  that  these  charges  are  brought  by  two  men,  who 
have  already,  for  the  same  pui-pose  at  which  they  are  aiming 
now,  contrived  the  most  false,  villanous,  and  deceitful 
schemes,  and  have  not  scrupled— the  one,  who  was  once  a 
French  gentleman,  and  the  other,  who  was,  and  ever  has 
been,  a  base  miscreant — to  violate  every  principle  of  truth.  I 
refer,  sire,  to  the  character  of  this  Italian  witness  as  sent  to 
you  by  the  Marechal  de  Brissac ;  and,  putting  his  testimony 
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out  of  the  question,  I  say  that  ray  word  against  that  of  the 
Count  de  Meyrand  must  weigh  down  the  scale,  and  send  his 
up  to  the  beam." 

"  What  you  say  is  so  far  true,"  replied  the  king.  "  You 
have  a  name  for  truth,  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  which  goes  some 
way,  but  cannot  do  everything  against  direct,  and  evidently 
unpremeditated  testimony.  I  told  you  yesterday  that  if,  on 
any  provocation  whatsoever,  you  drew  your  SAvord  upon  the 
Count  de  Meyrand,  you  should  be  punished  in  the  way  which 
you  recollect  I  mentioned  ;  and  I  feel  strongly  disposed  to 
pronounce  that  sentence  upon  you  at  once." 

"  Sire,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  you  would  do  me 
cruel  wrong." 

"  One  word  more,  Monsieur  de  Masseran,"  said  the  King. 
"  Think  you  it  possible,  from  what  you  saw,  that  Monsieur 
de  Rohan  went  out  to  give  a  serenade  to  Mademoiselle  de 
Brienne  ?" 

"  Impossible,  sire,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran ;  "  for 
he  was  quite  at  the  other  end  of  the  palace,  of  which  your 
majesty  may  easily  satisfy  yourself." 

"  Now,  sir,"  said  the  monarch,  turning  to  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  "  have  you  aught  to  say  why  I  should  not  at  once 
pronounce  the  sentence  I  threatened  against  you?" 

"  Simply  this,  sire,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  that  I 
have  a  witness  who  can  prove  all  the  facts ;  but  before  I  call 
upon  him,  I  nmst  have  his  permission  to  do  so.  I  hope  it 
can  be  obtained.     I  trust  it  can,  but " 

"  This  sounds  like  an  evasion,  sir,"  said  the  King, 
"  vet " 

"  It  is  an  evasion,  sire,"  inten'upted  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
thinking  tliat  he  perceived  a  wavering  in  the  King's  mind ; 
"  but  let  me  tell  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  that  even  should  your 
majesty's  kindness  and  generosity  suffer  him  to  evade  the 
punishment  on  the  present  occasion,  I  have  a  charge  against 
him  that  he  cannot  evade ;  a  charge  deep,  horrible,  detest- 
able, which  brought  me  hither  to  you  majesty  in  haste  this 
morning." 

"  You  must  reserve  it,  sir,"  said  the  King,  "  till  I  have  de- 
cided the  matter  before  me ;  even  then  my  time  is,  I  fear,  too 
short  to  attend  to  you  for  above  a  moment.  With  you, 
Monsieur  de  Meyrand,  I  shall  deal  at  once.  You  have  ac- 
knowledged tliat  you  sent  this  challenge.  You,  therefore, 
are  the  iirst  aggressor,  and  1  banish  you  from  the  court  for 
ever.  Retire  to  your  own  estates,  keep  yourself  there  quiet, 
and  think  well  of  every  step  you  take  ;  there  will  be  an  un- 
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slumbering  eye  upon  you  which  you  cannot  escape.  Keep 
yourself  there,  and  never  show  yourself  in  my  presence 
again.  For  you,  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  my  sentence  must  be 
pronounced  conditionally.  If  the  tale  that  you  have  told  be 
true,  you  could  not  well  avoid  defending  your  own  life,  and, 
therefore,  I  tell  you  that  if  you  can  prove  you  did  not  first 
draw  your  sword,  by  proofs  that  can  admit  of  no  doubt,  I 
will  annul  your  sentence  ;  but  till  then  I  say  that  the  hand  of 
Isabel  de  Brienne  shall  never  be  yours,  so  long  as  I  wear 
the  crown  of  France.  My  word  is  said,  and  it  shall  be 
inviolable,  upon  my  honour." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  bowed  low,  with  some  sadness  upon 
his  brow,  but  not  exactly  with  despair.  The  Count  de  Mey- 
rand,  though  his  sentence  was  a  bitter  one,  thought  with 
feelings  of  consolation  that  he  had  ruined  his  rival.  "  He 
can  never  prove  that,"  he  thought,  for  the  Dauphin's  back 
was  turned. 

The  only  one  who  spoke  was  the  Lord  of  Masseran. 
"  Suffer  him  not  to  depart,  I  beseech  you,  sire,"  he  said, 
seeing  that  Bernard  de  Rohan  had  taken  a  step  back,  as  if 
to  retire.  "  There  is  a  charge  against  him  to  which  all  that 
has  passed  is  as  noon  sunshine  compared  to  midnight." 

"  What  is  it,  sir  ?"  said  Henry,  for  the  first  time  giving 
some  attention  to  the  Lord  of  Masseran's  accusation.  "  With 
what  do  you  charge  him  V 

"  With  the  murder,  sire,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran — 
"  with  the  deliberate  murder  of  Henry  Count  of  Brienne, 
the  brother  of  her  whom  he  pretends  to  love." 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

A  MURMUR  of  astonishment  broke  from  the  various  persons 
assembled  in  the  King's  bedchamber  at  the  charge  so  boldly 
made  by  the  Lord  of  Masseran.  The  King  himself  drew  back 
a  step  as  if  in  horror,  and  paused  a  moment  ere  he  asked  any 
questions  in  explanation  of  what  he  heard;  but  surprise  was 
perhaps  more  strikingly  displayed  in  the  countenances  of  the 
Count  de  Meyrand  and  Bernard  de  Rohan  himself,  than  in 
any  others  that  the  room  contained. 

The  King  broke  silence  first,  demanding,  "  Have  you  well 
considered  what  you  say,  my  Lord  of  Masseran .'  The 
charge  is  so  serious,   and  at  the  same  time  so  improbable ; 
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the  crime  is  so  utterly  without  any  apparent  motive  ;  so  con- 
trary to  the  character  of  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  and  so 
incredible  in  his  circumstances  and  situation,  that  I  am 
compelled  to  ask  you  this  question.  Have  you  well  con- 
sidered what  you  say  ?  Have  you  any  strong  evidence  to 
support  the  charge,  or  do  you  make  it  merely  upon  sus- 
picion ?" 

"  I  make  it,  sire,  upon  proof  positive,"  replied  the  Lord  of 
Masseran  —  "proof  which  leaves  no  doubt  to  my  mind; 
which  I  think  will  be  fully  satisfactory  to  your  majesty,  and 
perfectly  sufficient  for  the  judges  of  the  land." 

"  What  do  you  say.  Monsieur  de  Rohan  V  demanded  the 
King,  turning  towards  him  with  a  look,  from  which  he  could 
not  banish,  even  yet,  an  expression  of  astonishment  and 
horror — "  what  have  you  to  say,  sir,  to  this  charge?" 

"  I  have  to  say,  sire,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  simply 
that  I  am  accused  falsely  of  a  great  crime  by  a  bad  man. 
There  is  nothing  else  that  I  can  say  on  the  subject,  not 
having  the  slightest  idea  of  what  can  have  suggested  such  a 
suspicion  to  the  mind  of  this  foreign  calumniator." 

"There  is  no  calumny,  sire— there  is  no  suspicion,"  said 
the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  I  am  ready  this  moment  to  put  an 
end  to  all  such  vain  words  by  bringing  forward  the  proofs  in 
your  majesty's  presence,  and  then  it  will  be  seen  who  is  the 
calumniator." 

"  This  is  too  important  an  affair  to  be  decided  here,"  said 
the  King.  "  Half  an  hour  hence,  in  the  great  audience 
chamber,  I  will  hear  the  whole.  Prevot,  remove  Monsieur 
de  Rohan,  and  suffer  him  to  hold  comnmnication  with  no 
one.  Take  him  at  once  to  the  audience  chamber.  I  will 
follow  after," 

The  unfortunate  young  cavalier  turned  to  depart  under 
the  guard  of  the  prevot,  merely  saying,  "  I  trust  to  your 
majesty's  sense  of  justice  not  to  enter  into  the  charge  against 
me  without  my  presence." 

"  You  shall  have  all  justice,  Monsieur  de  Rohan,"  replied 
the  King. — "  My  Lord  of  Masseran,  Monsieur  de  Meyrand, 
leave  me  for  the  time.   I  will  investigate  this  matter  shortly." 

Conscious  innocence  and  a  strong  true  heart  did  certainly 
aflford  Rernard  de  Rohan  great  support  in  this  moment  of 
difficidty  and  grief;  but  they  coidd  not  remove  a  feeling  of 
deep  de])r('ssi()n  which  had  suddenly  come  over  him,  and 
Avhich  seemed  to  be,  as  it  were,  the  substance  of  that  melan- 
choly whereof  the  shadow  had  fallen  upon  him  on  his  first 
entrance  into  France.     It  appeared  as  if,  at  every  step  he 
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took  forward,  soine  fresh  load  was  cast  upon  his  head  ;  as 
if,  at  every  difficulty  he  surmounted,  new  and  more  terrible 
obstacles  rose  up  before  him.  He  quitted  the  King's  apart- 
ment with  a  firm,  slow  step,  and  with  an  upright,  though  a 
frowning  brow,  but  despondency  was  heavy  at  his  heart ;  and 
while  detained  in  the  great  audience  chamber,  with  his  arms 
crossed  upon  his  chest,  he  waited  the  coming  of  the  King,  he 
felt  that  the  Prince's  appearance  would  be  but  the  com- 
mencement of  new  sorrow  and  anguish  to  himself. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Lord  of  Masseran  and  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  as  if  to  enjoy  their  triumph,  walked  up  and  down 
at  the  other  end  of  the  hall,  conversing  rapidly  and  eagerly 
together,  and  from  time  to  time  turning  a  grave  and  some- 
what scornful  look  towards  the  spot  where  their  victim  stood. 
To  make  the  mortification  the  greater,  too,  numbers  of  the 
noblemen  and  gentlemen  of  the  court  looked  in,  and  gazed 
upon  him  in  silence  from  time  to  time,  as  the  rumour  spread 
through  the  palace  ;  and  then,  to  crown  all,  he  heard  the 
voice  of  Isabel  herself,  in  tones  which  spoke  evidently  that 
she  had  heard  the  whole  bitter  tale,  beseeching  admittance 
to  him  she  loved,  and  persevering  in  her  request,  though 
frequently  denied  by  the  guard  at  the  door. 

"  Pray  tell  her,  monsieur  le  prevot,"  said  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  with  his  heart  wrung  and  aching,  at  the  very  sound 
of  that  sweet  voice  which  was  so  dear  to  him — "pray  tell 
her  that  if  she  were  admitted,  you  could  not  let  her  speak  to 
me.  I  will  stand  here  while  you  go,  without  uttering  a  word 
to  any  one,  upon  my  honour." 

The  prevot  hesitated  for  an  instant,  but  then  left  his  side, 
and  spoke  for  a  moment  or  two  with  Isabel  at  the  door. 
She  made  no  reply,  and  Bernard  de  Rohan  thought  that  she 
had  retired.  But  it  was  not  so  ;  for  in  about  ten  minutes 
the  doors  were  thrown  open  by  the  ushers,  with  the  an- 
nouncement of  "The  King!  the  King!"  and  in  an  instant 
after,  though  Bernard  de  Rohan  could  not  see  what  passed 
in  the  corridor  beyond,  he  again  heard  Isabel's  voice  in  the 
tones  of  entreaty,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  every  now  and 
then  tears  and  sobs  broke  in  upon  utterance.  Henry's  voice 
replied,  speaking  to  her  evidently  in  a  soothing  tone,  though 
the  words  he  used  could  not  be  heard.  At  length  it  seemed 
that  he  moved  on,  saying,  in  a  louder  voice  as  he  came 
forward,  "  Since  you  desire  it,  it  shall  be  so,  if  it  be  needful 
to  remove  him  from  this  place.  Retire  to  the  Queen's 
cabinet  in  the  meanwhile.  I  will  not  deceive  you,  lady, 
though  I  think  you  are  wrong." 
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The  words  were  still  upon  his  lips,  as  he  entered  the 
room,  followed  by  a  number  of  the  nobles  of  the  court,  and 
accompanied  by  his  second  son  Charles. 

"Where  is  the  Dauphin?"  asked  Bernard  de  Rohan  of  the 
prevot,  in  a  low  tone,  while  Henry  seated  himself,  and  the 
gentlemen  formed  into  a  semicircle  at  the  top  of  the  room. 

"He  was  sent  by  his  majesty  to  Paris,  at  an  early  hour 
this  morning,"  replied  the  prevot,  in  the  same  low  voice. 

"My  Lord  of  Masseran,  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  come  for- 
ward," said  the  King,  with  an  expression  of  much  gloom  and 
severity  on  his  countenance  ;  and,  having  spoken,  he  looked 
down  on  his  footstool  for  a  moment  or  two  in  silence,  while 
the  accuser  and  the  accused  approached  nearer.  Then 
raising  his  head  with  an  air  of  much  majesty,  he  addressed 
the  Savoyard.  "Monsieur  de  Masseran,"  he  said,  "before 
you  speak  one  Avord  more,  let  me  give  you  a  caution,  and 
point  out  to  you  in  w^hat  position  you  yourself  stand ;  for  in 
dealing  an  equal  measure  of  justice  to  all,  I  have  to  recollect 
what  motives  may  exist  in  your  peculiar  situation  to  in- 
fluence your  conduct  towards  the  person  whom  you  now 
accuse.  I  have  thought  over  the  whole  circumstances  which  are 
already  know^n,  and  I  find  that  there  is  a  strong  enmity  pre- 
viously existing,  on  your  part,  towards  the  Baron  de  Rohan. 
I  find,  in  the  first  place,— for  these  things  must  now  be  openly 
declared, — that  some  two  years  ago  Monsieur  de  Rohan, 
then  serving  with  great  distinction  in  Italy,  discovered  some 
correspondence  between  yourself,  pi'ofessing  to  be  an  ad- 
herent of  France,  and  our  enemy,  Philip  King  of  Spain. 
This  he  laid  before  the  Marechal  de  Brissac,  believing  it  to 
be  of  a  treasonable  kind.  You,  sir,  explained  away  the 
meaning  of  that  correspondence,  but  still  suspicions  have 
been  entertained  of  you ;  and  I  am  informed  by  the  Marechal 
de  Brissac  himself,  that  he  found  it  needful,  not  many  weeks 
ago,  to  send  Monsieur  de  Rohan  to  you  with  an  intimation, 
that  if  you  did  not  cease  the  correspondence  which  you  held 
with  the  enemies  of  France,  he  should  be  obliged  to  occupy 
your  territories  on  both  sides  of  the  mountains,  and  put  you 
under  jjcrsonal  restraint.  On  this  occasion  you  avoided 
seeing  Monsieur  de  Rohan  ;  laid,  it  would  appear,  a  trap 
for  him  ;  arrested  him  immediately  after  a  clandestine  mar- 
riage with  Mademoiselle  de  Bi'ienne,  and  threw  him  into  a 
dungeon.  'J'he  tower  above  that  dungeon  was  set  on  fire — I 
trust,  accidentally — and  that  which  was  supposed  to  have 
caused  the  death  of  INIonsieur  de  Rohan,  it  would  seem, 
enabled  him  to  escape.     He  appeared  here  at  court,  frus- 
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trated  all  your  designs  of  wedding  your  lady's  daughter  to 
the  Count  de  Meyrand,  and  now  you  suddenly  bring  a 
charge  against  him  of  having  murdered  the  young  Count  of 
Brienne.  Now,  let  me  ask  you,  is  not  this  accusation  very 
like  a  part  of  an  arranged  system  ?  At  all  events,  one  thing 
is  made  clear,  which  is,  that  you  have  long  entertained  strong 
and  bitter  enmity  towards  the  Baron  de  Rohan,  and,  there- 
fore, your  charge  loses  much  force  from  the  apparent  motive 
by  which  you  are  actuated.  Consider  this  well,  and  take 
care  what  you  do  ;  for  be  sure,  that  if  you  persevere  in 
doing  Avrong,  the  matter  shall  be  now  investigated  to  the 
very  bottom." 

"  I  desire  no  better,  sire,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran. 
"  My  enmity — perhaps  I  may  call  it  my  antipathy — to  ]\Ion- 
sieur  de  Rohan  I  wish  in  no  degree  to  conceal.  I  love  him 
not,  I  never  have  loved  him.  Take  my  accusation,  therefore, 
at  no  more  than  it  is  worth ;  but  I  make  that  accusation  not 
lightly  nor  unjustly.  The  facts  have  so  lately  come  to  my 
knowledge,  that  I  have  had  no  time  to  form  or  fabricate  a 
tale,  to  seek  for  evidence,  or  devise  plans  of  turning  the 
death  of  this  poor  youth  to  the  purposes  of  my  revenge.  I 
accuse  this  gentleman,  Bernard  de  Rohan,  of  having  mur- 
dered, in  cold  blood,  his  friend,  Henry  of  Brienne,  in  the 
forest  which  extends  between  the  small  village  of  Leissard 
and  the  river  Ain,  as  near  as  I  can  calculate,  some  ten  days 
ago  ;  but  for  all  the  small  particulars  I  must  refer  your 
majesty  to  those  from  whom  I  myself  have  received  the 
information.  I  have  not  yet  had  space  to  make  myself 
master  of  all  the  facts;  and,  therefore,  if  I  speak  to  minute 
things,  I  may  very  likely  fall  into  some  of  those  trifling 
errors  which,  with  the  prejudice  that  now  exists  against  me, 
may  hereafter  be  regarded  as  contradictions  or  acts  of  preva- 
rication." 

"  How,  then,  do  you  intend  to  proceed.  Monsieur  de 
Masseran?"  demanded  the  King.  "Who  are  these  people 
that  you  speak  of.?" 

"  In  the  first  place,  sire,"  continued  the  Lord  of  Masseran, 
"  I  will  beseech  you  to  call  to  your  presence  any  one  of  my 
servants  that  may  happen  to  be  at  hand.  I  have  kept  myself 
to  this  chamber  since  I  left  your  majesty,  in  order  that,  by 
holding  no  communication  with  any  of  them,  their  testimony 
may  be  free  from  suspicion." 

"  Order  one  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran's  servants  to  appear," 
said  the  King,  speaking  to  an  usher.  "  I  think  you  said,  my 
lord,"  Henry  continued,  "that  there  is  none  in  particular 
whom  vou  would  call  more  than  another." 
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The  Lord  of  Massevan  bowed  his  head,  and  waited  in 
silence  for  the  return  of  the  messenger,  who  soon  appeared, 
accompanied  by  one  of  the  Italian  servants,  whom  he  had 
chosen  out  of  three  or  four.  As  soon  as  the  man  had 
approached  the  King's  presence  so  near  as  to  be  heard  dis- 
tinctly, his  master  demanded,  "  Do  you  recollect  my  sending 
away  Geronimo  on  any  message  lately  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  replied  the  servant ;  "  it  was  on  Wednes- 
day week  last." 

"  Did  you  hear  where  I  sent  him,  and  on  w^hat  business  ?" 
his  lord  continued.     "  If  so,  tell  the  King." 

"  You  sent  him,  my  lord,  I  heard,"  replied  the  man,  "  to 
seek  for  the  young  Count,  and  give  him  a  packet  from  you. 
He  was  to  find  him  somewhere  between  Lyons  and  the 
frontier." 

"  If  I  mistake  not,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  you  were 
the  man  who  brought  Geronimo  back  to  my  chamber  on  his 
return  V 

"  No,  sir,"  answered  the  attendant ;  "  but  I  was  standing 
at  the  postern  door  when  he  arrived,  and  helped  him  to  dis- 
mount under  the  archway,  for  he  was  ver^'  stiff  and  tired." 

"  Tell  the  King  exactly,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  at 
what  hoin-  and  when  he  did  an-ive." 

"  I  think  it  was  at  half-past  five  this  morning,"  replied  the 
man.     ''  It  might  be  a  quarter  to  six,  but  not  more." 

"  To  what  does  all  this  tend,  my  Lord  of  Masseran  .?" 
asked  the  King,  somewhat  impatiently.  "  The  history  of 
your  courier  is  siu'ely  of  no  avail  here." 

"  Of  much,  sire,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  Your 
majesty  was  pleased  to  declare  that  my  accusation  came 
before  you  under  circumstances  of  suspicion.  I  now  show 
vou  the  whole  train  by  which  my  information  has  been  acci- 
dentally  received,  that  no  such  suspicion  may  attach  to  the 
evidence.  However,  enough  of  this !  You  have  heard  that 
I  sent  a  courier,  named  Geronimo,  some  ten  days  since,  to 
bear  a  jiacket  from  my  wife  and  myself  to  the  young  Count 
of  Brienne,  and  that  he  returned  an  hour  before  I  sought 
your  presence.  Now  shall  you  hear  the  tale  he  bore  me, 
and  from  his  own  lips.  Let  my  coui'ier,  Geronimo,  be 
called." 

Some  minutes  ela])sed  ere  the  man  appeared,  and  all 
])resent  kejjt  silence,  while  Bernard  de  Rohan,  standing  firm 
and  erect  on  the  King's  right  hand,  gazed  sternly  upon  the 
Lord  of  Masseran,  who,  on  his  part,  bent  down  his  eyes  and 
bit  his  lips,  l()r)king  far  more  like  the  accused  than  the 
accuser,  during  the  whole  time  of  the  messenger's  absence. 
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At  length  the  Itahaii,  who  had  been  sent  for,  came ;  and 
certainly  his  appearance  was  not  calculated  to  win  con- 
fidence by  the  eye.  He  was,  it  is  ti'iie,  not  only  a  very  tall 
and  powerful,  but  a  remarkably  handsome  man,  of  that 
peculiar  kind  of  beauty  which  is  only  to  be  found  in  Italy. 
The  features  were  small  and  finely  formed,  the  skin,  though 
of  a  brown  hue,  was  smooth  and  rosy,  the  mouth  very  beau- 
tiful, the  eye  large  and  brilliant.  It  was  a  countenance 
which  might  have  been  called  effeminate,  perhaps,  had  it  not 
been  for  the  dark  black  curling  beard  and  moustache.  The 
expression,  however,  more  than  counterbalanced  everything 
that  nature  had  done  to  make  that  head  as  fine  a  one  as  ever 
sculptor  chiseled.  The  habitual  contraction  of  the  brow 
rendered  it  sullen  and  inauspicious  of  look ;  the  unsteady 
eyes,  now  cast  down  or  turnecl  aside,  now  gleaming  out  from 
beneath  the  heavy  overhanging  eyebrows,  like  those  of  the 
tiger  about  to  spring,  seemed  to  speak  insincerity,  cunning, 
and  fierceness  as  plainly  as  ever  the  face  of  man  expressed 
any  of  the  passions  of  his  heart ;  and  the  close  setting  of  his 
teeth,  which  were  heard  to  jar  against  each  other  by  those 
who  stood  near,  ere  he  answered  any  question,  impressed 
the  spectators  Avith  no  great  idea  of  his  sincerity. 

On  the  present  occasion,  however,  he  told  his  tale  with 
greater  facility,  straightforwardness,  and  frankness  than 
perhaps  he  had  ever  been  known  to  display  in  perfonning 
such  a  task  before  ;  and  from  the  manner  in  which  the  Lord 
of  Masseran  conducted  the  inquiry,  an  impression  grew  upon 
the  King's  mind  that  no  collusion  of  any  kind  did  exist 
between  him  and  his  servant. 

"  Come  forward  !  come  forward,  Geronimo  !"  he  said,  as  the 
man  hung  back,  after  entering  the  hall — "  come  forward,  and 
tell  his  majesty  the  history  of  this  unfortunate  business  con- 
ceraing  Monsieur  de  Brienne." 

"  I  have  nothing  to  tell  but  that  he  is  dead,  sir,"  replied 
the  man.  "  That  he  was  killed  in  the  forest  by  Cerdon.  I 
don't  mean  to  say  who  killed  him  :  I  don't  know." 

"  Nay,  nay,  Geronimo,"  said  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  that 
is  by  no  means  sufficient.  You  must  let  the  King  hear  the 
whole  facts  as  I  have  heard  them.  Relate  what  occun-ed 
when  I  sent  you  with  the  packet  to  Monsieur  de  Brienne." 

"  Why,  sir,  according  to  your  orders,"  replied  the  man,  "  I 
rode  as  hard  as  I  could  to  the  Pont  d'Ain,  and  then  to 
Nantua,  where  I  found  the  young  gentleman  had  been  not 
very  long  before,  and  I  made  inquiries  to  trace  his  route,  and 
went  after  him." 


258  THE  BRIGAND;   OR, 

"  How  far  did  you  gain  information  of  his  road?"  demanded 
the  King. 

"  Why,  I  had  to  guess  a  good  deal  of  it,  your  majesty," 
answered  the  man.  "  The  master  of  the  house  at  Nantua 
could  not  tell  me  whether  he  had  gone  to  Cerdon  or  to  Leis- 
sard :  however,  he  had  heard  him  say  that  he  intended  to 
turn  his  steps  towards  Bourg,  at  all  events.  To  Cerdon  I 
went  then " 

"  Why  to  Cerdon  ?"  demanded  the  King,  sharply.  "  If  he 
were  going  to  Bourg,  why  should  you  seek  him  at  Cerdon .''" 

"Because,  may  it  please  your  majesty,"  replied  the  man, 
"  the  people  at  Nantua  told  me  that  there  had  been  mes- 
sengers coming  and  going  between  their  house  and  Cerdon, 
and  that  a  companion  of  the  young  lord  had  remained  at  the 
latter  place  while  he  had  come  on  to  Nantua.  I  thought  it 
likely,  therefore,  and  they  thought  so  too,  that  he  might  have 
gone  to  Cerdon  first,  so  I  took  the  post,  and  rode  thither  as 
fast  as  I  could  go." 

"  And  there  you  heard  of  his  murder,  I  suppose  ?"  said  the 
Lord  of  Masseran. 

"  No,  my  lord,  no,"  replied  the  man.  "  I  did  not  hear  of 
his  murder  for  long  after  that." 

"  Let  the  man  go  on  with  his  tale,  my  lord,"  said  the  King, 
speaking  to  the  Lord  of  Masseran.  "  What  happened  at 
Cerdon,  sir .?     Go  on  with  your  story." 

"  At  first  the  horseboys  and  the  chamberlain  told  me  that 
the  young  Count  had  gone  on  to  Nantua,  and  that  they  knew 
nothing  more  about  him ;  but  the  good  woman  of  the  inn  came 
out,  and  told  me  that  there  had  been  a  gentleman  there  waiting 
for  the  young  lord  all  the  night,  just  one  day  before  I  came, 
and  that  she  had  heard  a  messenger  coming  from  Nantua  tell 
her  lodger — whose  name  she  found  from  his  servant  was 
Bernard  de  Rohan — that  the  Count  of  Brienne  had  taken  the 
road  to  Lcissard." 

The  King  tmned  his  eyes  for  a  moment  to  the  countenance 
of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  who  replied  to  the  look  by  saying,  "  It 
is  perfectly  true,  sire.  Everything  he  has  said  hitherto  I 
doubt  not,  may  be  relied  on." 

"  That  is  satisfactory,  at  least,"  said  the  King.  "  Go  on, 
my  good  ftiend.     What  did  the  woman  tell  you  more  .?" 

"  She  said,  your  majesty,"  answered  Geronimo,  "  that  the 
gentleman  had  secnu;d  very  angiy  at  this  news,  and  jumping 
upon  his  horse,  which  was  ready  saddled,  he  set  oil'  with  his 
servant  towards  Lcissard  at  full  speed.  Well,  your  majesty, 
r  followed  the   same  way,  thinking  that  I  should  overtake 
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them  all  at  Bourg,  or,  at  the  worst,  at  Macon  ;  but,  however, 
I  thought  it  best  to  inquire  as  I  went ;  and  when  I  came  to 
Leissard,  and  found  there  was  nothing  but  a  sort  of  httle 
repue  there  for  an  inn,  I  only  stayed  to  water  my  horse,  and 
asked  the  woman  of  the  house  if  there  had  been  two  such 
gentlemen  there  as  I  described.  She  answered  that  there 
had  been  just  such  a  pair  about  the  same  time  on  the  day 
before,  or  somewhat  earlier,  and  that  a  servant  was  with  them. 
I  then  asked  her  if  she  were  veiy  sure,  when  she  answered, 
Yes,  she  was  sure  enough,  for  that  they  had  been  quarrelling, 
and  giving  each  other  hard  words  about  something,  she  did 
not  well  know  what,  and  that  she  had  begged  them  to  be 
peaceable.  After  that,  I  left  her,  and  rode  on  as  hard  as  I 
could  towards  Bourg.  A  few  miles  on  farther,  however,  as 
your  majesty  knows,  towards  Ceyserat,  one  passes  the  Ain  by 
the  bridge,  where  there  is  a  toll-keeper  under  the  Lord  of 
Ceyserat ;  and  I  don't  know  why,  as  I  was  giving  him  the 
two  deniers  for  my  horse  and  myself,  I  asked  him  if  he  had 
seen  the  two  gentlemen  and  their  servant  that  passed  the  day 
before.  He  said  he  had  not;  that  one  gentleman  and  one 
servant  had  passed,  but  not  two.  1  said  he  must  be  mistaken ; 
and  thereat  he  grew  angry,  and  told  me  that  I  wanted  to  get 
him  into  evil  repute  with  his  lord " 

"  May  I  ask  him  one  question,  your  majesty  V  said  Bernard 
de  Rohan. 

"  Certainly,"  answered  the  monarch.  "  Everything  that 
can  tend  to  make  the  matter  clearer  must  be  done." 

"  In  telling  you  that  a  gentleman  and  his  servant  passed  at 
that  hour,  without  another,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "the 
toll-keeper  was  right.  But  did  he  not  tell  you  that  a  second 
gentleman  passed  soon  after  ?" 

"  No,  he  did  not,"  replied  the  man;  "but,  on  the  contrary, 
he  assured  me  that  no  one  had  passed  till  towards  night, 
when  two  carts  returned  from  Leissard :  one,  a  peasant's  cart 
fi'om  the  mill  higher  up  the  river,  with  the  lad  that  drove  it ; 
and  the  other,  a  cart  which  had  been  carrying  goods  from 
Ceyserat  to  Leissard  :  with  it  were  two  people,  a  young  lad 
fi'om  Ceyserat,  and  a  servant-maid  going  to  Bourg.  These, 
he  swore,  were  all  the  people  who  had  passed  during  that 
day.  I  marked  the  whole  thing  that  he  told  me  well,  because 
I  was  somewhat  anxious  about  the  young  Count." 

"  And  why  were  you  anxious  ?"  demanded  Henry. 

"Because,"  answered  the  man,  "the  good  woman  at  Leis- 
sard had  told  me  the  two  gentlemen  had  quarrelled,  and  that 
she  thought  they  would  have  fought.     I,  moreover,  told  the 
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man  that  I  was  anxious  about  the  young  gentleman,  and 
asked  him  what  I  had  best  do,  when  he  said,  the  best  thing 
to  do  would  be  to  go  on  to  Ceyserat,  and  make  inquiry  there ; 
for  that  there  was  a  ford  lower  down  where  the  Count  might, 
perhaps,  have  crossed.    I  accordingly  rode  on  ;  but  though  I 
could  hear  of  the  one  gentleman  and  his  servant  all  the  way 
to  Bourg,  and  I  found  that  his  name  was  Bernard  de  Rohan, 
I  could  hear  nothing  of  the  Count  de  Brienne ;  and  getting 
more  perplexed,  I  went  back  again,  crossed  the  bridge,  and, 
with  some  people  I  hired  to  help  me  from  the  mill,  was 
tracking  my  way  back  to  Leissard ;  when,  about  half  way 
there,  I  saw  a  road  that  seemed  to  lead  down  through  the 
wood,  as  if  towards  the  river.     On  inquiry,  I  found  that  it 
brought  one  to  the  ford,  and  we  rode  down  it  to  see  if  we 
could  discover  anything  there.     We  soon  came  upon  the 
track  of  horse's  feet :  two   going,  and  one  coming  back.     A 
little  farther  on,  we  came  to  an  open  space,  where,  the  road 
being  of  white  sand,  we  found  it  a  good  deal  broken  up  with 
men's  footmarks,  as  if  there  had  been  a  struggle.    There,  too, 
was  some  blood  upon  the  ground,  not  much,  but  enough  to 
make  a  good  stain.    We  could  not  track  it  in  any  way,  how- 
ever, from  the  spot ;  but  in   looking  about,  we  saw  that  the 
footmarks  of  one  horse  went  on  towards  the  ford,  so  that, 
thinking  it  sure,  even  if  there  had  been  a  quarrel,  and  a 
wound  given,  that  the  young  Count  had  crossed  the  river  and 
gone   on,    I  determined  to  do  so  likewise.     The   men  who 
were  with  me  were  forced  to  go  back  to  their  work ;  so,  after 
directing  me  how  best  to  ford,  and  seeing  me  do  it,  they  went 
their  way,  and  I  pursued  mine ;  but  now  all  my  inquiries 
proved  in  vain,  during  two  days,  till  at  length,  towards  night 
on  the  second  day,   I  came  to  a  cottage  somewhere  between 
Cerdon   and  Tossiat,  where  I   found  that  the  jseople  had 
caught  a  horse,  which  had  been  roaming  about  saddled  and 
bridled,  but  without  a  rider." 

"  Were  there  any  stains  of  blood  about  the  housings  ?" 
demanded  the  King,  eagerly. 

"  None,  sire,  whatever,"  replied  the  man,  at  once  ;  "but  this 
awakened  all  my  suspicions  again ;  and  going  back  to  Leis- 
sard, I  got  a  number  of  people,  determined  to  search  the 
forest,  where  I  had  seen  the  blood,  from  end  to  end.  It  took 
us  three  quarters  of  a  day  before  we  found  what  we  sought ; 
but  then,  your  majesty,  a  dog,  which  was  with  one  of  the 
men,  suddenly  flew  nt  something  amongst  a  ])ile  of  brambles 
at  the  foot  of  one  of  the  trees ;  upon  which  a  large  she-wolf 
started  out  and  ran  off  as  hard  as  she  could.     One  of  the 
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men  put  back  the  bushes  to  see  where  she  had  been  lying ; 
and  there  we  had  it  all  before  us." 

There  was  a  dead  silence,  and  every  one  pressed  a  little 
forward,  not  excepting  Bernard  de  Rohan  himself,  to  listen 
eagerly  to  that  which  was  to  follow. 

"  What  was  it  that  you  beheld  ?"  demanded  the  King,  after 
the  Italian  had  paused  for  an  instant. 

"  The  sand  partly  scratched  away,"  replied  the  man,  "  and 
partly  covering  a  dead  body  which  the  wolf  had  been  gnaw- 
ing. We  all  went  up,  and  got  the  corpse  out  on  the  earth 
easily,  for  it  was  but  thinly  covered  in  any  place,  and  there 
lay  the  young  Count,  having  been  dead  seemingly  three  or 
four  days." 

"  Might  not  the  wolves  have  killed  him  ?"  demanded  the 
King,  in  a  low  but  eager  voice. 

"  No,  your  majesty,"  answered  Geronimo.  "  In  the  fii'st 
place,  if  they  killed  him,  they  must  have  buried  him  too  ;  but 
in  the  next  place,  though  he  was  very  much  gnawed,  as  you 
may  see  by  that  glove,"  and  drawing  forth  a  thick  buckskin 
glove,  embroidered  in  gold  on  the  back  with  a  count's  coronet, 
and  the  letters  "  H.  de  B.,"  he  laid  it  before  the  King ;  "  yet, 
on  his  right  side,  which  they  had  not  touched,  was  a  deep 
sword  wound  that  must  have  caused  his  death.  His  clothes 
were  torn  a  good  deal  by  the  wolves,  and  there  was  some 
blood  upon  them,  but  not  much.  We  got  help  directly,  and 
took  the  body  to  Bourg,  where  it  was  necessary  to  bury  it 
soon.  After  that,  I  stayed  a  little  to  collect  what  information 
I  could,  but  no  other  tidings  of  any  kind  were  to  be  got;  and 
the  Lord  of  Ceyserat  having  promised  to  send  after  me  one 
of  the  persons  who  were  with  me  when  w^e  found  the  body, 
I  came  on  hither  to  tell  my  lord  the  whole  story.  This  is  all 
I  have  to  say,  sir." 

"A  sad  tale,  indeed,"  said  the  King,  while  everybody 
silently  and  slowly  drew  back  from  Bernard  de  Rohan,  and 
left  him  standing  alone  in  the  monarch's  presence. 

Henry  looked  down  thoughtfully  for  a  moment  or  two,  and 
then  raised  his  eyes  to  the  face  of  the  young  nobleman,  saying, 
"  This  is  a  most  painful  and  distressing  business,  and  one 
somewhat  difficult  to  deal  with.  Although  there  is  notliing 
proved  to  attach  the  deed  absolutely  to  you.  Monsieur  de 
Rohan,  yet  the  circumstances  of  suspicion  are  far  too  strong 
for  me  to  suffer  you  to  remain  at  liberty.  Understand  that  I 
do  not  wish  to  prejudge  a  matter  which  lawful  judges  ap- 
pointed for  that  purpose  must  investigate  more  fully ;  and  I 
say  again  distinctly  that  as  yet  there  is  not  sufficient  evidence 
to  attach  this  deed  absolutelv  to  you " 
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"  But,  sire,"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  I  have  not 
yet  by  any  means  conckided  the  case  against  Monsieur  de 
Eohan.  Let  his  own  servant  be  sent  for — the  one  who  was 
with  him — and  let  him  say  whether  his  lord  did  not  accompany 
Henry  of  Brienne  till  within  a  few  minutes  of  his  death.  Let 
him  tell  all  that  he  saw  and  heard,  and  you  will  then  find 
that  there  is  more  than  suspicion  attaches  to  Monsieur  de 
Rohan.  I  saw  that  servant  myself  this  very  morning,  and 
made  inquiries  concerning  the  terrible  affair,  now  before 
your  majesty.     May  he  not  be  sent  for  ?" 

"  Certainly,"  replied  the  King.  "  Let  him  be  brought  hither." 
The  man  was  accordingly  sent  for ;  and  Bernard  de  Rohan 
was  about  to  speak  in  the  interim,  but  the  King  stopped  him, 
saying,  "  You  had  better,  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  suffer  the 
case  of  your  accuser  to  be  fully  brought  to  an  end  before  you 
say  anything." 

"  As  your  majesty  pleases,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  The  matter,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,  is  perfectly  straight- 
forward. I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  display  to  you  every 
part  of  my  conduct  exactly  as  it  happened.  But,  however, 
I  bow  to  your  majesty's  pleasure,  and  will  wait  till  my  at- 
tendant, Pierre  Millort,  has  been  examined;  only  adding 
that  no  one  can  feel  more  grief  and  horror  at  this  sad  event 
than  I  do." 

The  pause  was  somewhat  long,  for  the  man  was  found  with 
difficulty ;  and  the  King  conversed  in  a  low  voice  with  several 
of  those  around  him,  seeming  to  gather  the  opinion  of  the 
persons  in  whom  he  could  best  confide  regarding  the  case 
before  him  ;  wliile  Bernard  de  Rohan  and  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran stood  silently  confronting  each  other;  and  again  the 
persons  around  remarked  in  their  demeanour  the  extraor- 
dinary reverse  of  expression  which  we  have  before  noticed : 
Bernard  de  Rohan  bearing  the  firm,  steadfast,  determined 
aspect  of  the  accuser ;  and  the  Lord  of  Masseran  looking  didly 
down  upon  the  ground,  as  if  labouring  under  some  heavy 
charge  which  he  could  not  repel. 

At  length  Pierre  Millort  was  brought  into  the  audience 
chamlx.T,  und  many  eyes  were  instantly  fixed  upon  him.  He 
was  \)d]c,  agitated,  almost  trembling,  and,  in  circumstances 
where  frank  sincerity  and  calm  firmness  of  mind  were  most 
wanting,  it  was  evident  that  everything  like  courage  and  re- 
solution had  causelessly  abandoned  him.  His  very  look  of 
guilt  and  hesitation  created  an  universal  feeling  of  doubt  and 
suspicion,  not  only  against  him  but  against  his"  master. 
"  Stand  forward,  sir !"  said  the  King,  in  a  sharp  tone — "  stand 
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forward  !    Now  look  me  in  the  face,  and  answer  the  questions 
asked  you.     Are  you  a  servant  of  the  Baron  de  Rohan  ?" 

"  Yes,  sire,  I  am,  may  it  please  your  majesty,"  replied  the 
man,  in  a  fiiltering  voice.  "  A  poor,  faithful  domestic,  your 
majesty,  born  upon  his  own  estates,  and — and " 

"  Speak  out,  sir  !"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  Take  courage ! 
You,  at  least,  have  no  cause  to  fear.  Answer  every  question 
truly  and  sincerely  as  it  is  asked  you,  and  conceal  nothing 
on  any  account." 

"Did  you  accompany  your  master,"  said  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  "  some  seven  or  eight  days  ago,  from  Cerdon  to 
Leissard.?" 

The  man  hesitated,  and  then  replied,  in  a  low  and  scarcely 
audible  tone,  "  That  he  did  not  well  know  the  names  of  the 
places." 

"  Pierre  Millort !"  exclaimed  Bernard  de  Rohan,  angry 
and  indignant  at  the  man's  prevarication — "  Pierre  Millort, 
you  are  speaking  a  falsehood.  You  know  perfectly  well 
that  you  did  accompany  me  from  Cerdon  to  Leissard." 

The  servant  turned  an  anxious  and  imploring  look  upon 
his  master,  as  if  he  would  have  said,  "  Pray  do  not  you  also 
join  with  them.  I  am  doing  the  best  I  can  for  you."  But, 
at  the  same  time  he  replied,  aloud,  "  I  believe  those  were 
the  names  of  the  places,  my  lord ;  but  I  thought  I  was  to  be 
very  strict  in  everything  I  said." 

"  In  telling  the  plain  truth,  sir  !"  said  the  King.  "  Now 
answer  the  Lord  of  Masseran's  question  directly.  Did  you 
accompany  your  master  from  Cerdon  to  Leissard  ?" 

"  I  believe  those  were  the  names  of  the  places,  your  majesty," 
replied  the  man. 

"  Did  your  master  overtake  anybody  at  Leissard,"  demanded 
the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  or  in  its  neighbourhood  ?" 

It  was  impossible,  however,  to  get  the  truth  at  once  from 
weak  Pierre  Millort.  He  affected  to  misunderstand,  de- 
claring that  they  had  overtaken  a  number  of  carts  and 
market-people,  and  when  at  length  brought  to  the  point  by 
a  question  which  he  could  not  evade,  as  to  whether  his 
master  had  joined  the  young  Count  de  Brienne  at  Leissard, 
he  hesitated  for  some  little  time,  as  if  doubting  whether  to 
answer  the  truth  or  not.  When  pressed  by  farther  inter- 
rogations regarding  the  conduct  and  demeanour  of  the  two 
gentlemen,  and  what  had  become  of  the  young  Count  of 
Brienne,  he  deviated  into  direct  falsehood,  declaring  that 
they  had  seemed  perfectly  good  friends,  and  that  they  had 
parted  amicably  at  the  corner  of  one  of  the  roads.  Bernard  de 
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Rohan  looked  do\Yn  and  bit  his  lip,  while  the  small  keen 
eyes  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  seemed  to  dart  flames  of  fire 
at  the  attendant  of  his  enemy. 

"  I  vow  before  Heaven,"  cried  the  Savoyard,  at  length, 
"  that  the  account  given  me  by  this  very  man,  not  two  hours 
ago,  was  as  different  from  the  tale  he  now  tells  as  light  from 
darkness !" 

"  Most  likely,  my  Lord  of  Masseran,"  said  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  interposing,  in  a  clear,  firm  voice — "  most  likely  what 
the  man  told  you  this  morning,  when  he  thought  his  lord  in 
no  danger,  was  true ;  for  certainly  what  he  has  said  now, 
under  a  foolish  belief  that  deceit  can  be  of  service  to  a  good 
cause,  is  utterly  false,  and  he  knows  it  to  be  so. — Sire,"  he 
continued,  turning  to  the  King,  "  if  your  majesty  would  have 
heard  me  but  now,  I  would  have  saved  you  the  trouble  of 
dealing  with  this  foolish  person,  by  telling  you  myself  the 
whole  truth,  exactly  as  it  stands,  without  evasion,  hesitation, 
or  fear.  Strong  in  my  innocence,  I  have  no  occasion  for 
concealment  of  any  kind.  All  that  the  Lord  of  Masseran 
has  said,  although  he  be  my  enemy,  and  all  that  his  servant 
has  reported,  up  to  the  period  of  my  quitting  Leissard  in 
company  with  Henry  de  Brienne,  is  perfectly  true." 

"  That  is  candid  at  least,"  said  the  King,  with  an  approving 
bend  of  the  head.     "  Go  on.  Monsieur  de  Rohan." 

"  After  quitting  Leissard,"  continued  the  young  cavalier, 
"  there  comes  a  period  which  neither  of  them  knows  anything 
about,  but  which  that  man,  PieiTC  Millort,  might  have  related 
if  he  had  not  chosen  to  play  the  fool  and  the  liar.  Angry 
words  took  place  between  Henry  de  Brienne  and  myself, 
almost  as  soon  as  we  met.  I  reproached  him  for  not  having 
acted  fairly  by  me,  in  deviating  from  our  plan  of  seeking  his 
sister  together ;  and  he  replied  angrily — I  may  almost  say 
madly,  for  I  can  sec  no  motive  for  his  conduct.  This  dispute 
continued  for  some  way  along  the  road,  till  at  length,  in  a  fit 
of  violent  passion,  he  declared  he  would  separate  from  me 
altogether,  and  darted  down  the  by-way  which  probably 
leads  to  the  ford  the  Italian  has  mentioned.  Now  comes  a 
period  which  no  one  knows  but  myself,  since  Avhat  wc  have 
heard  to-day  shows  that  the  only  other  person  who  did  know 
it  is,  alas,  no  more !" 

Bernard  de  Rohan  paused,  with  a  look  of  sadness,  for  a 
moment,  and  every  head  stooped  a  little  forward,  and  every 
ear  was  bent  to  listen.  "After  considering  for  a  moment," 
said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  grieved  to  see  him  in  such  a  state, 
for  I  had  been  trying  in  vain  to  soothe  him,   I  resolved  to 
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make  one  more  effort  not  to  part  in  anger  with  the  brother 
of  her  I  loved,  and  I  rode  after  hiui  as  fast  as  possible.  I 
overtook  him  at  the  sandy  opening  of  which  the  Italian  has 
spoken,  and  found  him  dismounted  from  his  horse,  and 
taking  out  a  stone  which  had  stuck  in  the  animal's  foot.  He 
turned  upon  me  furiously,  seeming  to  regard  my  coming 
after  liim  as  an  insult.  Though  the  only  words  I  spoke  were 
intended  to  soothe  and  calm  him,  they  seemed  but  to  irritate 
him  the  more,  and  casting  from  him  my  proffered  hand,  he 
drew  his  sword  upon  me " 

Bernard  de  Rohan  paused,  and  the  King  exclaimed,  "  You 
fought,  and  he  fell !" 

"  No,  sfre,"  replied  the  young  cavalier,  firmly  and  em- 
phatically :  "  No !  We  did  not.  I  put  aside  his  sword, 
gras]jing  the  blade  with  my  hand ;  and  then  telling  him  that 
if  such  were  his  feelings  I  would  follow  him  no  farther,  but 
trust  to  time  and  reflection  to  change  them  towards  me, 
I  left  him,  and  returned  slowly  to  the  spot  where  I  had  left 
my  servant  on  the  road.  As  I  turned  away  from  Henry  de 
Brienne,  he  said  something  which  I  did  not  stay  to  hear ;  but 
he  seemed  somewhat  saddened  and  rebuked,  and  the  only 
words  I  caught,  implied,  that  he  had  been  put  upon  a  task 
which  would  drive  him  mad." 

"  Pray  why  did  you  not  remain  when  you  saw  him  soothed.?" 
demanded  the  King,  gazing  on  the  young  cavalier  somewhat 
sternly. 

"  Because,  sire,  I  feared  my  own  temper  and  his,"  replied 
Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  He  was  always  impetuous,  vehement, 
and  passionate,  and  often  disposed  to  quarrel  with  his  best 
friends  when  he  was  in  any  difficulty,  rather  than  explain  the 
nature  of  it  to  them.  For  my  own  part,  his  words  and  actions 
had  both  been  insulting  to  me  :  I  would  have  borne  such 
from  no  other  living  man  ;  and  though,  for  his  dear  sister's 
sake,  I  had  endured  them,  I  feared  to  trust  myself  with  one 
who,  in  ten  minutes  more,  might  repeat  them  all  with  aggra- 
vation. This,  sire,  is  all  I  have  to  tell.  After  leaving  him, 
I  pursued  my  search  for  Isabel  ;  but  finding  that  she  had 
sought  yom-  majesty's  protection,  I  followed  hither  with  all 
speed." 

The  King  gazed  thoughtftdly  upon  the  countenance  of  the 
young  cavalier  for  some  minutes  ;  and  then,  turning  away, 
walked  slowly  to  the  door  of  a  small  cabinet  which  connnu- 
nicated  with  the  western  side  of  the  room,  saying,  as  he  did 
so,  "  Vieille^'ille,  come  hither  with  me.  The  rest  wait  till  my 
return."     As  soon   as  the  door  was   closed,  he   demanded, 
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"  What  think  you  of  all  this,  Vieilleville  ?    His  words  are 
spoken  like  truth."  ^ 

"  I  fear,  sire,  that  the  case  is  a  very  clear  one,"  replied  the 
Marechal.  "  As  you  may  remember,  you  sent  this  unhappy 
young  Count  to  seek  for  his  sister,  and  bring  her  to  Paris, 
■with  an  express  injunction  to  separate  her  from  poor  de 
Rohan.  On  this,  depend  upon  it,  they  have  quarrelled — 
most  likely  in  the  way  he  himself  describes.  But  the  event 
is  clear ;  one  is  dead,  the  other  wounded  in  the  hand !  De 
Rohan,  knowing  well  that,  if  he  acknowledges  the  deed,  he 
puts  an  eternal  barrier  between  himself  and  her  he  loves,  has 
concealed  the  death  of  his  rash  young  adversary,  and  now  is 
in  some  sort  compelled  to  maintain  the  same  story.  It  is 
a  sad  affair,  indeed,  but  I  do  not  think  at  all  mysterious." 

"  My  own  conclusion  is  the  same  as  yours,"  replied  the 
King ;  "  but  though  we  may  pity,  we  must  not  let  justice  be 
turned  aside,  and  I  fear  I  must  send  him  to  his  trial." 

"  It  must  be  so,  I  fear,  sire,"  replied  the  Marechal :  "  then, 
if  any  extenuating  circumstances  appear,  or  if  he  confess  the 
matter  as  a  casual  rencontre,  you  can  pardon  him." 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  Henry,  somewhat  sternly.  "  Those 
chance  rencontres  are  but  excuses  for  murder,  Vieilleville. 
Have  I  not  often  declared,  that  an  act  so  committed  without 
due  witnesses  shall  be  rewarded  with  death  .?  However,  he 
has  not  confessed,  and  he  stands  upon  his  innocence.  By 
his  own  plea  he  must  be  tried ;  but  there  is  no  doubt,  I  think, 
that  a  sufficient  case  is  made  out  against  him  to  send  him  to 
prison.  I  grieve  deeply,  for  I  do  believe  that  a  nobler  gen- 
tleman does  not  live  in  France,  and  certainly  abetter  or  more 
promising  soldier  has  not  appeared  in  our  day.  Neverthe- 
less, it  cannot  be  helped ;  and  I  must  be  the  more  resolute 
on  account  of  the  very  pain  it  gives  me.  Whither  shall  I 
send  him — to  the  Bastille  ?" 

"  No,  sire,"  replied  De  Vieilleville  :  "  by  so  doing  it  will 
give  quite  another  air  to  his  offence — that  cannot  be  properly 
assigned  to  any  but  prisoners  of  state.  This  gentleman,  sire, 
is  accused  of  common  homicide ;  and  for  him  the  ordinary 
prison  of  the  Chatelet  is  the  only  place,  notwithstanding  his 
rank,  character,  and  station." 

"  We  will  make  no  exception  in  favour  of  rank,"  said  the 
King;  "and  as  for  the  rest,  we  must  judge,  from  the  result  of 
the  trial,  of  what  is  his  amount  of  guilt.  Come,  then,  De 
Vieilleville  :  it  is  a  painfid  task,  but  the  sooner  it  is  over  the 
better." 

Thus  saying,  the  King  returned  into  the  audience  chamber; 
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and,  moving  slowly  through  the  number  of  courtiers  there 
assembled,  took  his  seat  in  the  chair  where  he  usually  re- 
ceived the  ministers  of  foreign  states.  Every  one  was  eager 
to  hear  the  first  words  that  he  pronounced,  although  the 
heavy  sternness  of  his  brow  already  announced  sulficiently 
the  nature  of  his  decision.  "  Monsieur  de  Rohan,"  he  said, 
at  length,  "  it  is  with  deep  regret  that  I  have  to  inform  you, 
after  patiently  hearing  your  own  statement,  the  charge  against 
you,  and  the  proofs  of  that  charge,  that  I  am  obliged  to 
acknowledge,  such  reasonable  cause  of  suspicion  does  exist 
in  this  case,  as  to  compel  me  to  send  you  to  confinement  for 
trial  by  your  lawful  judges.  I  hope  and  trust  that  you  will 
be  able  to  prove  your  innocence ;  but  I  woidd  exhort  you 
most  earnestly  to  consider  well  what  you  are  about;  and  if, 
in  truth,  anger  and  provocation  have  induced  you  to  commit 
a  minor  offence  than  that  of  which  you  are  accused,  to  con- 
fess at  once  that  it  is  so,  and  have  recom-se  to  mercy  rather 
than  appeal  to  justice." 

"  Sii-e,  I  thank  you  most  deeply,"  replied  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  "  for  your  kindness  and  condescension.  I  acknow- 
ledge fully  that  your  decision  in  sending  me  to  trial  is  per- 
fectly just.  The  case  of  suspicion  made  out  is  sufficiently 
sti-ong.  It  may  be  stronger  still,  it  may  even  go  far  enough 
to  convince  honest  and  honourable  judges  that  I  am  guilty, 
though  I  am  most  innocent.  Nevertheless,  sire,  no  fear  on 
earth  shall  ever  induce  my  tongue  to  tell  a  falsehood  ;  to  say 
that  I  have  done  that  which  I  have  not  done,  or  acknowledge 
a  crime  that  is  repugnant  to  my  whole  feelings.  I  declare 
most  solemnly  that  the  statement  which  I  have  made  to  your 
majesty  is  perfectly  true  and  accurate ;  and  from  that  state- 
ment I  will  never  vary  in  the  slightest  degree,  let  the  result 
be  what  it  may." 

"  May  it  appear  that  you  are  innocent !"  said  the  King, 
rising. 

But  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  who  had  a  keen  and  eager  de- 
sire of  seeing  everything  secured  which  could  render  the  con- 
demnation of  Bernard  de  Rohan  certain,  interposed,  exclaim- 
ing, "  Were  it  not  necessary,  sire,  to  make  sure  of  the  person 
of  this  honest  servant  of  this  honest  master,  good  Pierre 
Millort,  who  this  morning  told  me  one  story,  and  an  horn- 
after  gave  your  majesty  another?  Contradicted  by  his  own 
lord,  and  convicted  of  notorious  falsehood,  he  may  well,  be- 
fore a  few  hours  are  over,  manufacture  a  new  history  to  regale 
the  ears  of  the  judges." 

"  That  must  not  be,"  replied  the  King — "that  must  not  be. 
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Prevot,  look  to  hiin  also,  and  in  half  an  hour  convey  the  pri- 
soners hence,  hand  them  both  over  to  the  proper  officers  of 
the  Chatelet,  to  wait  judgment  according  to  law.  Let  the 
room  be  cleared  of  all  but  the  prisoners  and  the  prevot,  who 
shall  soon  have  farther  oi'ders." 

Thus  saying,  the  King  passed  out  of  the  audience  hall,  fol- 
lowed slowly  by  the  various  members  of  the  court,  while 
Bernard  de  Rohan  remained  with  his  eyes  gazing  upon  the 
ground,  and  feeling  heavily  the  hand  of  fate  upon  him. 


CHAPTER   XXXI. 

The  heart  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  sunk  for  a  moment  under 
the  weight  that  oppressed  it.  It  was  one  of  those  instants 
when  "  the  whole  head  is  heavy  and  the  whole  heart  is  sad" 
— when  the  joys  gone  by  render  present  pangs  but  the  more 
bitter — when  we  seem  to  be  pressed  upon,  on  every  side,  by 
rushing  thoughts,  each  more  agonizing  than  another,  pouring 
in  on  all  sides  from  the  past  and  from  the  future,  crushing 
resolution  and  extinguishing  hope — It  was  an  instant  when 
— as  in  one  of  those  painful  dreams  where  our  corporeal 
strength  lies  prostrate,  where  the  voice  cannot  cry  for  help, 
nor  the  feet  struggle,  nor  the  hands  fight — every  effort  of  the 
mind  seems  vain  under  the  benumbing  weight  which  misfor- 
tune casts  upon  us. 

With  Bernard  de  Rohan,  however,  such  a  state  lasted  but 
a  short  time  ;  and  it  was  the  thought  of  Isabel  de  Brienne 
that  recalled  him  to  himself.  "  She  will  be  here  !"  he  mur- 
mured :  "  I  heard  the  King's  promise  !  I  know  what  it  meant !" 
and  though  he  felt  that  the  meeting  would  be  terrible,  yet 
he  felt,  also,  that  to  leave  her,  perhaps  for  ever,  without  that 
meeting  would  be  more  terrible  still.  To  make  it  as  little  pain- 
ful to  her  as  possible,  was  his  next  determination  ;  to  soothe 
her,  to  calm,  to  encourage  her  with  hope,  and  to  hide  from 
her  carefully,  for  the  time,  the  dark  and  horrible  conviction 
which  he  liimself  felt,  that  there  was  a  great,  a  strong  pro- 
bability of  his  condemnation — that  there  was  a  chance  of 
every  sus])icion  against  him  being  aggravated  rather  than 
diminished  by  investigation. 

"it  will  come  upon  her  by  degrees,"  he  thought.  "  If  it 
all  falls  on  her  at  once :  the  tidings  of  her  brother's  death 
and  the  prospect  of  my  destruction,  it  will  overwhelm  her 
utterly." 
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He  had  had  but  a  few  minutes  for  such  considerations, 
when  the  latch  of  the  door  was  raised,  and  he  turned  to  wel- 
come her.  He  was  deceived,  however.  One  of  the  ushers 
entered,  and  beckoning  to  the  prevot,  spoke  to  him  for  a  mo- 
ment or  two  on  the  other  side  of  the  room.  What  was  said, 
Bernard  de  Rohan  did  not  hear  ;  but  at  length  the  prevot 
said,  "  Very  well.  Place  an  archer  at  each  door,  then,  and 
come  back  when  it  is  done." 

The  usher  disappeared,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  again 
looked  in. 

"  Monsieur  de  Rohan,"  said  the  prevot,  as  soon  as  he  saw 
him,  "  I  am  commanded  to  leave  you  here,  for  half  an  hour, 
with  some  one  who  wishes  to  speak  to  you.  At  the  end  of 
that  time,  however,  you  must  be  prepared  to  depart,  without 
fail ;  nor  will  you  regard  me  ill  for  requiring  your  interview 
to  be  brought  at  once  to  a  close." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  signified  his  assent,  and  the  prevot 
beckoning  away  the  young  nobleman's  ill-judging  servant, 
Pierre  Millort,  left  him  alone.  His  heart  beat  eagerly,  but 
the  suspense  lasted  only  for  a  moment.  He  heard  steps  ap- 
proaching the  instant  after,  and  Isabel  entei'ed,  pale  certainly 
as  death,  her  bright  eyes  wild  and  eager,  though  tearless,  but 
still  most  beautiful,  and  to  his  heart  most  beloved.  She 
paused  to  gaze  at  him  for  a  single  instant,  while  he  asked 
himself,  "  Is  it  possible  that  she  can  doubt  my  innocence  ?" 
Her  next  movement  answered  that  question  at  once;  for 
seeing  that  he  paused  and  gazed  at  her  sadly  and  inquiringly, 
she  sprang  forward  and  cast  herself  upon  his  bosom. 

"  Dear,  dear  Isabel,"  he  said,  "  this  is  very  terrible,  my 
beloved — terrible  in  every  way  to  be  torn  from  you  thus  at 
all — to  be  accused  of  a  horrible  crime — to  be  suspected  even, 
of  a  crime  that  must  separate  me  from  you  for  ever — to  be 
doomed  to  ignominious  imprisonment  and  trial — and,  above 
all,  to  be  taken  away  from  you  at  a  moment  when  you  so 
much  need  consolation  and  comfort.  All,  all  is  terrible, 
almost  beyond  endurance.  But  tell  me,  Isabel,  tell  me,  as 
some  relief,  tell  me  that  you  do  not  believe  me  guilty." 

"  Guilty !"  she  exclaimed.  "  You  guilty,  Bernard,  of  killing 
my  brother !  You  guilty  of  raising  your  hand  against  Henry 
de  Brienne  I  Oh,  no  !  Those  who  suspect  you,  know  little 
of  you ;  or  rather,  they  judge  from  their  own  base  hearts." 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  beloved,"  he  replied,  "  let  us  not  do  them 
injustice.  They  have  many  causes  for  suspicion.  The  cir- 
cumstances are  certainly  extraordinary  —  peculiar — dark. 
You  have  not  heard  all  the  particulars  that  appear  against 
me. 
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"  Yes,  yes,  I  have,"  replied  Isabel.  "  Good  Father  Willand 
has  been  with  me  in  the  Queen's  cabinet,  and  mingling 
amongst  the  crowd  behind  you  while  the  investigation  lasted, 
has  brought  me  the  tidings  from  time  to  time.  I  believe  all 
that  you  have  said,  Bernard.  I  know  it  all  to  be  true;  for  I 
know  poor  Henry's  character,  and  I  know  yours.  I  can 
understand  how  it  all  happened.  Henry  was  sent  to  separate 
vou  and  me,  after  the  edict  that  annulled  our  marriage — 
annulled  it  in  the  sight  of  man,  but  not  in  the  sight  of  God ! 
He  promised  the  King,  or  some  one  else,  I  hear,  that  if  he 
found  me,  he  would  not  let  us  hold  any  communication 
whatsoever  till  Ave  were  in  the  King's  presence.  He  did  not 
like  to  tell  you  this — was,  perhaps,  half  ashamed  of  the  pro- 
mise itself — would  rather  that  you  had  found  me  without 
him ;  and,  as  was  always  the  case  with  him,  grew  angry  when 
he  became  embarrassed,  and  freed  himself  from  his 
momentary  difficulty  by  plunging  into  worse  and  more  pain- 
ful embarrassments.  In  the  end,  the  frankness  of  his  nature 
would  have  brought  it  all  right,  but  in  the  meantime  he  doubt- 
less did  injure  and  insult  you " 

"  He  did,  Isabel,  he  did,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan ; 
"  but  by  my  honour — by  my  love  for  you,  dear  girl " 

"  I  need  no  assurance  !"  she  said:  "  Do  not  that  wrong  to 
my  confidence,  Bernard,  to  offer  one  asseveration  in  proof  of 
the  innocence  whereof  I  have  no  doubt.  You  did  not  take 
the  life  of  Henry  de  Brienne — you  did  not,  you  could  not 
draw  your  sword  upon  my  brother — I  know  it  to  be  impos- 
sible, Bernard — I  have  no  doubt — I  have  no  hesitation  ;  and 
God  will  yet  make  the  truth  to  appear." 

"  I  trust  he  may,"  answered  Bernard  de  Rohan  ;  "  I  trust 
he  may,  my  Isabel! — But  we  must  not  deceive  ourselves," he 
added,  the  plan  he  had  laid  down  for  his  conduct  towards 
her  being  changed  by  discovering  the  knowledge  of  all  the 
circumstances  which  she  had  gained  from  the  priest, — "  we 
must  not  deceive  ourselves  in  the  matter,  Isabel!  The  cir- 
cumstances, strange  as  they  are,  are  frdl  of  somewhat  more 
than  even  suspicion.  I  will  own,  too,  that  did  I  hear  a  charge 
against  a  stranger  supported  by  such  proofs,  I  should  myself 
be  inclined  to  deem  him  guilty." 

Isabel  cast  down  her  eyes,  and,  for  the  first  time,  the  tears 
rose  in  them.  "  Oh,  they  do  not  know  you  !  They  do  not 
know  you,  Bernard!"  she  said,  at  length. 

"  That  is  what  I  fear,  Isabel,"  re])lied  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  A  person  charged  with  such  a  crime  as  this,  is  given  over 
to  judges  who  do  not  know  him;  who  are  not  aware  of  all 
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those  latent  thoughts,  feelings,  and  principles  in  his  nature, 
those  peculiarities,  which  affect  and  modify  the  actions  of 
each  particular  man.  They  may  hear  his  general  reputation 
from  witnesses,  they  may  be  told  that  he  has  heretofore  lived 
an  honourable,  upright,  a  humane,  a  gentle  life,  but  they  can 
know  nothing  of  how  impossible  it  is  for  men  of  some 
jjeculiar  characters  to  perform  the  acts  which  are  done  with- 
out hesitation  by  others.  Even  if,  amongst  the  judges,  there 
be  one  or  two  who  do  know  the  person  brought  before  them, 
who  can  judge  of  his  principles,  and  from  them  divine  his 
conduct,  they  are  strictly  forbidden  to  make  the  attempt,  and 
told  to  judge  alone  by  what  appears  before  them.  But,  at  the 
same  time,  a  terrible  and  dangerous  latitude  is  allowed  to  them, 
on  the  other  hand,  in  supposing  a  connexion  between  events 
where  no  connexion  is  really  proved,  in  supplying,  from 
their  own  imagination,  the  broken  links  of  a  chain  of  what 
is  called  circumstantial  evidence.  This,  Isabel,  this  is  all  I 
have  to  fear.  No  eye  ever  saw  my  sword  drawn  against  your 
brother,  or  my  hand  strike  the  blow,  for  neither  the  one  nor 
the  other  ever  took  place.  But  that  I  followed  him  into  the 
wood,  that  we  had  quarrelled,  that  I  was  with  him  or  near 
him  towards  the  very  time  that  the  deed  was  done,  seems  to 
be  beyond  all  doubt.  The  little  that  is  wanting  will  be  easily 
supplied  by  fancy ;  and  I  fear,  my  Isabel,  that  no  allowance 
will  be  made  for  a  life  of  honour  and  integrity,  or  a  name 
hitherto  unstained  and  pure." 

His  words  came  cold  upon  the  hopes  that  Isabel  had  been 
striving  to  encourage,  though  those  hopes  had  been  founded 
more  upon  Him  who  never  fails,  than  upon  any  thing  that  man 
could  do.  She  replied  not  for  several  minutes,  but  remained 
standing,  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground,  and  her  hands 
resting  in  his,  while  he  gazed  upon  her  with  the  fond  linger- 
ing look  of  hopeless  parting. 

"  There  is  one  promise  which  you  must  make  me,  Isabel," 
he  said,  at  length ;  and,  in  reply,  she  looked  up  with  gladness, 
as  if  to  promise  whatever  he  asked,  were  to  her  a  joy,  ex- 
claiming,— 

"  What  is  it  ?  what  is  it,  Bernard  .?  You  have  but  to 
tell  it." 

"  It  is,  Isabel,"  he  said,  "  that  whatever  may  be  the  result 
of  the  circumstances  in  which  we  are  placed,  whatever  may 
be  the  judgment  of  men  in  regard  to  the  charge  against  me, 
you,  you,  will  never  believe  me  guilty ;  and,  at  all  events,  I 
appeal  to  God,  before  whose  throne  we  shall  some  time  meet, 
to  justify  your  love  and  confidence.     Let  this,  dearest,  let 
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this  ever  be  remembered ;  and  now,  and  henceforth  for  ever, 
believe  me  innocent,  whatever  may  occm'." 

Thus  saying,  he  clasped  his  amis  roimd  her;  and  she, 
■weeping  on  his  bosom,  repeated  again  and  again  the  promise 
he  had  required, — a  promise  easy  for  her  to  make;  for  though 
others  might  doubt,  suspect,  or  condemn,  it  was  impossible 
for  her  to  believe  him  guilty. 

While  they  were  yet  thus  clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  there 
were  voices  heard  speaking  at  the  door.  "  If  you  do  not 
respect  my  gown,"  said  some  one  without,  "  respect  the  King's 
order,  at  least.  Look  there,  and  let  me  in,  if  not  for  the  cloth, 
for  the  parchment;  though  I  don't  see,  for  my  part,  why  the 
skin  should  be  better  than  the  wool." 

"  Ah !  the  King's  order  is  another  affair,"  said  the  voice  of 
an  usher.  "  Go  in,  but  the  time  is  nearly  expired,  and  the 
horses  are  coming  round."  Thus  saying,  he  opened  the  door 
and  gave  admission  to  the  jovial  form  of  Father  Willand, 
who  entered  with  a  countenance  somewhat  more  serious  than 
usual,  and  approached  the  lovers  as  they  stood  together, 
saying,— 

"  I  am  sorry  to  disturb  you,  my  children,  but  the  King 
has  sent  me.  Master  Bernard,  to  exhort  you  to  confess;  and, 
by  my  faith,  he  would  fain  put  the  confession  into  your  mouth, 
too,  and  make  you  own  that  you  killed  this  poor  youth  in  a 
chance  encounter.  For  my  part,  I  have  but  one  word  to  say 
to  you :  are  you  guilty  V 

"  I  need  hardly  tell  you,  I  am  not,"  replied  Bernard  de 
Rohan.  "  I  am  as  innocent  as  you  are,  my  good  father:  and, 
since  you  are  here,  let  me  beseech  vou  to  attach  yourself  to 
this  dear  girl;  protect,  support  her  when  I,  perhaps,  am  gone  ; 
for  this  .storm  is  a  heavy  one,  and  I  feel  as  if  it  would  beat 
me  down." 

"  Hush,  hush !"  said  Father  Willand,  dashing  a  drop  fi'om 
his  eye.  "  Men  are  easily  condemned  in  France,  it  is  true ; 
but  you  were  bom  for  better  things  than  to  die  a  dog's  death. 
However,  to  the  Chatelet  you  must  go,  that  is  clear  enough ; 
and  now  listen  to  me  :  there  are  two  sorts  of  comfort  in  this 
world  :  one  consists  in  fine  airy  rooms,  good  dishes,  and  soft 
sleeping ;  the  other  in  having  to  do  with  kindly  hearts, 
though  they  may  show  themselves  in  rough  forms.  By 
bribes  and  civil  speeches  to  the  governor  of  the  Chatelet  you 
may  get  him  to  put  you  up  stairs  in  the  great  tower,  and 
there  you  may  get  food  of  a  better  kind  by  paying  for  every 
mouthful ;  but,  if  you  would  take  my  advice,  you  would 
refuse   all    such   extortions,   treat   the   governor  as   a   small 
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knave,  and  let  him  put  you,  if  he  will,  in  one  of  the  common 
cells.  He  dare  not  put  you  in  the  oubliettes,  or  the  cradle,  or 
the  End-of-ease,  or  any  of  those  dungeons  where  a  prisoner 
may  live  fifteen  days,  but  no  longer ;  for  he  knows  the  matter 
will  be  inquired  into.  When  I  lived  in  Paris,  many  a  time  I 
used  to  visit  the  prisoners  in  the  Chatelet,  to  give  them  the 
best  consolation  that  a  poor  mortal  like  themselves  could 
give,  by  telling  them  of  things  above  mortality.  I  found 
that,  though  the  turnkeys  of  the  higher  prison  were  held  to 
be  in  station  above  the  others,  yet  that  the  common  gaoler, 
Bertrand  Saar,  though  in  shape,  look,  and  voice  more  like  a 
bear  than  a  man,  was  warm  and  kind  of  heart,  and  not  with- 
out a  stock  of  comfort  for  all  occasions.  With  him  you  will 
be  better  than  the  others,  especially  if  you  tell  him  that  you 
have  an  humble  friend  in  Father  Willand.  But  farewell,  ftire- 
well,  my  son — here  comes  the  prevot.  Bear  up,  bear  up,  dear 
lady  ;  we  shall  see  better  times  yet." 

But  Isabel  still  clung  to  the  breast  of  him  she  loved.  She 
felt  that  they  must  part,  but  yet  she  could  hardly  command 
her  heart  to  do  so.  Again  and  again  she  suffered  her  cling- 
ing arms  to  relax  their  hold ;  again  and  again  she  clasped 
them  around  him  with  the  convulsive  embrace  of  parting 
love ;  and,  at  length,  when  once  more  kissing  her  fair  brow, 
he  gently  freed  himself  fi'om  her,  she  sank  slowly  down  upon 
the  ground  where  she  stood,  and  burying  her  eyes  in  her 
hands,  wept  aloud.  She  heard  his  receding  steps ;  she  marked 
the  stillness  that  succeeded;  a  sickening  weariness  of  all  the 
things  of  life  came  over  her  heart,  her  brain  grew  dizzy,  the 
blood  seemed  to  stagnate  in  her  veins,  and  a  period  of  for- 
getfiilness  came  over  her,  as  the  only  relief  to  suffering  too 
acute  for  long  corporal  endurance. 


CHAPTER  XXXH. 

The  criminal  prison  of  the  Petit  Chatelet  was  a  large  gloomy 
pile  of  building,  sm-rounded  by  a  fosse  and  walls,  and  having 
in  the  centre  a  huge  shapeless  tower,  generally  attributed, 
like  that  of  the  greater  Chatelet,  to  Julius  Caesar.  If  any 
part  of  the  building  was  Roman,  however,  the  greater  part  of 
it  was  of  a  more  recent  date ;  some  portions  attributed,  pro- 
bably with  justice,  to  the  Merovingian  kings  of  France ;  and 
some,  undoubtedly,  built  by  monarchs  subsequent  to   the 
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accession  of  the  house  of  A^alois.*  The  whole  of  it,  how- 
ever, had  been  blackened  with  time  ;  and  turret,  and  pinnacle, 
and  tower,  and  loophole,  all  bore  so  dark  and  gloomy  an 
aspect,  that  the  very  look  thereof  seemed  to  speak  of  suffer- 
ing, and  tyranny,  and  despair. 

A  writer,  who  Avitnessed  its  destruction  somewhat  more 
than  half  a  centmy  ago,  expresses  a  degree  of  joy  and  triumph 
over  its  fall,  which  marks  the  odium  and  abhorrence  in  which 
it  had  ever  been  held.  "  I  have  passed  over  its  ruins,"  he 
says,  "  but  what  an  aspect !  Half-opened  vaults,  subter- 
ranean dungeons,  which  received  the  air  for  the  first  time 
during  so  many  years,  seemed  to  disclose  to  the  frightened 
eyes  of  the  sj^ectators  the  victims  who  had  been  swallowed 
up  in  their  dark  shades.  An  involuntary  shudder  seized  one 
as  the  sight  plunged  down  into  those  profound  caves.  '  Is  it, 
then,  in  such  a  place,'  one  exclaimed,  '  is  it  at  such  a  place 
in  the  bosom  of  the  earth,  in  a  pit  fit  for  the  dead,  that  men 
have  confined  the  liWng }  These  dungeons  are  about  to 
serve  for  the  future,  as  cellars  to  the  houses  about  to  be  built 
around,  but  the  walls  themselves  must  be  still  full  of  the 
sighs  of  despair.  Who  will  dare  to  place  there  his  tun  of 
wine  .''  Who  will  ever  be  able  to  drink  it,  without  remem- 
bering the  wretches  who  have  groaned  within  those  walls 
in  torment  of  body  and  in  anguish  of  mind  more  ten*ible 
still?"' 

To  that  abode  of  sorrow  and  anguish — then,  if  we  may  use 
the  term,  in  the  prime  of  its  horrors — was  Bernard  de  Rohan 
brought  from  the  gay  scene  at  Fontainbleau.  It  Avas  dark 
when  he  arrived ;  and,  as  he  passed  through  the  dull  heavy 
gate,  the  long  perspective  arch  of  which,  lighted  by  torches, 
showed  the  extreme  thickness  of  the  wall  through  which  it 
had  been  pierced,  he  felt  indeed  as  if  earthly  hope  were  for 
ever  left  behind  him. 

The  actual  governor  of  the  prison,  or  rather  his  lieutenant, 
was  below  in  the  court-yard;  a  number  of  strange  harsh 
faces  were  seen  round  about  by  the  torclilight.  The  archersf 
who  guarded  him  were  all  strangers,  and  the  only  familiar 
face  that  he  C(juld  see  on  any  side,  as  lie  gazed  round,  was 
that  of  the  servant,  Pierre  Millort,  which,  as  we  may  well 
suppose,  was  painful  to  him  to  behold. 

The  governor  read  llie  order  for  receiving  the  prisoners  by 
the  light  of  one  of  the  torches  ;  but  then  another  packet,  con- 

*  See  Du  Laure. 
t  It  must  not  be  supposed  that  these  personages,  though  termed  archers,  were 
ariiicd  witli  bows  and  arrows. 
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tainiiig  apparently  private  orders,  was  handed  to  him,  which 
he  perused  with  some  appearance  of  discontent. 

"  Here,  Jean  Banc,"  he  said,  calhng  to  one  of  his  men, 
"  look  at  that." 

The  man  read  it,  and  then  turned  an  inquiring  glance 
to  the  face  of  his  principal,  who  said  a  few  words,  ending 
with,  "  Go  up  to  him,  and  see  if  you  can  make  anything  of 
him." 

The  man  accordingly  approached  the  young  cavalier,  and 
addressed  him  in  a  tone  half  sullen,  half  civil.  "  I  find, 
sir,"  he  said,  "  that  we  are  to  put  you  in  the  best  part  of  the 
tower.  I  suppose  you  are  not  unwilling  to  pay  for  accom- 
modation." 

The  words  of  Father  Willand  came  back  to  Bernard  de 
Rohan's  mind,  and  he  replied,  "  I  desire  in  no  degree  to  be 
treated  otherwise  than  as  a  common  prisoner.  I  will  pay 
the  sum  appointed  by  law :  the  rest  must  depend  upon  your- 
selves."* 

"  You  should  be  treated  as  a  common  prisoner,  sure 
enough,"  replied  the  man,  his  tone  increasing  in  sullenness, 
"  if  it  depended  upon  us,  but  we  have  the  king's  order  to  put 
you  in  the  tower ;"  and  the  governor  himself,  perceiving  that 
his  effort  to  extort  money  was  of  no  avail,  came  forward,  and 
went  through  the  necessary  formalities  of  receiving  his  pri- 
soner, without  addressing  more  words  to  him  than  necessary. 
He  Avas  then  conducted  up  a  small  staircase  to  a  room  high 
up  in  the  tower,  where,  at  all  events,  he  had  the  advantage  of 
free  air.  That,  however,  was  all ;  for,  besides  the  bed,  the 
table,  and  the  chair  that  it  contained,  the  room  was  vacant. 
There  were  no  means  of  occupying  a  single  hour :  nor  book, 
nor  writing  materials,  nor  any  one  article  which  could  be 
employed  to  divert  or  amuse  the  weary  mind  under  imprison- 
ment and  grief.  The  gaoler  put  down  a  lamp,  but  retired 
without  saying  a  word ;  and  then  came  the  harsh  locking  of 
the  door,  that  shut  the  prisoner  fi'om  the  world  without. 

"  I  can  bear  it,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  casting  himself 
down  in  a  chair :  "  I  have  borne  imprisonment  before,  and 
worse  than  this." 

*  We  fiud  the  rates  of  payment  in  the  prison  of  the  greater  Chatelet  thus 
recorded: — 

A  count  or  countess 10  livres. 

A  knight  banneret .^    .  20  sous. 

A.  simple  knight  or  lady 5  sous. 

A  squire  or  young  lady  of  noble  birth 12  deniers. 

A  Lombard 12  deniers. 

A  Jew 11  sous. 

T  2 
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But  hcAvas  mistaken.  He  had  indeed  borne  imprisonment 
before,  and  imprisonment  of  a  dark  and  dreary  nature,  under 
circumstances  of  much  anxiety  and  grief;  but  he  had  not 
borne  imprisonment  under  a  charge  of  dark  and  terrible 
crimes,  with  a  prospect  of  nothing  but  fresh  anguish,  trial, 
condemnation,  death,  the  loss  of  her  he  loved,  the  know- 
ledge of  her  agony,  the  want  of  power  to  serve,  support,  or 
save  her  from  the  long  and  bitter  trials  she  would  have  to 
sustain.  All  this  Avas  new  to  him,  and  all  this  was  far  more 
ten-ible  than  anything  he  had  hitherto  undergone.  The 
struggle  of  a  few  hours,  however,  enabled  him  to  conquer  the 
anguish  and  to  prepare  his  mind  for  endurance. 

There  is  something  in  the  capability  Avhich  a  resolute  heart 
finds  within  itself  of  resisting  with  unquailing  power  the 
worst  evils  of  fate  and  fortune,  that  gives  a  grand  and  sus- 
taining consolation  under  each  immediate  infliction,  which 
nothing  else  can  afford.  Conscious  virtue  itself  may  fail 
under  accumulated  ills  and  wrongs ;  but  the  strong  deter- 
mination of  bearing  all  unflinchingly  begets  in  itself  fresh 
strength,  and  even  from  many  of  our  weaknesses,  from  pride, 
from  vanity  itself,  obtains  aid  and  derives  vigonr. 

Bernard  de  Rohan  had  the  consciousness  of  virtue,  and  he 
had  also  that  strong  resolution  which  is  needful  to  make  such 
consciousness  powerful  as  a  sustaining  principle.  Fate  itself, 
he  thought,  shall  not  terrify  me,  anguish  shall  not  wring 
anything  from  me;  I  will  bear  injustice  and  death  without 
a  word,  or  without  a  remonstrance,  even  unto  the  end.  Nor 
did  his  resolution  fail,  though  during  the  next  three  days  he 
held  no  communication  whatsoever  with  any  human  being, 
though  the  gaoler  who  attended  upon  him  came  and  went  in 
silence,  and  refused  to  cheer  him  even  by  a  reply  to  his 
questions. 

At  length,  however,  on  the  morning  of  the  third  day,  he 
was  summoned  to  appear  before  the  coiu't  appointed  to  con- 
duct his  trial.  As  was  then  very  customaiy,  the  judges  were 
named  by  the  King  himself,  a  practice  often  abused,  but 
which  in  tliis  case  had  been  employed  rather  to  favour  than 
to  condemn  the  prisoner.  The  persons  selected  were  those 
famous  for  equity  and  for  a  knowledge  of  the  laws;  and  when 
Bernard  de  Rohan  appeared  before  them,  he  found  that  all 
the  members  of  the  court  assembled  in  the  hall  of  the 
Chatelet  were  strang(;rs  to  him;  but  on  hearing  the  names  of 
his  judges,  he  did  not  find  one  to  whom  he  could  object. 

On  this  occasion,  the  hall  was  totally  void  of  spectators. 
No   one  was  admitted  but  tlic  two  guards  who   attended  the 
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prisoner,  and  the  usliers  at  the  doors.  The  other  persons 
that  it  contained  were  the  judges,  ranged  in  a  long  row  at 
the  end  of  the  hall,  the  clerks  at  tables  below  them,  and 
one  or  two  officers  of  the  court  standing  at  the  ends  of  the 
benches. 

The  prisoner  was  brought  forward  and  placed  on  the  ele- 
vated seat  called  the  sellette,  where  he  was  interrogated  for 
nearly  an  hour  by  his  judges,  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining, 
by  the  means  of  that  mental  torture,  whether  he  would  waver 
or  hesitate  in  any  part  of  his  testimony.  Nothing,  hoAvever, 
could  be  elicited  from  him  but  the  plain,  sti-aightforward 
tale  which  he  had  before  told ;  and  the  various  witnesses 
being  called  in,  Bernard  de  Rohan  fovuid  himself  once  more 
confronted  with  the  Lord  of  Masseran  and  with  his  Italian 
servant,  Geronimo. 

All  that  had  been  proved  before  was  now  repeated ;  the 
Italian  told  the  same  tale,  and  varied  not  in  reply  to  the 
questions  that  were  asked  him.  But  another  witness  now 
appeared,  in  the  person  of  one  of  those  who  had  accompanied 
the  Italian  when  the  dead  body  was  found,  and  who  cor- 
roborated the  whole  of  the  previous  statement. 

At  length,  Pierre  Millort  was  also  called,  and  for  some  time 
interrogated  strictly.  Once  more  he  displayed  the  same 
weakness  that  he  had  shown  before.  Simply  from  fear,  he 
wavered,  he  hesitated,  he  prevaricated,  he  contradicted  himself. 
His  master  gazed  upon  him  sternly  as  he  went  on,  wondering 
not  a  little  that  no  observation  in  regard  to  his  evident 
falsehood  broke  from  the  lips  of  the  judges  themselves ;  but 
they  suffered  it  to  pass  unnoticed ;  and  at  length  one  of  them 
turned  towards  the  young  cavalier,  asking,  as  had  been  the 
case  with  all  previous  witnesses,  if  he  had  any  questions  to 
put. 

"  I  could  have  wished,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  to 
have  asked  this  man  Avhat  length  of  time  I  was  absent,  when 
I  followed  my  poor  fr-iend  into  the  forest,  leaving  him  upon 
the  road.  It  is  vain,  hoAvever  to  do  so ;  for  whatever  he 
were  to  say,  no  one  would  believe  it.  His  testimony — at 
least,  in  my  favour — is  Avorthless.'' 

"Pray  to  what  would  the  question  tend?"  demanded  the 
judge  who  had  before  spoken.  "  Perhaps  we  may  put  it  in 
such  a  way  as  to  prevent  his  prevaricating." 

"  It  would  tend,  sir,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  to  show 
that  I  had  not  been  absent  a  sufficient  length  of  time  to  minder 
my  friend,  to  drag  his  body  to  the  spot  described,  and  to 
bury  it  by  any  means  that  I  could  then  command." 
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"  I  will  attend  to  the  suggestion  afterwards,"  said  the  judge, 
"  and  give  you  the  benefit  of  it.  This,  sir,  is  only  the  first 
examination ;  we  cannot  close  the  business  till  we  have  re- 
ceived authentic  copies  of  the  information  taken  at  Bourg." 

The  examination  of  PieiTC  Millort  was  then  continued  for 
some  time  longer ;  but  all  that  he  heard,  and  all  that  he  saw, 
seemed  only  to  terrify  and  distract  him  the  more,  and  at 
length  the  presiding  judge  announced,  in  a  clear,  distinct 
tone,  that  all  j)ersons  but  the  prisoner  and  the  last  witness 
were  to  leave  the  court.  As  he  spoke,  he  fixed  his  eyes 
sternly  upon  Pierre  Millort,  but  neither  the  unhappy  man 
nor  his  master  comprehended  fully  the  meaning  of  those 
orders. 

The  ushers  retired  from  the  doors;  all  the  clerks  but  one 
withdrew ;  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  also,  who  had  remained 
hitherto  as  the  accuser,  slowly  left  the  hall,  and  the  doors 
closed  behind  them  all,  leaving  Bernard  de  Rohan  still  upon 
the  sellette,  with  Pierre  Millort  standing  before  the  judges. 
One  or  two  of  the  magistrates  themselves  looked  down  with 
pale  countenances  upon  the  papers  before  them  and  a  sensa- 
tion of  awe  took  possession  of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  from  a 
vague,  but  indistinct  notion  of  what  was  about  to  take  place. 

At  length,  when  the  doors  were  shut,  the  president  rang  a 
small  silver  bell  which  stood  beside  him,  and  another  pair 
of  doors,  which  hitherto  had  not  been  opened,  were  thrown 
back.  Bernard  de  Rohan,  as  he  sat,  could  not  see  into  that 
chamber ;  but  Pierre  Millort,  who  stood  in  the  witness's  place, 
did  see,  and  was  instantly  seized  with  an  aguish  shaking 
from  head  to  foot. 

"  Monsiein*  de  Rohan,"  said  the  president,  "  it  is  the  will 
of  the  King,  of  which  we,  your  judges,  fully  approve,  that  as 
you  have  not,  in  the  least  prevaricated,  but  have  maintained, 
unwavering,  the  same  story,  and  have  neither  refused  to  plead 
nor  challenged  your  judges,  you  should  not  be  subject  to  the 
question  extraordinary.  This  man,  however,  PieiTe  Millort, 
having  shown  himself  a  notorious  prevaricator,  and  unworthy 
of  belief  under  ordinary  circinnstances,  must  be  taught,  by 
the  force  of  corjjoreal  pain,  to  speak  the  truth." 

"  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  if  it  be 
possible,  spare  the  unhappy  man.  ^'ou  must  all  perceive 
clearly  that  a  weak  notion  of  serving  me,  by  concealing 
sus])icious  circumstances,  first  misled  him,  and  that,  since  he 
has  been  in  this  place,  terror  and  folly  have  quite  bewildered 
liim.  Spare  him,  then,  sir,  spare  him,  if  it  be  possible,  and 
let  the  whole  weight  of  his  testimony  go  against  myself" 
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"  It  is  impossible,  sir,"  replied  the  judge.  "  We  must  not 
reject  the  means  assigned  to  us  for  the  purpose  of  arriving  at 
substantial  justice.  —  Take'  him  away  1"  he  continued,  ad- 
dressing two  men  who  had  entered  from  the  chamber  of  the 
torture,  and  who  instantly  seized  upon  the  unhappy  servant, 
and  drew  him  towards  the  open  doors,  notwithstanding 
prayers,  and  tears,  and  struggles. — "  I  was  going  to  say,'' 
continued  the  president,  speaking  to  the  prisoner,  "  that  if 
you  so  please,  as  you  may  be  inculpated  by  his  confession, 
you  may  enter  the  chamber  of  the  question,  and  hear  the 
words  he  uses." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  shook  his  head.  "  No,  sir !"  he  said, 
"  no  !  It  is  enough — it  is  too  much  to  know  that  such  hon'id 
dealings  are  taking  place  with  a  fellow-creature.  I  will  not 
witness  them ;"  and  leaning  his  arm  upon  his  knee,  he  buried 
his  eyes  in  his  hand. 

Almost  as  he  did  so,  a  small  dark-looking  man  entered  the 
hall,  and  spoke  a  few  words  to  the  president  in  a  low  voice. 
The  judge  replied  emphatically,  "Fortes  et  dures  !" 

Another  few  low-spoken  words  were  addressed  to  him  by 
the  messenger  fi'om  the  chamber  of  the  torture,  and  his  reply 
was,  "  Jusqu'a  la  mort — even  unto  death !  should  it  be  ne- 
cessary;— but  you  have  the  surgeon  there!" 

The  man  nodded  his  head,  and  retired.  Then  came  an 
interval  not  exactly  of  silence,  but  of  low  sobs  and  of  stifled 
entreaties,  and  of  sounds  of  wailing  as  of  a  person  in  deep 
grief  and  fear.  The  young  gentleman  sat  listening  in  horror 
and  indignation  of  heart,  till  at  length,  in  about  five  minutes 
more,  there  issued  forth  a  shrill  and  piercing  cry  of  anguish 
from  the  chamber  of  the  torture,  that  made  the  whole  hall 
ring,  and  even  blanched  the  lips  of  the  judges  that  sat  at 
the  table.  Then  came  another,  another,  and  another  cry  ; 
and  a  loud  voice  at  length  was  heard  to  say,  "You  are 
canying  it  too  far;  relax  the  Avheel  a  little." 

"  I  will  confess,  I  will  confess  !"  cried  the  voice  of  the 
unhappy  Pierre  within.  "  I  will  confess  all ;  1  do  believe 
he  murdered  him — I  know  he  did — I  was  sure  of  it  at  the 
time.  It  was  that  made  me  speak  falsely.  He  was  my 
master,  my  born  master.  —  Oh,  God  !  Oh,  God !  Set  me 
free  !     Set  me  free  !" 

"But  were  you  the  accomplice  of  his  crime  V  cried  another 
voice  from  within.  "  Did  you  know  he  was  going  to  do  the 
deed?" 

"  Oh,  no,  no  !"  exclaimed  the  unhappy  man.  "  I  knew 
nothing,  I  knew  nothing.     It  was  all "  another  feai-fril 
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shriek  interrupted  what  he  was  saying,  as  the  rack  seemed 
to  have  been  more  extended  by  the  executioner,  and  then 
suddenly  came  a  dead  silence. 

"  Set  him  free,  set  him  free  !"  cried  several  voices.  "  He 
is  gone." 

"  He  has  only  fainted,"  said  the  voice  that  had  asked  the 
questions. 

"  He  is  dead !"  said  another  voice,  probably  that  of  the 
surgeon.     "  I  told  you,  you  were  turning  the  wheel  too  far." 


CHAPTER  XXXni. 

The  old  gardens  of  the  Louvre  have  long  given  place  to 
other  things ;  and  the  booth  of  a  man  who  sells  paroquets 
now  occupies  the  spot  where  some  of  the  first  foreign  flowers 
and  rare  shrubs  were  planted  in  France.  Those  gardens, 
however,  still  existed  in  their  beauty  at  the  time  we  speak 
of ;  and  on  a  fine  autumn  evening,  some  few  days  after  the 
events  recorded  in  the  last  chapter,  Henry  the  Second 
walked  there  alone,  unaccompanied  even  by  a  page. 

It  was  now  late  in  September,  and  the  hour  was  about  six 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  The  air  was  fresh  and  delicious, 
the  tempered  sunshine  was  streaming  upon  the  walks  from  a 
point  low  in  the  sky,  and  the  air  and  the  scene  altogether 
were  such  as  a  monarch  might  well  choose  for  a  brief  period  of 
solitary  thought  and  tranquil  contemplation,  after  the  fatigues 
either  of  kingly  care,  anxiety,  and  business,  or  of  courtly 
pomp,  amusement,  and  gaiety; — for,  after  all,  everything  in 
this  world,  whether  of  pleasure  or  of  business,  ends  in 
fatigue:  unless  it  be  commune  with  our  own  hearts,  and  with 
God  in  his  bright  works. 

In  such  a  scene,  too,  and  at  such  a  moment,  the  heart  of  a 
monarch  might  well  become  softened.  Its  natural  feelings 
were  not  diverted  there  by  tlie  pressure  of  many  momentous 
things,  by  tlie  urgency  of  relentless  policy,  the  considerations 
of  harsh  ex})ediency,  by  anger,  irritation,  or  vexation  ;  neither 
was  it  rendered  callous  or  careless  by  the  varieties,  and 
pleasures,  and  frivolities  of  courtly  society:  in  the  quiet  sun- 
shine and  silent  solitude  the  voice  of  tenderness  and  human 
charity  could  l)e  lieurd,  no  longer  drowned  in  the  insect  buzz 
of  everlasting  trifles. 

It  was  wise,  then,  of  those  who  chose  such  a  moment  to 


CORSE    DE  LEON.  281 

appeal  to  the  heart  of  the  monarch  for  an  act  of  mercy,  and 
such  was  the  purpose  with  which,  at  the  end  of  about  lialf  an 
hour,  the  dauphin  Francis,  his  sister  Chiude,  and  good  Father 
Wilhmd,  the  priest,  approached  the  King,  and  interrupted 
his  solitary  walk. 

Henry  received  his  two  children  kindly,  and  taking  the 
Princess's  hand  in  his  own,  continued  to  pursue  his  walk, 
only  marking  the  presence  of  Father  Willand  by  a  slight 
shade,  not  exactly  of  displeasure,  but  of  sadness. 

"  Well,  Claude,"  he  said,  "  I  am  about  to  part  with  you 
soon,  fair  one,  to  give  you  as  a  bride  to  this  valorous  Prince, 
who  may  well  say  that  he  has  won  you  by  his  sword.  You 
will  be  sony  to  leave  me.     Is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  Most  truly,  my  dear  father,"  she  replied  ;  "but  let  us  not 
now  talk  of  such  sorrowful  things,  for  I  come  to  speak  with 
you  upon  another,  which,  at  present,  is  little  less  so,  but 
which  you  may  render  happier  if  you  will." 

"  Nay,  nay,  no  petitions,  Claude,"  said  the  King.  "  I 
thought  T  knew  your  errand  when  I  saw  that  good  man ;  but 
I  must  have  no  petitions." 

"  But,  indeed,  dear  father,  we  are  all  petitioners,"  said 
the  Dauphin,  "  and  all  in  the  same  cause.  We  come  to 
beseech  you  to  remit  the  sentence  of  this  unhappy  young 
gentleman." 

"  Is  the  sentence  pronounced  ?"  demanded  the  King. 

"  It  is,  sire,"  answered  the  Dauphin  ;  "  and  it  is  death." 

"  Then  he  must  die  !"  replied  the  King,  solemnly  j  "  for  I 
will  not  inteipose." 

"  I  beseech  you,  my  father,  consider,"  said  the  Princess. 
"  Even  if  you  pardon  him,  he  must  still  undergo  a  terrible 
punishment,  for  she  whom  he  loves  can  never  give  her  hand 
to  a  man  condemned  for  killing  her  brother." 

"And  besides,  sire,"  added  the  Dauphin,  "think  how  hard 
it  is  that  he  should  be  the  first  to  suffer  for  one  of  these 
unhappy  rencounters,  when,  in  all  probability,  he  was  pro- 
voked thereunto  by  insults  that  were  not  to  be  borne." 

"  Has  he  confessed  the  deed,"  demanded  the  King.  "  If 
he  have  done  so,  that  may  make  a  great  difference  ;  for  at 
present  he  stands  condemned,  through  his  own  obstinacy  in 
not  acknowledging  the  act,  not  for  death  inflicted  either  in 
duel,  with  proper  witnesses,  or  in  hot  and  accidental  strife, 
but  for  deliberate  murder,  with  all  the  aggravations  of  con- 
cealment and  denial.  The  burying  of  the  body,  the  leaving 
it  there  in  unconsecrated  ground,  the  appearing  at  the  court 
with  a  bold  and  innocent  face,  all  these  are  bitter  aggra- 
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vations.     But,  I  ask  again,  lias  he  confessed  the  deed  ?     Did 
he  show  any  sign  of  such  intention  when  the  sentence  was 

announced  to  him  ?" 

"Ahis!  no,  sire,"  replied  the  Prince  :  "he  has  in  no  shape 

confessed ;  but  the  sentence  has  not  yet  been  read  to  him, 

as  it  wants  your  majesty's  confirmation." 

"  Then  let  it  be  at  once  confirmed,"  said  the  King.     "  My 

determination  is  taken — my  mind  made  up,  Francis." 

"  I  beg  your  gracious  pardon,  sire,"  said  Father  Willand, 

interposing,  "  but  before  you  pronounce  finally,  hear  me  too. 

Your  royal    son   has    spoken    as   becomes   a  prince;  your 

daughter  has  sued  as  a  woman,  and  1  come  to   talk   as  a 

priest." 

"  I  believe,  under  such  circumstances,  my  good  father," 

said  Henry,  with  a  faint  smile,  "you  ought,  according  to 

rule,  to    send   me    your   admonitions   through    one    of  my 

chaplains." 

"What!  trust  a  purse  with  a  pickpocket!"  exclaimed  the 

priest;  his  usual  jesting  bitterness  mingling  strangely  with 

the  tone  of  deep  feeling  in  which  he  spoke.     "  No,  no,  sire, 

the  admonitions  would  slip  through  their  fingers  by  the  way. 

Whenever  your  majesty  wants  to  do  a  real  act  of  charity,  do 

it  yourself;    don't  trust  to  an  almoner.     I,  in  my  priestly 
capacity,  do  as  I  would  have  you  do  in  your  kingly  one, 

and,  therefore,  I  beseech  you,  hear  my  admonitions  from  my 

own  mouth ;  I  would  not  have  them  tainted  by  the  breath  of 
any  other  man." 

"Well,  well,  speak  then,"  replied  the  King.  "It  shall 
never  be  said  that  I  refused  to  hear.  What  have  you  to  say 
in  this  youth's  favour,  why  the  law  of  the  land  should  not 
take  its  course?" 

"  In  his  favour  I  have  very  little  to  say,"  replied  the  priest; 
"  for,  indeed,  there  is  very  little  to  be  said  in  the  favour  of 
any  living  man.  We  are  all  pups  of  one  litter,  blind  and 
stupid  when  we  are  young,  and  snarling  and  vicious  when 
we  are  old ;  but  what  I  have  to  say  is  a  warning  to  your 
majesty.  Wliat  will  you  think  of  yourself  and  your  present 
obstinacy,  should  this  young  man  not  be  guilty?  If,  enter- 
taining doubts  of  his  being  the  real  person  who  did  the 
deed,  as  I  know  you  do,  you  resist  all  prayers  and  entreaties 
in  his  favour,  iind  send  him  to  the  scaffold,  what  will  be  your 
feelings  should  you  afterwards  find  out  that  he  was  not  the 
man?     How  will  you  reproach  yourself  then  ?" 

"  The  im})artial  judges  of  the  land,"  re])lied  Henry,  some- 
what sternly,  "  have  pronounced  him  guilty.  If  there  be  a 
fault,  the  faidt  is  theirs — not  mine." 
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"  Tliink  you,  sire,"  said  the  priest,  "  that  in  p\irgatory 
those  judges  will  make  you  a  low  bow,  and  beg  to  have  your 
share  of  fire  as  well  as  their  own  ?  With  whom,  sire,"  he 
continued,  in  a  still  bolder  voice — "with  whom  rests  the 
power  to  save  or  to  destroy  ?  and  why  is  that  power  trusted 
by  God  unto  a  king  ?  Inasmuch,  and  solely  inasmuch,  as  it 
is  needful  to  have  one  to  moderate  the  rigour  of  the  law. 
The  law  nuist  entertain  no  doubt.  It  either  acquits  or  it 
condemns  ;  but  still  reason  may  have  a  doubt,  and  it  is  for 
that  that  kings  are  invested  with  the  glorious  privilege  of 
mercy.  I  tell  you,  sire,  that,  more  than  at  any  other  time, 
you  prove  the  divine  origin  of  your  power  when  you  exercise 
it  to  save ;  for,  in  communicating  to  you  the  means  of 
showing  mercy,  God  himself  gave  you  a  share  of  his  brightest 
attribute,  If,  I  say,  if  you  have  no  doubt  of  his  guilt,  send 
him  to  the  scaifohl ;  for  your  hrm  conviction,  as  an  upright 
judge,  shall  justify  you  in  the  eye  of  Heaven.  But  if,  after 
having  first  heard  the  cause  yourself,  and  read  every  word  of 
the  evidence  that  has  been  given,  you  do  entertain  a  doubt, 
exercise  the  right  of  showing  mercy,  or  prepare  for  long  and 
bitter  self-reproach  in  this  world,  and  for  the  punishment  of 
blood-guiltiness  in  the  next." 

"Your  words  are  very  bold,  priest,"  replied  the  King, 
sharply;  "and  this  scene  must  never  be  repeated.  But,  as 
we  have  entered  on  the  subject,  I  will  demand  what  motive, 
what  reason,  I  have  to  suppose  that  this  young  man  is  not 
guilty?  Was  it  because  my  own  eye  did  not  see  him  strike 
the  blow }  Was  it  because  others  did  not  see  him  ?  If  so, 
wdio  would  ever  be  convicted  ? — for  the  more  cool  and 
deliberate  the  murderer  is,  the  more  care  does  he  take  to 
conceal  the  deed,  the  more  skilfully  does  he  contrive  to  veil 
himself.  The  practised  assassin — the  prudent,  thoughtful, 
careful  villain — would  escape,  and  none  but  less  practised 
murderers  would  fall,  if  we  always  required  ocular  proof  of 
guilt.  Why  then,  I  say,  why  then  should  I,  in  the  slightest 
degree,  doubt  that  the  sentence  which  has  been  passed  is 
just  ?  What  should  I  judge  from,  but  the  strong  evidence  of 
guilt  which  has  been  given  ?" 

"  From  his  whole  life,  sire,"  replied  the  priest.  "  There  is, 
as  you  admit,  a  gap  in  the  evidence  against  him  ;  an  interval 
to  be  filled  up  by  imagination — with  materials  chosen  from 
probabilities.  Why  choose  the  evil  probabilities,  and  reject 
the  good  ?  Why  judge  fi'om  a  few  hasty  words  that  passed 
before,  and  refuse  credit  to  the  witness  of  a  noble  life  ?" 

"  My  good  father,"  replied  the  King,  "  I  wish  that  in 
common  justice  I  could  found  any  belief  in  the  young  man's 
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innocence  upon  that  which  you  would  adduce  in  his  behalf. 
True,  in  Italy  he  has  sened  well  and  nobly.  True,  his  cha- 
racter for  generosity,  courage,  truth,  and  humanity  have  stood 
high  ;  and,  to  show  you  how  willing  1  have  been  to  give  him 
every  advantage  of  that  character,  I  will  tell  you  that,  fore- 
seeing the  painful  decision  to  which  I  must  come,  I  sent 
private  messengers  of  my  own  to  inquire  into  all  his  proceed- 
ings, and,  alas  !  the  accumulation  of  charges  against  him  fi-om 
various  sources  throws  down  a  weight  in  the  scale  of  his  guilt 
which  overbalances  far  his  previous  good  reputation.  In  the 
mountains  I  find  him  consorting  with  brigands  and  the  wild 
daring  freebooters,  whom  long  years  of  war  and  calamity  have 
caused  to  rise  up  in  Savoy.  I  find  him  contracting  a  clan- 
destine marriage  contrary  to  what  he  knew  was  right.  I  find 
him  in  the  town  of  Lyons  openly  deprecating  the  execution 
of  the  laws  upon  the  convicted  heretic,  Jamets.  So  much  so, 
indeed,  that  an  order  for  his  arrest  and  imprisonment  had 
been  given  the  next  day  by  the  proper  officers  of  the  town, 
before  it  was  known  he  had  (juitted  the  city.  Then  came  this 
dark  transaction  ;  then  his  drawing  his  sword  upon  the  Count 
de  Meyrand  within  the  precincts  of  the  palace,  and  contrary 
to  my  express  and  repeated  prohibition." 

"  But,  sire,"  said  the  Dauphin,  "  I  assured  your  majesty 
before " 

'•  You  told  me,  Francis,"  said  the  King,  "  that  this  unhappy 
gentleman  was  out  with  you  on  some  foolish  expedition, 
when  the  affair  with  IMeyrand  took  place  ;  but  you  told  me 
also,  that  you  did  not  know^  which  had  first  drawn ;  that,  not 
expecting  such  an  event,  you  had  not  remarked  the  facts. 
These  are  but  separate  things,  it  is  true ;  but  the  whole  acts 
as  a  counterpoise  to  any  doubts  in  his  favour  which  his  pre- 
vious character  might  have  inspired ;  and  I  feel  that,  in  jus- 
tice to  my  subjects,  and  in  the  exercise  of  that  authority  for 
which  I  am  responsible  to  God,  I  am  bound  not  to  interfere 
w-ith  the  course  of  the  law,  nor  even  to  move  a  finger  to  save 
him  from  the  death  awarded  to  him.  I  have  done  enough 
already,  in  sparing  him  the  question,  and  I  will  do  no  more- 
IJis  only  hope  of  any  mitigation  lies  in  a  full  confession  and 
explanation  of  every  circumstance.  Let  the  sentence  be  read 
to  him,  and  he  shall  then  have  eight-and-forty  hours  to  make 
his  statement  or  to  ])rci)are  for  death." 

I'athcr  \\  illaiid  turned  awjiy  without  another  word,  seeing 
that  the  king  was  inexorable  ;  but  the  I)au])hin  paused,  saying, 
"  I  trust  at  all  events,  sire,  that  you  will  eonnnute  the  punish- 
ment to  the  axe ;"  and  seeing  "the  King  shake  his  head,  he 
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added,  "  Consider,  sire,  the  degradation  and  disgrace  to  the 
whole  noble  family  of  Rohan," 

"  The  disgrace  is  in  the  act,  not  in  the  punishment," 
replied  the  King :  "  I  will  not  change  the  law. — Claude,"  he 
continued,  turning  to  his  daughter,  "  this  makes  you  sad. 
You  should  not  mingle  with  such  things.  They  are  not  fit 
for  women.  Men's  hearts,  hard  as  they  are,  have  enough  to 
do  to  bear  them." 

"  It  was  the  misery  of  that  poor  girl,  Isabel,  sire,"  replied 
the  Princess,  "that  made  me  come  to  your  majesty.  She 
wished  to  see  you  herself,  but  I  said  I  would  plead  for  her." 

"  Let  her  not  come,  Claude — let  her  not  stir  from  Nogent," 
said  the  King.  "  It  will  but  be  painful  to  her  and  to  me,  for  I 
must  refuse  her.  In  this  business,  nothing  will  move  me.  So 
inform  her,  and  do  your  best  to  soothe  and  comfort  her." 

"  There  are  wounds  that  have  no  balm,  sir,"  replied  the 
Princess,  "  and  I  fear  hers  is  one  of  them." 

Thus  saying,  she,  too,  ttu-ned  away,  and  with  the  Dauphin 
bent  her  steps  back  towards  the  palace.  Ere  they  had  gone 
far,  however,  they  heard  the  voice  of  the  King  raised  and 
pronouncing  the  name  of  "  Father  Willand,"  who  by  this  time 
was  at  some  distance.  The  Dauphin  called  to  him,  and  sent 
him  back  to  the  monarch,  saying,  as  the  good  priest  passed, 
"  Speak  more  gently,  father,  to  him,  but  jjress  it  still.  He 
may  yet  relent." 

Father  Willand  bent  his  head,  and  walked  on  without 
reply  to  the  spot  where  Henry  stood. 

It  might  be  that  he  expected  some  fresh  rebuke  for  the 
boldness  of  his  words,  but  the  King  spoke  in  a  mild  tone, 
saying,  "  Now  listen  to  me,  my  good  father :  I  am  about 
to  say  to  you  what  I  would  not  say  before  those  young 
people.  If  I  did  not  know  you  to  be  an  honest  and  good 
man,  I  might  be  taught  to  judge  very  harshly  of  you,  for  you 
have  many  enemies,  and  yourself  at  the  head  of  them.  How- 
ever, to  retm-n  to  what  we  were  speaking  of  but  now :  you 
imagine  that  I  have  a  doubt  in  my  mind  as  to  this  unhappy 
man's  guilt.  I  must  now  tell  you  that  I  have  none,  and  your 
words  have  produced  no  difference.  It  is  my  finn  and 
unalterable  conviction  that  his  hand  slew  Henry  of  Brienne. 
The  question  as  to  whether  it  was  or  was  not  in  casual  strife 
between  two  angry  men,  he  has  himself  refused  to  answer, 
and,  therefore,  the  consequences  be  upon  his  own  head.  I 
will  give  him  one  more  chance,  however.  Go  to  him  yourself 
from  me.  Tell  him  that  you  have  authority  to  offer  him 
pardon  in  case  of  his  confessing  the  offence,  and  that  he  can 
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truly  and  sincerely  aver,  tliat  it  was  an  accidental  quari'el 
■which  produced  such  results.  Let  him  in  any  way  show  this 
to  be  the  case,  and  he  shall  be  pardoned.  Moreover,  let  him 
not  think  that  by  such  a  confession  alone,  he  loses  the  hand 
of  Isabel  of  Brienne,  for  let  him  be  assured  the  sentence  shall 
be  executed  against  him  if  he  does  not  confess ;  and  he  must 
remember  that,  even  had  not  this  unhapjjy  business  occurred, 
I  had  sworn  by  my  honom*  her  hand  should  never  be  his,  on 
account  of  the  business  between  him  and  Meyrand.  Let  him, 
then,  under  these  circiunstances  losing  nothing,  and  gaining 
all  by  confession,  without  any  other  hope  of  life  but  that, 
acknowledge  freely  and  fairly  the  deed  that  he  has  done,  and 
give  me  some  excuse  at  least  for  mercy." 

"  I  go,  sire,"  replied  the  priest,  "  to  frdfil  your  majesty's 
commands  ;  but  forgive  me  if  I  say  that  1  know  it  will  be  in 
vain.  My  conviction  is,  that  he  is  altogether  innocent ;  and  if 
so,  I  know  him  too  well  to  suppose  that  he  will  acknowledge 

"  Go,"  said  the  King,  "  go  at  all  events.  It  is  his  only 
hope  of  life,  and  if  he  still  refuses,  let  me  hear  no  more 
petitions.    The  act,  as  I  said  before,  be  upon  his  own  head !" 

Thus  saying,  the  King  turned  away,  but  the  priest  followed 
him,  saying,  "  Your  majesty  has  forgotten  one  important 
point.  To  a  prisoner  of  such  consequence,  not  even  my 
character  will  obtain  admission  for  me.  They  will  let  me  in 
willingly  enough  to  common  felons,  robbers,  and  murderers, 
but  were  I  to  go  and  ask  entrance  to  see  a  noble  of  the  first 
class,  charged  with  and  condemned  for  such  a  crime,  the 
gaolers  would  drive  me  back  with  derision." 

"  V'ou  shall  have  an  order,  you  shall  have  an  order,"  said 
the  King.  "  Come  with  me  to  the  palace,"  and  walking  on 
with  a  (piick  step,  he  drew  the  order  himself  in  one  of  the 
lower  halls  of  the  Louvre,  and  placed  it  in  the  hands  of 
Father  Willand. 

In  those  days  a  refinement  of  precaution  did  not  require 
that  the  orders  of  even  an  absolute  monarch  sht)uld  be  always 
countersigned  by  his  secretary  of  state  ;  and  Father  Willand, 
not  trusting  the  paper  he  possessed  to  any  one,  hastened 
onward  towards  the  prison  of  the  Chatelet.  By  this  time,  the 
sun  had  gone  down,  and  the  gay  people  of  the  capital  were 
all  hurrying  hither  and  thither  towards  their  homes.  At  the 
corner  of  one  of  the  streets,  however,  which  led  up  from  the 
Seine,  the  ])riest's  robes  brushed  against  a  tall  })oweriul  man, 
dressed  well,  and  even  sjjlcndidly,  as  far  as  the  dark  nature 
of  his  habiliments  would  permit.     Father  Willand.  in  his 
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eagerness,  noted  him  not,  but  the  stranger  turned  round  and 
stopped  him,  by  laying  his  hand  upon  his  shouhler. 

"  Ha,  chevalier  !"  said  the  priest,  "  is  it  you  ?  Why,  when 
came  you  hither  !     Have  you  heard  all  these  bad  tidings  ?" 

"  I  know  them  as  you  your  breviary,"  said  Corse  de  Leon; 
"  I  have  watched  the  whole  events.  But  whither  go  you  now  ? 
I  want  to  speak  with  you." 

"  I  am  bound  upon  an  errand  from  the  King  to  the  prisoner," 
replied  the  priest.  "  I  am  to  tell  him  that  his  last  and  only 
hope  for  mercy  is  in  confession." 

"  Confession  !"  cried  de  Leon,  with  a  scoff:  "  think  you 
that  he  will  confess  ?  But  go  on  yoiu-  way,  go  on  your  way, 
good  father,  and  meet  me  an  hour  hence  under  the  arcade 
of  the  Cordeliers,  before  you  return  to  the  King.  I  have 
much  to  say  to  you,  very  much,  for  something  remains  to  be 
done,  and  there  is  but  little  time  to  do  it." 

Thus  saying,  he  walked  on,  and  the  priest  pursued  his  way. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

"  I  AM  sorry  for  you,  young  gentleman,"  said  the  deep  hoarse 
voice  of  Bertrand  Saar,  as  he  stood  at  the  door  of  the  dungeon 
to  which  Bernard  de  Rohan  had  been  consigned  after  his 
sentence  was  determined,  though  that  sentence  had  not  yet 
been  announced  to  him — "  I  am  sorry  for  you  ;  for  good 
Father  Willand,  who  sometimes  comes  here  to  see  the  poor 
folks,  told  me  much  about  you.  What  can  I  do  to  help  you  ? 
Will  you  have  wine  .?" 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  kindness,  my  good  friend,"  replied 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  calmly,  "  but  I  will  take  no  wine.  If  you 
could  give  me  ink  and  paper,  indeed,  to  write,  that  I  should 
greatly  prize ;  and  as  I  have  nothing  to  say,  that  the  whole 
world  may  not  see,  you  can  do  no  wrong  in  letting  me  have 
them." 

"  There  is  no  order  against  it,"  replied  the  man  ;  "  though 
it  is  the  first  time  I  was  ever  asked  for  such  a  thing  here.  But 
you  shall  have  it;"  and  thus  saying,  he  withdrew. 

Some  minutes  elapsed  before  the  key  turned  in  the  lock 
again,  and  the  prisoner,  who  sat  meditating,  with  his  arm 
leaning  on  the  small  table  by  the  lamp,  looked  up,  expecting 
to  see  the  gaoler  once  more.  It  was  not  so,  however ;  for 
the  first  thing  he   saw  was  a  priest's  vestments,  and  then. 
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shading  his  eyes  fi'om  the  light,  he  recognised  Father  Wil- 
land.  Oh,  who  can  tell  the  joy  and  the  delight  that  the 
sight  of  a  familiar  face  will  sometimes  produce  in  moments 
of  solitary  pain  and  dark  despondency  !  Bernard  de  Rohan 
started  up,  and  grasped  the  good  man's  hand,  reiterating 
again  and  again  how  happy  he  was  to  see  him. 

"  M}'  son,"  said  the  ]jriest,  "  I  come  to  bring  you  a  mes- 
sage which  offers  you  life,  but  upon  one  condition." 

"  Then,  of  course,  I  am  condemned,"  said  Bernard  de 
Rohan.  "  I  have  not  yet  heard  my  sentence  ;  but  I  guessed 
its  nature  from  the  change  which  they  have  made  in  the 
place  of  my  confinement.  Till  this  morning  they  kept  me  in 
the  tower ;  but  after  appearing  before  the  judges  again  to- 
day, and  hearing  the  papers  read  from  Bourg  and  other 
places,  I  was  brought  down  hither — as  if  to  prepare  me  for 
death,"  he  added,  with  a  smile,  "  by  placing  me  living  in  the 
grave." 

"  I  fear  your  sentence  is  pronounced,"  said  the  priest, 
"  and  that  it  is  death  ;  but  yet — Bernard,  but  yet,  my  poor 
young  friend — there  is  one  means  by  which  you  can  escape 
your  fate.  The  King,  as  I  have  said,  upon  one  condition 
promises  you  pardon ;  but  it  is  a  condition  which  I  know  not 
whether  you  will  accede  to.  Yet,  before  you  reject  it,  Ber- 
nard, think  of  poor  Isabel,  and  recollect  that  the  only  com- 
fort, the  only  happiness  she  can  now  have  in  life,  is  to  know 
that  you  live,  even  if  you  live  not  for  her." 

"  JBut  what  is  the  condition  ?"  demanded  Bernard  de 
Rohan.  "  There  is  scarcely  aught  on  earth  that  I  would 
refuse  to  do,  which  could  give  her  comfort  or  relief  for  a 
moment,  were  it  to  work  as  a  slave  at  the  galleys,  to  dig  in 
the  dark  mine,  or  to  live  far  from  my  own  land,  without  hope 
or  comfort — I  would  not  hesitate  even  for  a  moment,  could 
it  but  give  her  peace." 

"  The  condition  is,"  said  the  priest,  "  that  you  confess  the 
act  of  which  you  are  accused.  Such  is  the  King's  final  mes- 
sage and  determination.  Life,  if  you  confess  !  Death,  if 
you  deny  !" 

"  What!"  exclaimed  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  confess  a  false- 
hood }  Confess  what  I  have  never  connnitted  ^  No,  no  !" 
he  continued,  starting  up  indignantly,  and  casting  his  hands 
abroad — "  no,  no  !  Truth  is  the  only  possession  I  have 
left.  'J'lieir  sentence  may  take  from  me  rank,  and  territories, 
and  reputation,  and  life  itself;  but  my  truth  they  cannot 
touch.  That  is  above  their  miglit.  That  is  God's  own  and 
mine;  and   nrtthing  they  can   do   can  wring   from    me   that 
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bright  and  best  possession  which  has  gone  with  me  from  the 
cradle  until  now,  shall  outlive  this  bod}^,  and  triumph  over 
the  grave  itself.  Let  them,  if  they  will,  stretch  me  upon  the 
rack,  or  break  me  upon  the  wheel,  they  shall  hear  no  cry,  no 
groan.  The  tortured  limb  may  writhe,  the  weak  fibre  may 
quiver,  but  my  truth  is  beyond  the  iron  or  the  cord,  and  that 
they  cannot  shake.  Speak  not  to  me  of  it,  father ;  sjjeak  not 
of  it.  Thank  the  king  for  his  grace  and  kindness.  Tell  him 
that  I  forgive  him,  and  all  my  judges,  for  there  was  much 
matter  to  deceive  them ;  but  add,  that  he  is  mistaken  in  sup- 
posing that  Bernard  de  Rohan  would  tell  a  lie,  even  to  save 
himself  from  the  most  painful  death.  Tell  him  I  hold  the 
privilege  of  truth  far  higher  than  that  of  living  I  And  now, 
father,"  he  continued,  "  let  us  turn  our  thoughts  to  other 
things.  Death  is  to  be  my  portion.  Let  me  prepare  for  it, 
both  as  regards  this  world  and  as  regards  another." 

"  Not  now,"  replied  the  priest — "  not  now.  I  will  return 
to  you,  I  promise.  At  present  I  must  go  back  to  the  King. 
But  fear  not,  I  will  return." 

"  I  would  ffiin  say  what  I  have  to  say,  even  now,  good 
father,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  Since  I  have  returned 
to  this  fair  realm  of  France,  1  have  seen  so  many  a  just  ex- 
pectation trodden  under  foot  by  fate,  so  many  a  fair  hope 
blasted,  that  you  cannot  wonder  I  should  no  longer  cal- 
culate upon  the  event  of  even  the  next  minute.  You  may 
not  be  able  to  return ;  and  what  I  have  to  say  of  this  world's 
things,  at  least,  will  take  but  short  space. — When  I  am  dead, 
bear  my  last  words  to  Isabel :  tell  her  I  loved  her  to  the  last 
— with  that  love  which  mingles  easDy  with  the  thoughts  of 
heaven :  tell  her,  that  though  I  know  she  must  grieve,  yet  I 
beseech  her  to  grieve  calmly ;  and  though  from  her  heart  I 
am  sure  she  will  mourn  me,  yet  not  to  mourn,  if  possible, 
with  persevering  sadness.  Let  her  seek  all  consolation  that 
may  be.  She  will  not  love  any  as  well  as  she  has  loved  me ; 
and  my  affection  must  not  be  a  selfish  one.  Above  all 
things,  tell  her  that  I  died  innocent ;  and  beseech  her  to 
take  all  means,  to  use  every  effort,  to  discover  the  murderer 
of  her  brother  ;  for  that  murderer  will  one  day  be  convicted, 
and  my  name  cleared.  I  have  my  suspicions ;  but  they  are 
but  suspicions ;  and  I  will  not  —  must  not  —  give  them 
utterance.  Suffice  it  that  I  am  innocent;  and  to  witness 
that  I  am  so,  I  adjure  that  all-seeing  Judge,  into  whose  bright 

presence  I  shall  soon  be  called.     Tell  her  likewise But 

whom  have  we  here  ?" 

The  door  of  the  dungeon  had  been  opened  while  the  young 
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cavalier  was  speaking,  and  two  men  in  black  robes  appeared, 
following  the  gaoler. 

"  I  suppose  you  come  to  tell  me,  sirs,"  continued  Bernard 
de  Rohan,  "  tliat  my  firm  maintenance  of  the  truth  must 
conduct  me  to  the  torture.  So  be  it,  if  it  must  be :  my  tongue 
shall  never  beti-ay  my  innocence.  Lead  on  where  you  will 
— I  am  ready  to  follow." 

"  You  mistake,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  men.  "  We  come 
to  summon  you  to  the  hall  of  the  great  Chatelet,  to  hear  your 
sentence  read :  that  is  all.  It  is  the  King's  will  that  you 
should  hear  it  this  night.  You  must  prepare  your  mind  for 
the  worst,  however." 

"  I  know  all  that  can  befal  me,"  replied  the  prisoner,  "  and 
am  ready  to  endure  it.  The  sentence,  of  course,  is  death. 
It  is  unmerited ;  and  yet  I  do  not  an^aign  it.  Perchance, 
had  I  been  a  judge,  appearances  might  have  made  me  decide 
as  wrongly.  Lead  on  !— Good  father,  see  me  again  before  I 
die." 

Thus  saying,  Bernard  de  Rohan  grasped  Father  Willand's 
hand,  and,  with  one  of  the  ushers  on  either  side,  walked  forth 
into  tlie  corridor,  where  a  small  body  of  archers,  with  their 
partisans  in  their  hands,  waited  to  guard  him  through  the 
streets. 

It  was  now  dai'k,  but  the  torches  carried  before  the  unhappy 
cavalier  gathered  together  a  number  of  boys  and  idlers  to  run 
along  by  the  side  of  the  soldiers,  and  gaze  at  the  face  of  the 
prisoner.  Other  parties,  too,  passing  along  on  foot,  crossed 
the  path  of  the  archers  more  than  once,  with  flambeaux 
flashing  against  the  walls,  as  some  gay  lord  of  the  court 
proceeded  to  this  or  that  merry  scene  ;  and  more  than  once 
Bernard  de  Rohan  caught  sight  of  some  well-remembered 
face,  which  recognised  him  not  even  by  a  look. 

At  length,  however,  the  gates  of  the  great  Chatelet  were 
reached,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  prisoner  was  in  the  hall 
where  his  judges  were  seated.  When  he  entered,  he  heard 
the  deep  tones  of  the  president  pronouncing  sentence  on  a 
common  felon,  whose  piteous  lamentations  from  time  to  time 
interrupted  the  awful  words  which  sentenced  him  to  be 
broken  liml)  by  limb  upon  the  wheel.  When  they  were 
spoken,  he  was  dragged  away  in  the  midst  of  vain  petitions ; 
and  another  was  brought  up,  who  heard  the  same  decree  in 
dogged  silence,  witliout  word,  or  cry,  or  tear,  or  look  of 
terror,  and  strode  calmly  away  to  meet  the  fate  he  had  pro- 
bably calculated  on  long  licfore. 

At  length  the  name  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  was  pronounced, 
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and  tlie  president  addressed  to  him  nearly  the  same  terrible 
words. 

Though  he  had  expected  death,  there  were  parts  of  the 
sentence  which  seemed  to  surprise  and  trouble  him.  "  What!" 
he  exclaimed,  "  have  I  heard  you  right,  sir  ?  To  be  de- 
graded of  my  rank — to  lose  my  knighthood — to  fall  by  an 
infamous  punishment  which  extends  its  dark  spot  to  all  my 
kindred  ?" 

"  Even  so,  Monsieur  de  Rohan,"  said  the  president,  in  a 
sorrowfid  voice  :  "  it  can  be  no  otherwise.  Judged  guilty  of 
a  crime  to  which  the  law  awards  such  punishments,  we  have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  pronounce  that  sentence." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  gazed  down  upon  the  pavement  for  a 
moment  or  two  in  silence,  deep,  bitter,  despairing.  His 
hands  had  fallen  clasped  before  him,  and  remained  motion- 
less. His  fine  head  drooped  upon  his  bosom ;  and  the  light 
of  the  lamps  above  pouring  upon  him,  displayed,  perhaps, 
as  stern  and  terrible  a  picture  of  mental  anguish  triumphing 
for  a  moment  over  firm  determination,  as  ever  was  beheld 
by  the  eye  of  man — that  eye  which,  in  the  awful  struggle 
that  has  gone  on  for  ages  between  good  and  evil,  has  looked 
upon  a  mass  of  agony,  sorrow,  and  despair,  which,  could  it 
all  be  beheld  at  once,  or  conceived  even  faintly,  would  break 
man's  heart  for  the  wickedness  and  cruelty  of  his  own  natm*e. 
The  next  moment,  however,  he  raised  his  head  again:  it 
seemed  as  if  for  him  the  bitterness  of  death  was  passed,  and 
his  spirit  had  recovered  all  its  firmness. 

"  It  is  over,"  he  said,  speaking  to  himself — "  it  is  over  !" 
and  turning  to  the  judges,  he  added,  "  Your  sentence  is  23ro- 
nounced,  and  I  must  bear  it.  The  last  hope  has  passed 
away  from  my  heart,  the  hope  of  dying,  if  not  as  becomes 
my  innocence,  at  least  as  becomes  my  rank,  and  as  becomes 
one  who  has  fought,  not  ingloriously,  for  his  country.  This 
expectation,  like  all  others,  has  passed  away,  and  I  am 
ready  to  endure  all  that  you,  in  your  erring  judgment,  can 
inflict.  My  innocence  you  cannot  take  from  me  :  nor,  strong 
in  that  innocence,  can  you  disgrace  me,  for  no  one  can  dis- 
grace me  but  myself,  and  that  1  will  never  do.  Others,  how- 
ever, you  may  injure.  Those  who,  as  innocent  as  myself, 
have  no  stain  upon  their  name,  will  feel  that  which  you 
inflict  upon  me  as  a  stain  that  can  never  be  eflfaced.  I  grieve 
for  them,  not  for  myself  One  half  hour's  agony  can  easily 
be  endured,  when  at  the  end  comes  peace,  tranquillity,  and 
reward  for  all  suffering.  To  the  living,  however,  you  are 
responsible  for  the  deeds  that  you  do  to  me ;  and  the  time 

u  2 
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Avill  come  when,  the  truth  being  discovered,  those  whom  you 
now  wrong  so  bitterly,  will  call  for  the  reversal  of  your 
sentence,  will  restore  my  name  to  honour,  and  may,  perhaps, 
call  for  retribution  upon  those  who  too  rashly  and  too 
hastily  pronounced  an  innocent  man  guilty  where  there  was 
reasonable  doubt,  and  awarded  the  extreme  of  punishment 
when  there  was  no  absolute  proof  of  criminality.  I  say  it 
not  to  threaten  you — May  God  forgive  you! — May  man 
forgive  you  also,  and,  from  my  very  heart  I  say,  I  forgive 
you  too !" 

Thus  speaking,   Bernard   de  Rohan  turned  to  leave  the 
judgment-hall. 

The  ushers  were  by  his  side  in  a  moment,  and  the  guards 
again  surrounded  him   at  the  door.     As  they  issued  forth 
from  the   Chatelet,  however,  and  once    more    entered   the 
streets,  they  came  upon  a  number  of  advocates  and  people  of 
the  robe,  who  were  crowding  into  the  building  to  hear  the 
judgments  pronounced.     A  slight  movement  took  place  at 
that  instant  amongst  the  persons  who  were  conveying  the 
prisoner  back  to  his  dungeon,  and  he  thought  he  heard  a 
voice  whisper,  "  Take  courage  !"    At  the  same  time,  one  of 
the  advocates  catching  a  sight  of  his  face,  said  aloud,  "  It  is 
Monsieur  de  Rohan."     A  number  of  people  who  were  stand- 
ing round  the  door  heard  the  words,  and  many  of  them  ran 
along  by  the  side  of  the  line  of  soldiers,  as  they  proceeded 
towards  the  prison,  eagerly  striving  to  catch  a  view  of  the 
captive  as  he  was  hurried  forward  in  the  midst. 

As  the  torchlight  fell  upon  the  crowd  of  faces,  gazing 
through  upon  him  between  the  archers,  Bernard  de  Rohan 
thought  that  he  saw  looks  of  sympathy  and  sorrow,  rather 
than  scorn  and  reprobation,  and  a  momentary  thought  of 
attempting  to  escape  crossed  his  mind.  As  yet  he  was  not 
fettered.  He  knew  that  on  his  return  to  the  prison,  as  a  con- 
demned criminal,  such  would  be  the  case.  The  thought  of 
the  abhorred  iron  strengthened  the  wish  and  the  purpose  of 
fliglit ;  and  at  the  same  moment  a  shout,  which  he  heard 
amongst  the  people,  and  a  curse  or  two  at  the  archers  who 
guarded  him,  seemed  to  show  that  at  the  wliile  su(^h  ideas 
were  ]iassing  through  his  mind  a  desire  to  help  and  deliver 
him  liud  taken  possession  of  the  crowd. 

Before  he  could  make  even  the  slightest  attempt  to  effect 
liis  escape,  however,  the  very  shout  which  expressed  the 
pe()])le's  synipjitliy  brought  u])  a  fresli  body  of  armed  men, 
who  drove  back  tlic  ])opuhice,  and  filled  every  gaj)  in  the  line 
of  soldiers  around  him.  The  people  recoiled  ;  but  undaunted 
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by  the  threats  of  the  armed  men,  they  followed  toward  the 
little  Chatelct  in  increasing  numbers.  There  was  no  one  to 
lead  them,  however  ;  and  before  they  could  find  any  person 
to  assume  such  an  office,  the  party  of  police  had  reached  the 
gloomy  building  where  they  were  to  deliver  their  prisoner 
once  more  into  the  hands  of  his  gaolers. 

At  the  first  signal  the  doors  were  thrown  open.  The  troop 
marched  in,  the  massive  gates  closed  behind  them  ;  and — 
after  pausing  for  a  minute  or  two,  to  talk  over  what  had 
occurred,  to  vow  that  the  young  lord  was  as  innocent  as  day, 
and  to  regret  not  having  done  a  thousand  things  to  effect  his 
liberation — the  persons  composing  the  crowd  began  to  drop 
away.  Many  of  the  more  resolute  remained  to  see  the 
soldiers  come  forth  again  ;  and  there  was  a  considerable 
crowd  round  the  gates  of  the  Chatelet  when  the  archers  and 
ushers  once  more  appeared,  which  was  scarcely  five  minutes 
after  their  entrance.  The  archers,  w^ho  were  in  high  disre- 
pute at  that  time,  did  not  escape  without  some  hooting ; 
and  stones  were  also  thrown.  The  people  were  dispersed, 
however,  in  a  minute  ;  and  the  soldiers  separating,  pursued 
the  fugitives  in  various  directions,  while  the  ushers  betook 
themselves,  each  to  his  path,  according  as  business  or  in- 
clination directed  him. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

With  a  heavy  heart  good  Father  Willand  left  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  when,  as  we  have  shown,  the  prisoner  w^ent  to  hear 
his  sentence  read  at  the  hall  of  the  great  Chatelet.  It  was 
not,  how^ever,  towards  the  palace  of  the  Louvre,  as  he  had 
led  Bernard  de  Rohan  to  imagine,  that  Father  Willand  turned 
his  steps.  Thither,  indeed,  he  intended  ultimately  to  go ; 
but  he  had  thought  it  no  crime  so  far  to  deceive  his  young 
fi-iend,  as  to  conceal  fi'om  him,  under  the  excuse  of  seeing 
the  King,  that  he  was  about  to  return  in  haste  to  Corse  de 
Leon,  in  the  hope  of  devising  some  means — however  vague 
might  be  his  notion  thereof — for  delivering  the  prisoner  from 
the  hands  of  those  who  held  him  in  bondage.  Some  founda- 
tion had  been  afforded  to  such  a  hope  by  tlie  words  which 
Corse  de  Leon  had  spoken.  He  had  said  that  something 
remained  to  be  done,  though  there  was  but  little  time  to  do 
it ;  and  however  wild  and  rash  might  be  the  supposition. 
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Father  Willaiid's  confidence  in  the  Brigand's  extraordinary 
resources  led  him  to  believe  that  Bernard's  deliverance  might 
really  be  effected. 

He  took  his  way,  then,  in  haste  towards  a  convent  of  Corde- 
liers, which  at  that  time  occupied  nearly  two-thirds  of  a  street 
leading  from  the  Place  de  Greve  towards  the  Rue  St.  Antoine. 
A  large  arcade  surrounded  two  sides  of  the  building,  which 
formed  the  angle  of  that  street  and  another,  and  under  it  had 
been  the  appointed  place  of  meeting.  There  was  a  lamp 
over  one  of  the  chief  doors  of  the  convent,  but  it  gave  but  a 
faint  and  inconsiderable  light;  and  Father  Willand,  after 
pursuing  his  way  from  one  end  of  the  arcade  to  the  other, 
fancied  that  he  must  have  missed  seeing  the  person  whom  he 
sought  in  the  darkness  which  reigned  under  the  arches.  He 
retrod  his  steps,  however,  examining  well  every  pillar  and 
every  corner,  but  Corse  de  Leon  was  not  there  ;  and  sup- 
posing that  he  had  himself  come  before  the  time,  the  good 
priest  continued  to  walk  up  and  down  under  the  arcade  for 
a  full  hour.  He  then  became  uneasy,  especially  as  he 
knew  that  his  return  would  be  expected  by  the  King ;  and 
after  pausing  for  a  short  time  longer,  and  looking  round  again 
and  again  in  vain,  he  took  his  way  towards  the  palace,  where 
he  was  instantly  admitted  to  Henry's  cabinet. 

"  What  news }  what  news,  priest  ?"  demanded  Henry, 
eagerly,  turning  from  a  conversation  which  he  was  holding 
with  Monsieur  de  Vieilleville  and  another  gentleman.  "  Has 
he  confessed  the  crime  ?" 

"  No,  sire,"  replied  Father  Willand,  "  he  has  not  con- 
fessed it,  and  never  will,  for  he  is  innocent." 

The  King  frowned  upon  him,  but  replied  nothing.  Turn- 
ing, however,  to  Monsieur  de  Vieilleville,  he  said,  "  On  that 
one  point  you  have  conquered,  De  Vieilleville.  We  must  not 
disgust  and  alienate  so  many  of  our  high  nobility.  On  all 
other  points,  I  am  firm,  but  I  yield  that ;  and  no  more  can 
be  demanded  of  me. — Go  back  to  the  prisoner,  father,"  he 
said,  addressing  Father  Willand,  "  and  tell  him  that,  not  out 
of  com])assion  for  himself,  but  out  of  consideration  for  the 
many  noble  families  to  which  lie  is  allied,  and  of  all  tlie 
branches  of  the  princely  house  of  Rohan,  I  have  determined 
to  grant  him  the  ])rivilege  of  the  axe,  that  he  may  not  die  the 
dcjith  of  ;i  ef)uunon  felon.  But  let  him  know  that  his  execu- 
tion is  ordered  to  take  place  in  the  c<uut  of  the  Chatelet  at 
daybreak  to-morrow  morning,  and  exhort  him  to  use  his 
short  s])ace  diligently  to  make  his  peace  with  God,  which  can 
only  be  done  by  a  confession  of  his  crimes." 
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The  priest  made  no  reply,  for  he  saw  that  the  King's  mood 
was  unusually  stern ;  but,  hastening  back  to  the  pi-ison,  he 
demanded  once  more  to  see  the  prisoner.  The  lieutenant 
happened  to  be  standing  near  the  gate  at  the  moment,  re- 
ceiving the  keys  for  the  night,  for  it  was  now  near  eleven 
o'clock;  and  Bertrand  tSaar,  in  the  presence  of  his  superior 
officer,  assumed  a  sullen  harshness  to  Father  Willand, 
telling  him  that  he  had  come  too  late,  and  could  not  have 
admission. 

At  the  sight  of  the  King's  order,  however,  the  lieutenant 
commanded  the  gaoler  of  the  lower  prison  to  lead  the  way 
instantly  to  the  dungeon,  and  followed  himself  with  the 
priest,  inquiring  with  sly  and  insinuating  questions  what  was 
the  King's  ultimate  determination  regarding  the  prisoner. 
Father  Willand  replied  as  briefly  as  might  be,  for  his  mind 
was  full  of  his  sad  task ;  and  with  heavy  brow  and  cast-down 
eyes,  he  walked  on,  venting  occasionally  the  bitter  feelings  of 
his  heart  in  some  sarcastic  sally,  murmured  between  his 
teeth,  at  laws,  and  kings,  and  society,  and  human  natm-e. 

At  length,  through  the  long  dark  corridors,  lighted  but 
faintly  on  their  way  by  the  dim  lantern  of  Bertrand  Saar,they 
reached  the  door  of  Bernard  de  Rohan's  dungeon,  and  the 
gaoler  paused  sullenly,  demanding  the  keys  from  the  lieute- 
nant of  the  governor,  who  still  held  them  in  his  hand.  The 
one  which  was  first  given  proved  not  to  be  the  right  one,  and 
snatching  somewhat  roughly  the  whole  bunch  from  the  hand 
of  his  superior,  the  gaoler  applied  another  to  the  lock,  which 
immediately  opened  the  door. 

The  priest  advanced  to  go  in,  as  Bertrand  Saar  drew  the 
heavy  door  back ;  but  before  he  had  taken  a  step  into  the 
dungeon,  the  exclamation  of  "  Wliere  is  the  prisoner  ?"  caused 
the  governor  and  the  gaoler  both  to  start  forward. 

There  stood  upon  the  table,  the  small  dim  lamp  ;  there, 
appeared  untouched  the  food  which  had  been  given  as  the 
refreshment  for  the  night;  there  lay  the  book  of  prayers 
which  had  been  the  companion  of  Bernard  de  Rohan's  hours 
during  the  past  day  ;  but  he  himself  was  not  to  be  seen  ! 

The  lieutenant  rushed  to  the  side  of  the  low  bed,  as  if  he 
thought  the  prisoner  might  be  hidden  amongst  its  scanty 
clotliing,  and  then  turned  furiously  upon  the  priest,  exclaim- 
ing, "  By  the  Holy  Mother,  this  is  yom*  doing,  and  you  shall 
suffer  for  it  !" 

"  Man,  you  are  mad,"  replied  Father  Willand.  "  Do  you 
think  that  I  would  come  here,  by  the  King's  order,  to  seek  a 
man  I  had  helped  to  escape  ?" 
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"  You  were  with  him  this  night  before,"  cried  the  lieute- 
nant.    "  You  were  with  him  long." 

"  And  left  him  in  the  hands  of  the  archers  to  conduct  him 
to  the  hall  of  the  gi'eat  Chatelet,"  replied  Father  Willand. 
"  When  the  wolf  broke  into  the  shee})-fold  he  was  the  first  to 
call  out,  Mm'der !  and,  by  your  wishing  to  lay  it  upon  me,  I 
suppose  you  have  taken  a  bribe  to  set  him  free  yourself." 

The  lieutenant  then  turned  with  the  same  fierceness  upon 
Beitrand  Saar;  and  though  the  man  was  gazing  upon  him 
with  a  look  of  horror  and  astonishment  at  the  event  which 
had  taken  place — an  event  which  was  only  known  to  have 
happened  once  before  since  the  Chatelet  had  been  a  prison — 
he  proceeded  to  accuse  the  turnkey  of  having  aided  and 
abetted  the  prisoner's  escape.  Bertrand  Saar,  however, 
repelled  the  charge,  and,  with  as  much  anger  and  indignation 
as  the  accuser  himself  displayed,  insinuated  something  very 
much  to  the  same  effect  as  the  suspicion  which  Father  Wil- 
land had  expressed. 

"  He  could  prove,"  he  said,  "  that  he  had  never  left  his 
post  in  the  small  room  near  the  gate :  there  were  three  other 
turnkeys  with  him  the  whole  time.  He  had  never  given  up 
his  keys  to  any  one  for  a  moment,  except  when  thfe  archers 
brought  back  the  prisoner,  and  then  had  sent  his  man  to  open 
the  door  of  the  dungeon.  The  keys  were  brought  back  to 
him  instantly,"  he  said,  "  as  soon  as  the  prisoner  was  shut  in, 
and  nobody  else  had  ever  the  opportunity  of  opening  that 
door,  unless  the  lieutenant  himself  gave  his  own  general  key." 

The  lieutenant,  on  his  part,  raged  and  stormed;  vowed 
that  it  might  cost  him  his  post,  and  even  his  life  itself;  caused 
the  priest  to  be  detained,  Bertrand  Saar  to  be  deprived  of  his 
keys,  and  held  in  durance ;  examined  and  cross-examined 
the  inferior  turnkey,  who  had  locked  Bernard  de  Rohan  in 
for  the  niglit ;  but  it  was  all  in  vain.  The  turnkey  described 
how  the  prisoner  had  been  taken  to  the  great  Chatelet  for 
judgment;  how  he  had  been  brought  back  again  under  a 
strong  body  of  archers,  and  accompanied  by  several  ushers 
and  exempts  ;  how  the  ushers  had  j^laced  him  in  the  dungeon, 
and  (.'vcn  gone  in  with  him  to  make  all  seciu'e  ;  and  how  he 
had  locked  the  door  upon  him,  and  left  it  exactly  in  the  same 
state  in  which  it  was  found.  He,  too,  proved  that  he  had 
given  up  his  keys  to  Bertrand  Saar  the  moment  that  the  thing 
was  done,  and  had  never  returned  to  the  dungeon  after- 
wards. 

All  still  remained  doubt  and  mystery ;  and  the  lieutenant 
leaving  the  prison  in  a  state  of  confusion  such  as  had  seldom 
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been  known  within  its  walls,  hastened  as  fast  as  possible  to 
the  great  Chatelet,  where  he  found  some  of  the  archers  who 
had  escorted  the  prisoner  back  to  his  dungeon  still  on  duty. 
They  confirmed  in  every  part  the  story  of  the  under-turnkey  ; 
and  one  of  the  ushers  being  called  out  of  his  bed,  told 
exactly  the  same  tale,  and  declared  that  the  escaj^e  of  the 
prisoner  must  have  been  connived  at  by  some  of  the  officers 
of  the  gaol. 

In  the  meantime  there  arrived  from  the  palace  an  order  for 
the  execution  of  the  prisoner  at  daybreak  on  the  following 
morning ;  and  it  became  necessary  to  rouse  the  projjer  officers 
of  the  city,  and  to  make  the  King  aware  that  his  commands 
could  not  be  obeyed.  Every  means  were  employed  in  the 
course  of  that  night  and  the  following  day,  both  to  discover 
how  the  fugitive  had  effi^cted  his  exit  from  the  prison,  and  to 
ti'ace  the  com'se  of  his  flight ;  but  every  effort  was  vain.  Not 
the  slightest  vestige  could  be  found  to  show  how  he  had 
passed  or  whither  he  had  gone ;  and  the  matter  remained  in 
as  much  obscurity  and  mystery  as  ever. 

The  King,  fi'om  his  own  personal  knowledge  of  Father 
Willand's  proceedings,  ordered  him  to  be  set  at  liberty  imme- 
diately. At  the  same  time,  however,  from  a  suspicion  that  he 
might  have  been  instrumental  in  bribing  the  governor  of  the 
prison,  he  commanded  him  not  to  appear  at  court,  but  imme- 
diately to  return  to  the  cure  which  had  been  given  him  near 
the  frontiers  of  Savoy. 

"  Tell  his  majesty,"  said  Father  Willand  to  the  usher  who 
brought  him  these  commands,  "  that  he  has  shown  me  the 
highest  favour  he  could  show ;  for  I  would  rather,  a  great 
deal,  live  amongst  the  wolves  and  foxes  upon  four  legs  than 
amongst  those  upon  two.  I  shall  be  safer  there,  too,"  he 
added,  "  amongst  my  flock,  though  I  have  not  much  of  the 
mutton  in  my  own  nature;  for  here  the  beasts  of  prey  eat 
one  another ;  but  there,  wolf  is  safe  from  wolf,  and  fox  fr-om 
fox.  Tell  his  majesty  that  I  shall  not  be  long  in  this  gi'eat 
stone  ant-hill ;  and  when  he  wishes  to  make  me  a  bishop, 
he  will  find  me  for  the  friture  within  twenty  leagues  of  Cham- 
bery." 

It  was  not,  however,  towards  the  frontiers  of  Savoy  that 
good  Father  Willand  took  his  way  in  the  first  place.  He 
did  not,  it  is  true,  deviate  so  far  as  to  be  accused  of  disobey- 
ing the  King's  command ;  for,  early  on  the  morning  of  the 
following  day,  he  mounted  liis  mule,  and,  with  his  stock  of 
clothing  in  a  valise  behind  him,  he  ambled  quietly  on  upon 
the  road  to  Fontainbleau. 
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At  Melun,  however,  "he  turned  from  the  higliway,  and  chose 
the  smaller  road  leading  towards  Nogent ;  riding  on  till  he 
came  to  a  spot  where,  in  the  midst  of  a  flat  and  somewhat 
uninteresting  country,  there  lies  a  sweet  little  valley  filled 
with  rich  vegetation  and  varied  by  souie  romantic  scenery  of 
dell,  and  cliff",  and  rock,  and  forest.  A  small  stream  wanders 
through  it,  winding  along  its  bright,  but  slow,  course  towards 
the  Seine ;  and  at  one  of  the  bends  of  the  river  is  a  little 
church,  with  a  village  surrounding  it  consisting  of  many  scat- 
tered cottages,  each  with  its  neat  garden  and  its  blushing 
patch  of  vines. 

]iy  the  time  that  Father  Willand  reached  this  hamlet,  his 
mule,  which  had  accomplished  a  longer  journey  that  day  than 
probably  it  had  ever  made  before,  showed  the  strongest  dis- 
position in  the  world  to  stop ;  and  in  this  point  the  good 
priest  gratified  him ;  for  there  was  a  shade  of  grey  in  the  sky, 
slightly  tinged  with  pink,  which  plainly  intimated  that  day  was 
nearly  at  an  end.  Taking  his  path  straight  to  the  abode  of 
the  cure.  Father  Willand,  as  Avas  then  very  customary,  de- 
manded, as  a  matter  of  course,  shelter  and  entertainment  for 
the  night.  It  was  granted  with  perfect  readiness ;  and  after 
resting  there  for  some  ten  hours,  and  by  his  jests  and  gaiety 
amusing  and  astonishing  not  a  little  his  host,  who  was  a  plain 
good  man  of  very  moderate  intellect,  the  good  priest  mounted 
his  mule  again  in  the  grey  of  the  morning,  and  rode  onward 
five  or  six  miles  farther  in  the  valley. 

The  village  and  its  inhabitants,  their  gardens  and  their 
vineyards,  were,  by  this  time,  left  far  behind  him ;  and  instead, 
there  grew,  on  either  side  of  the  road,  tall  beech  trees  and 
oaks,  starting  up  with  very  little  underwood,  and  stretching 
out  thin  and  slender,  as  if  to  catch  all  those  rays  of  the  sun 
which  were  lost  before  they  reached  the  bottom  of  the  valley. 
A  cottage  or  two  appeared,  it  is  true,  from  time  to  time ;  but 
they  were  only  the  scattered  habitations  of  the  woodman  or 
the  fisherman  who  tended  the  neighbouring  forest,  or  who 
caught  the  fine  trout  in  the  stream  that  flowed  beside  the 
road,  and  simt  them  to  the  markets  of  Melun  and  Fontain- 
bleau.  l*iest'ntly,  however,  appeared  a  massive  grey  wall, 
str(;tching  along  one  side  of  the  road,  and  thence  sweeping 
up  into  the  wood,  as  if  surrounding  some  extensive  domain, 
or  scpar;iting  oni"  ])()rtion  of  the  forest  from  another.  About 
half  a,  mile  farther  were  seen  a  pair  of  heavy  iron  gates, 
tlnoiigh  the  bars  of  which  the  eye  could  trace  a  long  straight 
avenue,  with  a  collection  of  towers  and  turrets  gathered 
together  into  the  form  of  a  house  at  the  extreme  end.    Father 
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AVilland  strove  to  obtain  admission  here,  but  in  vain  ;  and  he 
then  rode  on  to  another  gate,  where  he  was  more  successful, 
a  stout  porter,  with  a  broad  belt  and  sword,  and  a  cock's 
feather  in  his  hat,  opening  the  gates  for  him,  seeming  to 
recognise  him  at  once. 

"  Ah,  good  Father  Willand,  I  am  glad  you  are  come,"  said 
the  porter:  "you  will  find  our  young  lady  sadly  broken- 
hearted. She  has  done  nothing  but  weep  for  this  many  a 
day.     I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  give  her  comfort." 

"  T  shall,  I  shall,"  replied  Father  Willand :  "  I  am  a  man 
of  comfort.  I  bring  her  good  news,  my  friend.  Has  any  one 
been  here  before  me  ?" 

"  None  with  any  good  news,  father,"  replied  the  porter. 
"  That  Italian  vagabond,  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  was  here  two 
days  ago,  with  a  train  big  enough  to  have  taken  up  the 
chateau  and  can'ied  it  away  altogether ;  but  I  spoke  to  him 
through  the  grate,  and  told  him  the  King's  commands,  that 
my  young  lady  was  not  to  be  disturbed  by  any  one.  So  then 
he  sent  up  a  boy  with  a  message,  demanding  to  speak  with 
her,  but  she  relused  to  see  him,  saying,  "  that  if  her  lady- 
mother  were  there,  she  would  gladly  see  her,  but  would  not 
see  the  Lord  of  Masseran." 

"  What  said  he,  then  r"  demanded  the  priest. 

"  He  muttered  between  his  teeth,"  answered  the  porter ; 
"  and  talked  something  about  convents,  that  I  did  not  well 
understand.  But  I  would  fain  hear  what  the  good  news  is, 
father;  for  I  am  sure,  anything  that  is  good  news  for  her, 
sweet  lady,  is  good  news  for  us  all." 

"  Her  ears  shall  hear  it  first,  my  son,"  replied  the  priest ; 
"  but  it  is  something  that  will  make  her  heart  glad,  and  that 
is  suiBcient." 

Thus  saying,  he  rode  on  across  the  park,  which  was,  in 
fact,  a  piece  of  forest  ground,  separated  from  the  rest  of  the 
wood,  in  fomier  days,  by  one  of  the  lords  of  Brienne  for  the 
purposes  of  the  chase.  It  was  full  of  fallow  and  roe  deer ; 
and  many  a  one  bounded  away  into  the  underwood  as  the 
priest  rode  on,  or  stood  gazing  at  him  from  a  distance,  in  the 
dim,  silent  shade  of  the  trees,  while  he  pursued  his  way  over 
the  open  ground  in  the  mellow  autumn  sunshine. 

All  was  still  and  quiet,  with  the  peculiar  stillness  of  that 
season  of  the  year,  when  the  birds  have  lost  their  song,  and 
the  insect  tribe  have  generally  ended  their  short  life,  and 
everything  seemed  to  partake  of  the  calm  and  silent  melan- 
choly which  waits  upon  the  passing  away  of  the  bright  things 
of  the  summer.      The  chateau  itself  had  the  same  tone.     It 
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stood  cold  and  grey  upon  its  own  little  platform,  without 
flower  or  shrub,  or  any  other  thing,  to  break  the  line  of  its 
walls  and  towers,  or  to  hide  the  spot  where  the  stone-work 
rose  from  the  earth.  The  very  clear  morning  sunshine  made 
it  look  the  more  sad ;  and  a  long  shadow  fell  from  it,  like 
that  which  some  deep  and  terrible  bereavement  casts  over 
the  rest  of  life.  The  great  door  in  the  midst  was  wide  open, 
giving  a  view  through  a  stone  paved  hall,  into  the  com*t  be- 
yond. No  eager  domestics  were  seen  moving  about.  No  gay 
voices  were  heard  speaking ;  though  one  saw,  from  the  opened 
windows,  and  the  neat  order  of  all  around,  that  the  place  was 
fully  tenanted ;  but  all  was  clear,  and  cold,  and  calm,  like  a 
heart  from  which  passion,  and  hope,  and  an  interest  in  the 
world's  things  have  passed  away  for  ever. 

Father  Willand  dismounted,  and  fastening  his  mule  to  the 
ring  at  the  side  of  the  door,  knocked  loudly  for  admission. 
In  a  moment,  an  attendant  came  out  fr-om  a  room  where  he 
had  been  sitting  silent,  and  welcomed  the  good  priest  gladly. 

"  Where  is  your  lady.?''  demanded  Father  Willand. 

"  She  is  walking  alone,  father,"  replied  the  man,  "  in  the 
wood,  up  there  upon  the  hill." 

"  See  to  ray  mule,  my  son,"  said  the  priest,  in  reply:  "  I 
nnist  go  up  and  speak  with  your  lady,  for  I  bring  her  good 
tidings." 

"  Thank  God  for  that,"  said  the  man ;  and  passing  straight 
through  the  chateau,  and  the  court  behind,  Father  Willand 
took  his  way  towards  a  tall  grove  of  ti'ees  which  crowned  the 
gentle  rise  to  the  eastward.  Thither,  however,  we  must  pre- 
cede him. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

In  deep  grief  and  agony  of  mind,  not  to  be  told,  Isabel  da 
Brienne  had  passed  the  time  since  the  arrest  of  Bernard  de 
Bohan.  She  had  remained  indeed,  at  Fontainbleau  only  a 
few  hours  aiter  he  had  been  carried  to  the  Chatelet;  for 
Henry,  partly  out  of  kindness,  and  in  order  to  remove  her 
from  scenes  where  everything  must  be  fertile  of  anguish  to 
her  heart,  and  ])artly  to  avoid  solicitations  and  entreaties 
which  he  had  ])rc<letc'rmined  not  to  grant,  liad  conniianded 
her  to  retire  to  the  Imnting-lodge  of  her  family  near  Nogent, 
and  not  to  quit  it  for  the  next  month.  He  had  taken  every 
precaution,  however,  to  guard  her  from  intrusion  and  annoy- 
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ance,  and  had  strictly  ordered  that  no  one  should  be  permitted 
to  pass  the  gates  of  the  park  till  her  sanction  had  been  ob- 
tained. 

Everything  else  that  he  could  do  to  contribute  to  her  com- 
fort he  had  done.  Old  servants  had  been  assembled  in  haste 
from  different  parts  of  the  country,  and  he  had  withheld,  as 
far  as  possible,  all  the  painful  proceedings  against  Bernard  de 
Rohan  from  her  ears. 

She  had  petitioned  to  be  permitted  to  visit  him  in  prison, 
but  this  had  been  sternly  refused;  and  an  intimation  had 
also  been  given,  that  no  such  request  must  be  made  again. 
She  had  petitioned  also  to  see  the  King,  but  that  prayer  was 
rejected  likewise.  She  had  no  resource,  then,  but  to  weep  ; 
and  her  whole  time  had  been  passed  in  wandering  through 
the  park,  and  in  thinking  with  grief,  or  rather  with  despair, 
of  past  happiness  and  present  son-ow.  In  nothing  that  she 
beheld  did  she  find  pleasure  or  relief.  The  face  of  nature, 
once  so  dear  to  her,  was  now  all  dark  and  cloudy;  the  sun- 
shine and  the  storm  were  equally  cheerless;  the  changing 
hour  and  varying  season  attracted  no  attention,  diverted  not 
her  thoughts  for  a  moment.  Well  might  she  have  used  the 
beautiful  words  of  the  poet : — 

"  No  more  shall  the  spring  my  lost  pleasures  restore, 
Uncheer'd  I  still  wander  alone; 
And  sunk  in  dejection,  for  ever  deplore 
The  sweets  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 

"  While  the  sun  as  he  rises  to  others  shines  bright, 
I  think  how  he  formerly  shone  ; 
Where  others  cull  blossoms,  I  find  but  a  blight. 
And  sigh  for  the  days  that  are  gone." 

Most  deeply  did  Isabel  feel  the  truth  of  the  comparison 
between  light  and  happiness — how  the  colours  of  all  that  we 
look  upon  in  life,  as  well  as  their  brightness,  depends  upon 
the  sunshine  from  oiu'  own  hearts,  rather  than  upon  their  in- 
trinsic qualities — how  everything  in  the  night  of  sorrow  and 
despair  is  dim,  and  grey,  and  comfortless.  In  none  of  all  those 
things  wherein  she  had  formerly  found  enjoyment  could  she 
now  even  conceive  that  there  was  pleasure.  She  would  suffer 
none  to  accompany  her;  the  human  voice  had  grown  odious 
to  her  ear.  As  she  walked,  her  eyes  were  for  ever  bent  down 
upon  the  ground,  that  she  might  not  see  the  fair  things  of 
nature,  and  the  brightness  which  seemed  so  discordant  to  her 
heart. 

She  was  thus  wandering  on,  with  those  beautiful  eyes  still 
unexhausted  of  their  tears,  when  the  step  of  Father  Willand 
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caught  her  ear.  She  did  not  look  up,  however,  for  she  thought 
that  the  person  who  approached  was  only  one  of  her  attend- 
ants, come  to  offer  her  words  of  unwelcome  consolation,  or 
still  more  unwelcome  remonstrance. 

"  Look  up,  lady  !  look  up  !"  said  the  priest,  in  a  quick, 
gay  tone.  "  If  you  so  water  the  ground  Avith  tears,  we  shall 
have  such  a  crop  of  sorrows  grow  up  as  will  break  the  hearts 
of  all  France.  The  nightingale  sings  at  night  and  the  sky- 
lark in  the  morning.  However  rough  and  rugged  may  be  the 
winter's  day,  spring  comes  at  last:  the  sun  looks  out;  and  the 
world  laughs." 

"  Alas  !  my  good  father,"  replied  Isabel,  recognising  the 
voice,  "  I  shall  never  laugh  again ;"  but  as  she  raised  her 
eyes  with  a  slow  and  despairing  look  towards  his  face,  there 
was  something  in  his  countenance — a  meaning  smile,  an  ex- 
pression of  satisfaction — that  made  her  heart  thrill,  and  her 
whole  frame  tremble. 

"  He  is  pardoned  !  he  is  pardoned  !"  she  exclaimed,  dart- 
ing forward  to  meet  the  priest.  "  Oh,  father,  tell  me  that  he 
is  ])ardoncd  I" 

"  Not  exactly,"  answered  Father  Willand  ;  "  but  what  is 
quite  as  good — he  has  made  his  escape,  and  I  trust  is  some- 
where over  the  frontier  by  this  time." 

Isabel  sank  on  her  knees  where  she  stood,  and  clasping 
her  hands  together,  with  her  eyes  raised  towards  heaven,  she 
exclaimed,  "Merciful  God  be  praised!"  and  then  bending 
down  her  head  without  rising,  she  buried  her  eyes  in  her 
hands,  and  wept  long  and  convulsively. 

The  priest  tried  to  soothe  and  to  raise  her,  but  she  gently 
put  away  his  hand,  nuunmring,  "  It  is  joy  and  thankfulness  !" 
After  a  time,  however,  she  became  calm  ;  and  rising,  with- 
out speaking,  she  leaned  upon  the  good  man's  arm,  and 
slowly  took  her  way  back  to  the  chateau.  They  were  both 
silent;  but  when  she  entered  the  dwelling  where  she  had 
lately  passed  so  many  hours  of  misery,  when  she  crossed 
the  threshold  of  the  room  where  she  had  sat,  with  nothing 
but  despair  at  heart,  in  expectation  of  the  last  sad  stroke  of  all, 
the  contrast  overpowered  her,  and  again  she  wejit  profusely. 
liut  her  tears  were  now  more  (^alm  ;  and  after  awhile  she 
gladly  heard  all  that  Father  Willand  had  to  tell,  putting 
many  a  question,  and  making  him  repeat  more  than  once  the 
tale  of  his  finfliiig  the  duugcon  em])ty  of  its  tenant.  Every 
particular,  too,  ol'  Heniard  de  Rohan's  last  interview  with  the 
priest  she  asked  eagerly,  and  listened  to  as  if  her  life  had 
depended  on  each  word. 
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Between  his  answers  she  paused  and  pondered  over  what 
he  said,  and  many  times  she  inquired  if  Father  AViUand 
thought  that  Bernard  had  escaped  beyond  all  reach  of 
pursuit.  He  replied  that  there  was  every  reason  to  suppose 
so,  as  it  was  certain  that  at  the  end  of  four-and-twenty  hours 
not  a  trace  had  been  discovered  of  the  road  which  he  had 
taken. 

What  course  she  was  now  to  pursue  herself  became  the 
next  subject  of  discourse.  "  We  must  wait  here,"  she  said, 
"  for  some  days  longer,  in  order  to  make  sure  that  he  is  not 
discovered  and  brought  back  ;  but  then,  good  father — then  I 
would  fain  leave  this  place,  where  I  may  be  subject  to  painful 
importunity." 

"  But  whither  would  you  go,  lady  ?"  demanded  the  priest. 
"  There  are  few  of  the  neighbouring  sovereigns  that  would  dare 
to  receive  and  protect  a  fugitive  of  your  rank  and  wealth. 
Even  the  Emperor  and  the  King  of  Spain,  though  they  would 
seem  by  their  badge  to  claim  kindred  with  the  Argonauts, 
would  think  twice  ere  they  received  such  a  golden  fleece 
from  our  fair  land  of  France." 

"  I  will  put  them  to  no  such  trial,"  replied  Isabel. 
"  Wherever  I  go,  it  shall  be  as  one  in  humble  station.  I 
will  cast  fi-om  me  all  pretensions  to  that  rank,  the  purple 
garments  of  which  would  be  sad  trammels  on  the  limbs  of  a 
fugitive.  Wealth  I  shall  have  none  to  display  ;  and  though 
the  sums  which  the  King  has  caused  to  be  paid  me,  as 
heiress  to  my  father  and  poor  Henry,  may  afford  me  all  that 
I  can  wish  or  need,  I  must  husband  it  well  even  to  do  that. 
No,  no — I  will  seek  the  cottage  rather  than  the  castle,  good 
father.  Palaces  have  brought  me  woe  enough :  and,  in  humble 
garb  and  lowly  station,  I  shall  find  shelter  and  disguise  which 
will  not  easily  be  penetrated.  In  the  meantime,  we  must 
wait  here,  good  father,  till  we  hear  more  from  Paris." 

"  Faith,  lady,"  replied  the  priest,  "  you  may  wait,  if  it  so 
pleases  you,  but  I  must  go  on ;  for  the  King's  anger  at  all 
this  business  is  desperately  aroused,  and  a  ship  which  is 
sailing  before  that  hurricane  cannot  well  lay-to.  His  majesty 
has  sent  me  full  speed  to  my  poor  cure ;  and  I  must  be  on- 
ward on  my  way  before  nightfall." 

Isabel  looked  down,  grieved  and  perplexed ;  for  she  felt 
more  than  ever  the  need  of  some  one  on  whose  friendly 
aid  and  counsel  she  could  rely,  who  would  advise  her  in 
difficulties,  aid  her  in  danger,  and  support  her  under  care 
and  sorrow.  While  the  fate  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  had 
seemed  decided ;  while  she  could  look  to  no  other  prospect 
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but  the  desolate  solitude  of  a  disappointed  heart ;  while  it 
wanted  but  the  brief  agony  of  the  last  fatal  blow  to  sever  her 
from  worldly  things  for  ever — absorbed  in  her  anguish  for 
him — she  had  thought  little  of  her  own  future  fate  and 
situation.  The  idea  of  a  convent,  however,  had  been  always 
present  to  her  mind,  as  her  only  place  of  refuge  upon  earth. 
She  had  laid  out  no  plans  upon  the  subject;  she  had  given 
it  no  reflection ;  but  it  appeared  as  a  tiling  decided,  a  some- 
thing that  was  to  be. 

Now,  however,  the  image  of  those  grey  walls  and  silent 
cloisters,  which  she  had  looked  upon  as  the  only  shelter 
where  she  could  consume  the  melancholy  hours  of  after-life, 
had  passed  away.  The  hope  of  uniting  her  fate  to  that  of 
him  she  loved  revived,  and  she  determined,  as  we  have  seen, 
to  fly  from  those  scenes  where  absolute  power  might  at  any 
time  wring  from  her  the  hope  which  had  so  lately  sprung  up 
again.  But  the  question,  of  what  was  to  be  the  next  step,  of 
the  how,  and  the  whither,  and  the  when  she  was  to  fly,  was 
pressed  upon  her  imperatively  by  the  good  priest's  last 
words. 

If  the  Avrath  of  the  King,  she  thought,  Avere  so  much  ex- 
cited, might  it  not  speedily  show  itself  towards  her  ?  Might 
he  not  foresee  what  she  would  do,  and  take  means  to  insure 
that  she  should  not  execute  the  plan  that  seemed  to  her  the 
only  one  which  true  and  devoted  affection  could  follow  ? 

Thus  it  is  with  us  all :  impressed  deeply  with  our  own 
pur])0ses,  wishes,  and  feelings,  we  believe  that  other  people 
nmst  have  a  glass  within  their  bosom  to  reflect  them  all  at 
once,  not  knowing  that  the  sensations  of  every  individual 
throughout  the  wide  world  are  as  variously  modified  as  their 
features  ;  that  it  is  as  difficult  to  find  two  hearts  that  feel,  two 
minds  that  think  exactly  alike,  as  to  find  two  faces  that  could 
not  be  distinguished  fi'om  each  other,  or  two  bodies  exactly 
siu)ilar  ;  and  that  in  expecting  or  fearing  that  others  should 
divine  our  imi)ulses  by  their  own,  we  calculate  upon  a  thing 
which  seldom  if  ever  occurs.  Our  puqioses  may  be  dis- 
covered by  a  knowledge  of  our  general  habits  of  thought  and 
action  ;  but  it  rarely  happens  that  the  man  is  right  who 
jiulgcs  of  another's  motives  by  his  own. 

"  The  King,"  she  thought,  "  will  immediately  see  and 
understand  that  affection  will  induce  me  to  dedicate  my 
whole  life  to  soothe  and  comfort  him  I  love,  in  adversity  and 
exile,  and  his  anger  will  lead  him  to  take  instant  means  to 
])rcvent  me  from  so  acting." 

Although  it  is  true  that  the  King's  anger  did  jiroduce,  in 
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some  degree,  the  effect  that  she  imagined,  his  conduct  pro- 
ceeded from  none  of  the  motives  she  supposed.  He  never 
dreamt  that  she  woukl  think  of  so  bokl  and  daring  a  thing 
as  to  tiy  fi'om  his  court,  and  remove  herself  from  his  power. 
Such  an  action  at  that  time  might  be  considered  as  little  less 
than  high  treason,  and  the  likelihood  thereof  never  entered 
into  Henry's  mind. 

On  such  considerations,  however,  Isabel  now  acted  ;  and 
after  a  few  minutes'  thought,  she  said,  "  Well,  good  father, 
since  it  is  so,  I  must  fly  from  the  King's  wrath  also,  and  I  will 
fly  at  once,  lest  I  be  stopped  altogether.  By  so  acting,  there 
will  be  no  harm  done.  I  will  not  believe  that  poor  Bernard 
can  be  recaptured.  God  is  too  just  and  merciinl  to  suffer 
one  so  innocent  to  perish.  Even  if  he  were,  however,  it 
matters  not  much  whether  I  take  the  veil  in  this  or  in  another 
land;  and  even  by  flying  at  once,  perhaps,  I  may  mislead 
his  pursuers  into  a  belief  that  he  has  taken  another  course 
with  me,  from  that  which  he  has  really  followed.  I  will  fly 
with  you  at  once,  then,  good  father,  and  you  shall  be  my 
guide  and  my  supporter." 

"  I  would  fain  it  shoidd  be  so,  my  child,"  replied  Father 
Willand ;  "  but  in  seeking  to  go  with  me,  you  are  like  a 
young  fawn  who  should  ask  a  hunted  stag  to  take  her  under 
his  protection  when  fi-ightened  by  the  cry  of  the  hounds. 
They  can  trace  me  at  every  step,  daughter,  and  doubtless 
have  traced  me  on  my  way  already.  Thank  God,  there  is 
more  than  one  highway  in  France,  and  people  that  take  two 
opposite  roads  may  meet  in  the  end.  I  have  a  plan  for  you 
— I  have  a  plan  for  you.  But  we  must  be  quick  and  active ; 
and  whatever  we  do  now,  we  will  do  with  a  good  heart,  since 
hope  gives  us  her  light  to  lead  us  on." 

Father  Willand  remained  mth  the  lady  till  after  the 
morning  meal ;  but  then  his  mule  Avas  brought  round,  and  he 
took  his  departure  with  a  blessing  on  the  house.  A  servant 
went  with  him  down  the  avenue  to  open  the  gates  for  him  ; 
but  to  him  good  Father  Willand  said  little  or  nothing,  though 
he  had  talked  for  some  time  apart  with  an  elder  attendant,  who 
had  first  given  him  entrance.  All  then  resumed  its  quiet  in 
the  chateau.  Few  of  the  inhabitants  were  seen  moving  about. 
The  lady  continued  in  her  chamber  with  a  young  girl,  who 
had  become  her  immediate  personal  attendant,  since,  on 
arriving  at  the  court  of  France,  she  formally  dismissed  for 
ever  the  woman  Marguerite,  who  had  so  basely  betrayed  her. 
About  five  o'clock  in  the  evening,  however,  at  the  gi-eat  gates 
of  the  park  appeared  an  officer  of  the  King,  with  three  or 
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four  attendants  and  a  horse  litter — a  long  awkward  con- 
trivance borne  between  two  horses,  then  much  in  use, 
although  very  liable  to  accidents.  Having  announced  that 
he  came  from  the  King,  he  was  of  course  admitted  imme- 
diately, and  rode  through  the  park  to  the  chateau. 

"  Inform  your  mistress,"  he  said,  to  the  servant  whom  he 
found  in  the  hall,  "  that  I  have  the  King's  commands  to  escort 
her  immediately  to  Paris,  and  at  the  same  time  to  search  this 
chateau  and  the  adjacent  grounds,  in  order  to  ascertain  that 
a  prisoner,  just  escaped  fr'om  justice,  is  not  here  concealed." 

The  servant  replied  that  he  would  instantly  inform  the 
lady ;  and,  while  he  retfred  to  do  so,  the  officer  ordered  some 
of  his  followers  to  examine  strictly  every  part  of  the  park. 
They  proceeded  at  once  to  obey  his  commands ;  but  he  him- 
was  kept  waiting  in  the  hall  for  a  considerable  time.  He 
heard  doors  open  and  voices  calling,  and  one  domestic  asking 
another  where  their  mistress  was.  At  length  it  was  announced 
to  him  that  she  could  not  be  found  ;  and  some  declared  that 
she  must  have  gone  out  to  walk  again  in  the  grove  above, 
while  others  vowed  that  she  had  never  quitted  the  house. 

All  soon  became  confusion,  investigation,  and  doubt. 
The  lady  and  two  of  her  household  were  absent,  and  from 
the  removal  of  jewels,  money,  and  clothing,  it  was  clear  that 
no  intention  of  speedy  return  was  entertained.  Every  part 
of  the  chateau  was  searched,  every  part  of  the  park,  but 
nothing  could  be  discovered.  Every  servant  was  examined, 
every  peasant  in  the  neighbourhood,  but  no  information  of 
any  kind  could  be  obtained  :  and  it  was  universally  asserted, 
that  upon  none  of  the  thi'ce  roads  which  led  from  the  chateau 
had  any  one  been  seen  but  peasants,  with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  the  priest,  whose  path  could  be  traced  back  distinctly 
to  Fontainbleau. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

In  a  small  dark  room,  situated  tat  the  end  of  a  long  passage 
up  four  flights  of  stairs,  with  the  windows  closed  in  order 
that  the  light  from  a  lamp  on  the  table  might  not  find  its 
way  forth  into  the  streets  without,  sat  four  men,  wliose 
habiliments  did  not  certainly  ngree  very  well  with  the  scenes 
in  which  th(;y  were  found.  All  were  dressed  well ;  two  of 
them  splendidly ;  and  one,  though  more  simple  in  his 
garments  than  tlie  others,  though  small — perhaps  even  dimi- 
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native — in  person,  and  remarkably  beautiful  in  features,  had 
with  hira  an  air  of  power,  determination,  and  command, 
which  marked  him  out  as  a  man  accustomed  to  the  exercise 
of  high  authority,  and  conscious  of  possessing  great  influence 
of  some  kind. 

Though  such  was  the  personal  appearance  of  the  party  I 
have  mentioned,  the  chamber  in  which  they  sat  presented 
nothing  but  bare  walls,  clumsy  settles  of  wood,  an  oaken 
table  bearing  a  brass  lamp,  a  brazen  sconce  against  the  wall, 
and  a  huge  chimney  of  painted  wood,  jaundiced  by  the 
smoke  of  many  a  century. 

Darkness  had  covered  the  earth  many  an  hour,  and  the 
whole  party  sat  there  for  several  minutes  without  uttering  a 
word,  the  smaller  person  we  have  mentioned  remaining 
apparently  immovable  at  the  head  of  the  table,  with  his  fine 
head  resting  upon  a  hand  which  was  someAvhat  dispro- 
portioned  to  the  size  of  his  body,  being  large  and  muscular, 
and  fixing  his  eyes  with  an  expression  of  some  eagerness 
and  anxiety  upon  the  door  which  led  into  the  passage. 

After  this  silence  had  continued  for  a  considerable  time, 
however,  he  raised  his  head,  saying,  "  Snuff  that  candle  in 
the  sconce,  Jarnac — I  fear  he  has  failed  in  his  attempt." 

"We  should  all  be  in  a  rare  scrape,"  replied  the  other, 
who  rose  to  do  as  he  was  told — "  we  should  all  be  in  a  rare 
scrape,  if  he  should  be  caught  and  put  to  the  torture." 

"  Did  you  ever  kill  a  wolf,  Jarnac  ?"  demanded  the  one 
who  had  first  spoken. 

"  Many  a  one,  my  lord,"  replied  the  other.  "  But  what  of 
that.?" 

"  Why,  if  you  have,"  replied  his  companion,  "  you  have 
never  heard  him  howl  in  his  death.  Now  you  would  as  soon 
make  a  wolf  howl  or  a  cat  be  silent,  when  you  are  killing  it, 
as  you  would  make  our  good  friend  the  Chevalier  say  one 
word  by  all  the  tortures  in  the  world.  I  know  my  man,  and 
how  entirely  he  can  be  trusted." 

"  I  do  wonder,  I  confess,  Marechal,"  said  one  of  the  other 
gentlemen  at  the  table,  "  that  you  make  use  of  such  people 
in  any  way.  In  this  instance,  indeed,  his  services  may  be 
very  appropriate  ;  but  in  the  field  the  matter  is  different. 
What  would  the  King  say,  if  he  knew  it  ?" 

"He  does  know  it,"  replied  the  other;  "  and  he  says  what 
I  will  make  you  say  some  day,  my  good  friend,  when  you 
see  what  these  fellows  can  and  will  do  in  cases  where  their 
courage  is  put  to  the  test.  As  to  the  man  we  have  to  deal 
with  now,  I  can  tell  you,  that  with  all  the  honourable  service 

x  2 
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of  such  gentlemen  as  you  are — with  all  your  skill,  and 
courage,  and  ability — I  should  not  have  been  able  to  main- 
tain Piedmont  two  months  if  it  had  not  been  for  his  assist- 
ance and  for  his  intelligence." 

"  Why,  what  could  Philip  have  done  ?"  demanded  the  gen- 
tleman who  had  risen. 

"  He  would  have  given  me  a  coup  de  Jarnac^'"^  answered 
the  one  at  the  head  of  the  table,  which  reply  caused  a  smile 
to  come  upon  the  countenance  of  the  rest.  "  But  hark,"  he 
continued,  "  I  hear  some  one  in  the  passage.  Let  us  be  upon 
our  guard." 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  the  last  words,  when  a  quick  and 
eager  hand  was  laid  upon  the  lock,  the  door  burst  open,  and 
a  man  clothed  with  the  black  robe  and  cap  of  an  exempt 
rushed  in  suddenly.  One  of  the  gentlemen  laid  his  hand 
upon  his  sword  ;  but  the  intruder  paused  ere  he  reached  the 
table,  and  looked  round  as  one  bewildered  upon  the  faces 
there  collected,  while  he  who  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table  rose 
and  embraced  him  warmly,  exclaiming,  "  Welcome,  my  poor 
fiiend !  welcome  !  Close  the  door,  Jarnac,  and  lock  it.  Are 
you  pursued,  De  Rohan  ?  If  you  are,  we  have  another  place 
of  security  for  you,  behind  the  panel  there.  Are  you  pur- 
sued ?" 

"  I  believe  not,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  I  think  not. 
He  who  delivered  me  remains  below  to  see  ;  but  I  do  not 
think,  Brissac,  that  any  one  saw  how  the  matter  was  accom- 
jilished.  On  my  life,  it  has  all  been  so  sudden  that  I  myself 
scarcely  know  the  facts ;  and  to  see  you  here,  too,  almost 
makes  me  fancy  myself  in  a  dream.  How  did  it  take  place  ? 
Was  the  gaoler  bribed  ?" 

"  Nay,"  replied  Brissac,  "  we  know  as  little  as  you  do : 
indeed,  still  less.  All  we  can  tell  is,  that  our  good  iriend  the 
Chevalier  Lenoir — finding  I  had  amved  in  Paris  secretly,  in 
order  to  disabuse  the  King's  ear  of  the  tales  told  him,  against 
Montmorency,  by  the  Guises,  and  to  obtain  farther  assistance 

*  This  alluded  to  the  famous  duel,  which  had  taken  place  some  years  before  in 
the  presence  of  the  whole  French  court,  between  Jarnac  and  La  Chataigneraie, 
when  the  former,  who  was  then  (juite  an  unknown  young  man,  or  only  cele- 
brated for  his  courteous  manners  and  fop[)ery,  overcame  his  adversary,  who  was 
renowned  for  his  fierce  courage  and  skill  in  arms,  by  a  back  stroke,  which 
divided  the  tendon  of  his  leg.  The  latter  ultimately  died;  and  the  superb 
supper  which  he  had  prepared  in  his  tent  to  regale  the  lords  of  the  court  whom  he 
had  invited,  with  that  ridiculous  bravado,  to  revel  with  him  alter  he  should  have 
killed  Jarnac,  was  plundered  in  the  most  scandalous  manner  by  the  lackeys  of 
the  court.  The  expression  of  a  cnit/i  de  Jarnac,  to  express  an  unexpected  blow, 
passed  into  a  proverb  from  this  event. 
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for  myself  in  Savoy* — came  to  seek  me,  and  undertook  to 
set  you  free  from  prison  if  I  would  undertake  to  get  you 
safely  out  of  Paris." 

"  And  so  you  did  not  believe  me  guilty,  Brissac  ?"  ex- 
claimed Bernard  de  Rohan,  grasping  his  hand. 

"  How  could  1,  my  young  fi'iend  ?"  replied  Brissac.  "  How 
could  any  one  who  knows  you  as  I  know  you  }  First,  I  do 
not  think  that  any  jjrovocation  would  have  tempted  you  to 
draw  your  sword  on  Henry  of  Brienne.  Next,  if  you  had 
done  so  in  honom'able  strife,  you  never  would  have  denied 
it ;  and  as  to  doing  any  such  thing  other  than  honourably, 
no  one  who  has  served  with  you  could  dream  of  such  a  thing 
for  a  moment.  But  tell  us  how  the  Chevalier  managed  to 
free  you.  We  were  in  no  degree  made  acquainted  with  his 
plans,  and  are  as  curious  as  washerwomen  to  know  how  the 
thing  was  brought  about." 

"  I  will  tell  you  all  that  I  know,"  replied  the  young  gen- 
tleman, "  though  that  is  but  very  little.  When  they  took  me 
to  the  great  Chatelet  where  judgment  was  to  be  pronounced, 
I  observed  few,  if  any,  persons  near  the  entrance ;  but  when 
the  sentence  had  been  read,  and  I  had  spoken  what  I  judged 
right,  I  thought  I  heard,  as  we  left  the  hall,  a  voice  near  me 
say  in  a  low  tone,  '  Take  courage.'  I  heeded  it  little,  how- 
ever ;  but  when  I  passed  out  of  the  building,  to  be  led  back 
to  the  petit  Chatelet,  I  saw  a  great  number  of  people  round 
the  gates,  who  followed  us,  and  seemed  to  pity  me,  pressing 
hard  upon  the  archers  with  murmurs  and  some  shouts.  The 
small  number  of  men  with  me,  the  words  that  I  had  heard — 
which  made  me  think  that  one  of  the  two  ushers  was  my 
friend — and  the  demeanour  of  the  crowd,  made  me  entertain 
some  hopes  of  escape,  when  suddenly,  as  we  were  crossing 
the  bridge,  a  fresh  body  of  archers  came  up,  together  with  an 
exempt  and  an  usher,  suiTounding  me  so  closely  that  all 
hope  vanished.  The  doors  of  the  lesser  Chatelet  were  soon 
closed  behind  me ;  the  gaoler,  who  is  called  Bertrand  Saar, 
sent  his  keys  by  one  of  the  under-keepers  of  the  prison, 
turning  away  his  head,  and  not  saying  a  word  himself. 
With  an  usher  on  one  side,  an  exempt  on  the  other,  and 
several  persons  following,  I  was  hurried  along  through  the 
dark  comdors.  As  we  went,  some  loud  conversation  was 
begun  by  the  men  behind  regarding  the  mob,  and  the  necessity 

*  'i'his  private  expedition  of  Brissac  to  Paris,  for  the  purposes  here  stated, 
•would  seem  to  be  beyoud  doubt;  and  illustrative  of  his  great  powers  of  sustain- 
ing fatigue,  there  exists  a  tradition  that  he  never  slept  in  a  bed  from  the  time 
he  left  his  head  quarters  till  he  reached  the  French  capital. 
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of  making  haste  away,  lest  it  should  increase  to  a  dangerous 
extent,  and  stone  the  guards,  as  had  been  done  once  before. 
At  that  moment  T  felt  the  exempt  draw  me  nearer  to  him  by 
the  arm,  and  heard  him  whisper, '  Yield  yourself  to  me  in  all 
tiling's,     Be  quick  and  dexterous  in  putting  on  what  I  give 
you,  and  then  follow  like  lightning,  when  I  say  the  word.'  By 
this  time  we  were  at  the  dungeon  door.   The  gaoler  unlocked 
and  drew  it  back,  standing  behind  it  with  his  lantern,  as  it 
filled  up  a  considerable  portion  of  the  passage.    The  archers 
and  the   rest  of  those  who  had  been  following,  were  kept 
back    a  step  or  two  by  what  seemed  to  me  one  of  their 
officers,  who  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  passage  talking  to 
them  eagerly.     The  usher,  the  exempt,  and  another  officer 
of  the  archers  came  in  with  me  into  the  dungeon  ;  and  while 
one  snatched  up  the  lamp  and  snuffing  it  against  the  wall, 
threw  the  whole  place  for  a  minute  into  darkness,  the  other 
cast  this  black  gown  over  my  shoulders,  and  put  the  cap 
upon  my  head.     Before  I  was  well  aware  what  was  doing, 
the  usher  pushed  me  out  before  him,  saying,  '  Come,  let  us 
be  gone,  and  leave  the  prisoner  to  repose.'     The  officer  set 
down  the   candle  on  the   table  with  his  back  to   the  bed, 
saying,  '  Good  night.  Monsieur  de  Rohan — I  wish  I  coidd 
help  you ;'  and  then  followed  the  rest,  tm^ning  the  key  with 
his  own  hands,  and  giving  it  afterwards  to  the  gaoler.     In 
the  meanwhile,  the  other  two  hurried  me  on,  no  one  per- 
ceiving in  the  darkness   and  confusion  that  there  was   an 
exempt  more  than  the  number.     The  man  who  was  by  my 
side  pushed  me  forward,  whispering  only,  '  Be  silent  as  the 
grave.'     In  passing  out  through  the  gaoler's  room,  several 
were  turning  towards  us,  as  if  to  speak,  and  one  of  them 
asked  some  of  the  archers  to  drink  wine  ;  but  an  officer  at 
that  moment  created  a  little  confusion  and  jesting  at  the 
other  side,  by  pulling  the  beard  of  Bertrand  Saar,  who  sat 
half  asleep  over  the   fire.     In  the  meantime,  we   hastened 
on,  and  were  soon  past  the  gates.     The  crowd  was  thinner 
than  before  ;  but  a  number  of  persons  were  still  there,  who 
saluted  us  with  hootings  and  stones.     The  order  was  then 
given  for  the  archers  to  dis})erse  and  follow  them;  and  I  felt 
myself  ])ulled  onward  by  the  sleeve,  up  one  of  the  streets 
leading  hither.     An  officer  of  the  archers  was  beside  me,  and 
I  dared  not  say  a  word  to  my  friend,  the  exempt,   on  the 
other  side,  for  fear  of  betraying  myself.     This  continued  for 
some  way,  there  l)cing  a  group  of  persons  running  on  before, 
and  every  now  and  tlicn  turning  to  throw  a  stone  or  two, 
which  took  no  efl'ect.     Some  other  archers,  who  were  coming 
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on,  soon  gave  up  the  pursuit ;  and  what  was  ray  surprise 
then  to  see  two  of  the  mob  that  we  had  been  following, 
suddenly  cease  their  flight  and  advance  to  meet  us,  saying, 
'  All  is  right ! — the  rest  are  gone  !'  The  exempt  then  looked 
round,  and  said  aloud,  '  Disperse,  then,  and  leave  him  with 
me — I  will  meet  you  all  ere  daybreak  to-mon'ow,'  I  then, 
for  the  first  time,  recognised  one  to  whom  I  have  owed  my 
liberty  before." 

"  In  other  words,"  said  the  Marechal  de  Brissac,  "  our 
good  friend,  the  Chevalier  Lenoir;  or,  to  call  him  by  his 
more  formidable  name,  Corse  de  Leon.  But  I  hope  and 
trust  that  he  has  got  into  no  trouble  himself,  for  this  has 
been  a  bold  attempt.  Where  did  you  leave  him,  De 
Rohan .?" 

"  At  the  door  of  the  house,  my  lord,"  replied  the  young 
cavalier.  "  He  said  he  would  stay  to  see  that  we  were  not 
pursued,  and  gave  me  some  directions  for  finding  this  room, 
which  I  wonder  that  I  understood,  for,  to  say  sooth,  my 
brain  "vvas,  and  still  is,  so  confused  and  perplexed,  that  I 
scarcely  even  now  believe  that  all  these  things  are  real." 

"  Run  down,  Jarnac,"  said  the  Marechal — ''  run  down,  and 
see  that  no  harm  befals  our  good  friend. — Ay,  De  Rohan," 
he  continued,  "  your  brain  may  well  turn  round  ;  for  though 
I  have  seen  you  front  Death  many  a  day  as  carelessly  as  if 
he  were  but  your  adversary  at  a  party  in  the  Mall,  yet  he 
bears  another  aspect  when  we  sit  and  look  upon  him  calmly 
and  deliberately,  without  the  power  to  struggle  against  him 
or  turn  away  our  eyes." 

"  Alas  !  my  dear  lord,"  replied  De  Rohan,  "  that  was  not 
all.  Were  I  to  choose,  I  certainly  would  meet  the  great  foe 
of  human  life  in  the  battle-field,  or  before  the  walled  city, 
coming  on  the  cannon  ball  or  on  the  lance's  point ;  but  still 
I  do  believe  that  I  could  meet  him  calmly  and  fhmly  also  on 
the  bed  of  sickness,  or  in  any  other  way  but  in  the  shape  of  a 
dark,  dishonourable  end,  the  sport  of  grinning  multitudes, 
fallen,  and  given  up  to  disgrace,  and  charged  with  crimes  my 
very  heart  abhors.  It  was  all  this  that  made  death  terrible  ; 
and  now,  by  the  sudden  change  of  all  my  feelings,  by  this 
confusion  of  brain  and  perturbation  of  mind,  I  know  for  the 
first  time  fully  how  terribly  apprehension  and  despair  had 
cast  me  down." 

"  W^ell,  well,  repose  for  a  moment,"  said  Brissac,  "  and 
we  will  pledge  you  in  a  cup  of  wine,  for  here  am  I  lodged, 
with  all  conveniences  to  boot;  and  in  the  little  room  hid 
behind  the  wainscot  there,  we  have  both  bottles  and  glasses, 
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and  all  the  refrcsliing  aids  of  life.  The  King  has  sent  me 
some  choice  vintages  from  his  own  cellar ;  for  he  would  not 
have  it  known  for  half  of  Italy  that  I  am  in  his  good  town 
of  Paris ;  and  I  nmst  needs  go  back  before  two  days  are  over, 
to  settle  what  remains  unsettled  in  Savoy.  Bring  us  out  cups 
and  bottles,  Martigny.  We  must  refi'esh  our  prisoner  before 
we  send  him  off'  again. — Do  you  know,  De  Rohan,  that  you 
will  have  to  ride  far  to-night  ?" 

"  My  lord,  I  am  quite  willing,"  replied  the  young  cavalier. 
"  I  cannot  but  feel  that  every  moment  I  remain  here,  I  peril 
your  safety  as  well  as  my  own." 

"  Psha  !"  said  Brissac.  "  Not  so,  De  Rohan :  I  am  too  old 
a  soldier  not  to  lay  my  plans  well  beforehand,  and  to  guard 
against  all  surprise.  Here  is  a  passport  for  two  of  my  fol- 
lowers, Monsieur  de  Martigny,  there  present,  and  a  gentle- 
man of  the  name  of  Marli.  They  are  very  accurately  de- 
scribed. See  if  you  would  know  your  own  picture.  It  was 
easily  obtained  from  the  King,  who  is  so  anxious  to  prevent 
the  Cardinal  or  his  brother  from  knowing  the  fact  of  my  being 
in  Paris,  that  he  himself  enjoined  me  to  get  my  followers, 
few  as  they  are,  out  of  the  city  by  slow  degrees  and  quiet 
means.  There  is  an  order  already  sent  to  the  gates  to  give 
immediate  exit  to  two  gentlemen  bearing  this  passport,  and 
the  horses  will  be  here  ere  half  an  hour  is  over.  Make  the 
best  of  your  way  to  om'  good  friends  the  Swiss,  and  then  by 
Geneva  round  to  Savoy.  By  taking  that  road,  you  Avill  not 
be  recognised  ;  and  when  we  meet  amongst  the  Alps,  we  will 
arrange  some  farther  plan  for  your  safety  and  your  comfort. 
But  here  come  Jarnac  and  the  Chevalier.  Welcome !  wel- 
come !  Monsieur  Lenoir.  This  is  indeed  a  coup  de  main 
worthy  of  a  Lautrec  or  a  Bourbon.    Is  all  quiet  without  ?" 

"  All  is  quiet,  my  lord,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon,  who  stood 
at  the  end  of  the  table  while  he  spoke,  gazing  with  calm 
seriousness  sometimes  on  Brissac,  sometimes  on  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  and  never  suffering  his  lip  to  be  moved  into  a  smile. — 
"  all  is  quite  quiet,  my  lord,  and  will,  I  trust,  remain  so  till  to- 
morrow morning,  when  they  must  necessarily  discover  this 
gentleman's  flight." 

"  It  will  be  discovered  ere  that,  I  fear,"  replied  Bernard 
de  Rohan  ;  "  for  good  Father  Wllland  left  me  not  long  ago, 
to  bear  back  my  reply  to  the  King,  promising  to  return  to 
me  s])(>cdily." 

"  That  is  unfortunate,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon.  "  I  met 
the  good  priest  not  long  ago,  and  was  about  to  make  him 
acquainted  with  our  plan,  for  he  might  have  assisted  us  much. 
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He  was  in  haste,  however,  and  I  told  him  to  meet  me  in  the 
arcade  at  the  CordcHers  :  hut  as  I  jxissed  by  the  spot,  he  had 
not  yet  arrived  ;  and  liearing  that  the  archers  were  marching- 
down  to  tahe  you  to  the  great  Chutelet  for  judgment,  I  knew 
that  there  was  no  time  to  be  lost." 

"  From  Monsieur  de  Rohan's  account,"  said  Brissac,  "  you 
must  have  had  confederates  amongst  these  archers." 

"  I  had,"  answered  Corse  de  Leon,  drily,  "  and  I  had 
archers  of  my  own  besides.  The  only  difficidty  was  to  find 
an  excuse  for  mingling  with  the  others  ;  but  that  was  soon 
gained  by  throwing  a  few  stones,  and  what  between  the  con- 
nivance of  some  and  the  ignorance  of  others,  the  matter 
passed  easily  enough.  There  was  many  a  one,  doubtless, 
suspected  something,  but  did  not  choose  to  speak  at  the  time, 
and  will  take  care  to  hold  their  tongues  now,  so  that  the 
matter  may  possibly  never  be  known.  That  mad  rebel, 
Janicot,  indeed,  had  well  nigh  spoiled  the  whole  affair.  As 
Bertrand  Saar  sat  by  the  fire  resolved  to  see  nothing  of  what 
was  going  on,  the  impudent  villain  pulled  his  beard,  present- 
ing to  the  eyes  of  the  town  gaoler  the  face  of  the  most  noto- 
rious swindler  in  Paris,  joined  to  the  body  of  an  archer  of 
the  jDrevot's  lieutenant.  However,  this  is  a  sad  mishap  that 
the  good  priest  should  go  thither  unprepared;  and  there  is 
nothing  for  it,  my  lord,  but  that  Monsieur  de  Rohan  should 
go  forth  at  once  before  the  alarm  is  given,  otherwise  the  gates 
will  be  shut.  I  will  leave  orders  for  my  own  people,  and 
will  go  with  him.  My  horse  is  ready  saddled.  We  can  find 
the  other  two  at  the  stables." 

"  But  I  have  got  no  pass  for  you,  my  good  Chevalier," 
replied  De  Brissac.  "  The  one  I  obtained  only  specifies 
two,  and  one  of  those  must  be  Martigny.  Come,  fill  up  the 
cup,  De  Rohan,  and  drain  it  off.  You  will  need  strength, 
for  there  is  notliing  relaxes  the  strong  sinew  like  gi'ief." 

"  I  always  bear  my  own  passport,  my  lord,"  replied  Corse 
de  Leon,  to  that  part  of  Brissac's  speech  which  was  ad- 
di'essed  to  him.  "  They  do  not  stoj)  me  at  town  gates  in 
general." 

"  On  my  life,"  said  Brissac,  "  you  have  come  very  near  the 
King's  majesty,  most  noble  Chevalier.  You  furnish  your  own 
passports,  and  provide  your  own  archers,  open  the  doors  of 
prisons,  and  cause  the  town  gates  to  be  unbarred  at  your 
pleasure.     You  surely  must  be  the  King  himself" 

"  Not  of  France,  nor  of  Paris,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon, 
"  for  here  we  are  all  in  bonds ;  but  on  the  mountain- side,  my 
lord,  I  am  king — king  of  myself,  which  is  the  only  kingdom 
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that  I  covet ;  and  noAv,  thank  Heaven,  I  shall  be  there  again 
right  soon.  A  city  always  makes  me  feel  sickly,  not  in  body, 
but  in  mind.  Let  us  away,  however ;  let  us  away,  for  there 
is  no  time  to  spare." 

"  Yet  a  moment,"  said  Brissac — "yet  a  moment.  Come 
with  me  in  here,  De  Rohan.  You  are  not  equipped  as 
becomes  Monsieur  de  Marli ;"  and  leading  his  young  fi-iend 
througli  the  small  door  in  the  panelling,  which  led  into  a 
little  room  beyond,  he  soon  brought  him  forth  again  with  his 
dress  completely  changed,  his  mustachio  cut  short,  and 
various  other  alterations  effected,  for  the  purpose  of  trans- 
forming his  appearance.  Corse  de  Leon,  however,  seemed 
to  consider  such  arrangements  very  imnecessary,  and  some- 
what like  a  waste  of  precious  moments ;  for  during  the 
whole  time  that  they  were  proceeding,  he  stood  at  the  end  of 
the  table,  with  his  arms  still  folded  upon  his  chest,  and  his 
eyes  bent  down,  but  speaking  no  word  to  any  one,  and  indi- 
cating a  consciousness  of  the  scene  around  him  only  by 
slowly  beating  the  floor  with  the  heel  of  his  boot,  and  once 
or  twice  raising  his  eye  to  the  door  in  the  panel. 

Monsieur  de  Martigny,  who  seemed  to  know  more  of  the 
Brigand  than  the  other  two  gentlemen,  marked  the  little 
signs  of  impatience  that  he  displayed ;  and  in  order  not  to 
waste  time,  prepared  himself  hurriedly  for  departure,  brought 
his  hat  fi'om  the  other  room,  buckled  on  his  sword,  which  lay 
upon  one  of  the  settles,  filled  his  pockets  with  various  things 
he  thought  might  be  needed  on  the  journey,  and  was  ready 
to  set  out  when  Brissac  and  his  young  friend  returned.  The 
moment  they  appeared,  the  Brigand  seized  Bernard  de 
Rohan  by  the  arm,  saying,  "  Come  I  come!  We  shall  have 
notice  given  of  your  escape  at  the  gates.  Come  !"  and 
without  taking  any  ftirther  leave  of  the  Marechal  or  his  com- 
panions, he  hurried  the  young  cavalier  through  the  passage 
and  down  the  stairs.  Brissac  followed,  with  Monsieur  de 
Martigny,  till  they  reached  the  door,  and  there  grasping  De 
Rohan's  hand,  he  bade  God  speed  him,  and  saw  him  depart. 

The  three  then  walked  on  rapidly  till  they  came  into  a 
small  back  street  occupied  princi])ally  by  stables.  Corse  de 
Leon  left  them  there  for  a  uioment,  saying,  he  woidd  find 
his  horse  and  come  to  theui ;  and  knocking  at  one  of  the 
stable  doors,  Monsieur  de  Martigny  led  his  companion  into 
a  long  dose  building,  where  a  boy,  who  seemed  the  only 
person  up,  hastened  to  })ut  the  bits  into  the  mouths  of  two 
strong  horses  which  stood  ready  saddled.  They  were 
brought  forth  in  a  minute,  and  Bernard  and  his  comjjanion 
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mounted ;  but  before  they  were  well  seated  in  the  saddle, 
the  noise  of  a  horse's  feet  coming  quick  was  heard,  and 
Corse  de  Leon  rode  up  and  led  them  on  their  way. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  arrived  at  the  city  gates,  slackening 
their  pace  as  they  approached,  for  fear  of  exciting  suspicion. 
All  was  quite  tranquil,  however ;  and  an  old  man  who  was 
slee])ing  in  the  lower  story  of  a  tower  which  then  formed  one 
of  the  gates  of  Paris,  was  with  difficulty  wakened  to  give 
them  egress.  Monsieur  de  Martigny  tendered  the  pass  ;  but 
the  man,  without  looking  at  it,  rubbed  his  sleepy  eyes,  saying, 
"  I  know,  I  know  !  They  sent  up  word  an  hour  ago. — People 
going  to  join  Monsieur  de  Brissac,  are  not  yovi  ?" 

"  Exactly  so,"  replied  Martigny,  with  a  smile  ;  and  the 
old  man,  unlocking  and  unbolting  the  heavy  gates  drew  them 
slowly  back,  and  suffered  the  party  to  issue  out  into  the  suburb. 

They  all  continued  silent  till  they  had  passed  the  last 
houses ;  but  when  they  reached  a  spot  where  the  fields  and 
vineyards  began  to  appear  around  them,  Corse  de  Leon 
paused  for  an  instant  upon  a  little  rise  from  which  the  whole 
city  of  Paris  could  be  seen  gathered  together,  with  the  moon 
low  down  in  the  sky,  lighting  the  sweet  valley  of  the  Seine, 
and  casting  the  town  into  dark  masses  of  deep  shade. 

"  Now  I  can  breathe  1"  he  said — "  now  1  can  breathe  I  Oh 
cursed  heap  of  stones  !  while  I  remain  in  your  small  dens  of 
corruption  and  wickedness,  I  feel  as  if  the  very  air  I  breathe 
were  thick  and  loathsome  with  every  abomination  under  the 
sun ;  as  if  the  sky  above  me  were  loaded  v^ith  groans,  and 
tears,  and  curses,  and  lies;  and  as  if  the  groimd  under  my 
feet  were  ready  to  yawn,  and  swallow  up  the  abode  of  cruelty, 
and  deceit,  and  folly,  in  which  I  stand.  I  never  enter  your 
gates  but  a  load  like  that  of  death  seems  to  fall  upon  my 
heart.  I  never  quit  you  but  the  wide  world  of  God  seems 
more  beautiful,  more  sweet,  more  enchanting  than  before, 
from  the  contrast  with  this  foul  world  of  man's  handiwork." 

Having  thus  given  vent  to  feelings  which  seemed  to  have 
been  long  gathering  in  his  heart,  he  rode  on  with  his  two 
companions,  and  for  the  rest  of  their  way  during  that  night 
showed  himself  much  more  talkative  than  was  common  with 
him.  His  conversation  was  still  of  the  same  wild  and  enthu- 
siastic tone  as  usual;  and  Monsieur  de  Martigny,  who  had  a 
considerable  share  of  the  mere  man  of  the  world  in  his  nature, 
either  fell  into  fits  of  thought,  scarcely  attending  to  what  he 
considered  rambling  nonsense,  or  merely  listened  to  wliat 
Corse  de  Leon  said,  and  smiled  at  his  vehemence  and  en- 
thusiasm. 
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Bernard  de  Rohan,  on  his  ])art,  however,  joined  in  con- 
versation with  him  from  time  to  time,  and  at  length  indnced 
liim  to  s]icak  calmly  and  connectedly  on  various  subjects  in 
regard  to  which  he  required  information  ;  for  since  he  had 
been  imprisoned  he  had  been  enabled  to  obtain  no  intelli- 
gence of  Isabel  de  Brienne,  or  even  of  the  movements  of  the 
court  of  France.  When  he  heard  where  she  was,  the  natural 
desire  of  seeing  her  and  informing  her  of  his  safety  imme- 
diately took  possession  of  him,  and  he  proposed,  as  they 
passed  not  far  from  Nogent,  to  visit  the  place  of  her  tempo- 
rary abode.  Monsieur  de  Martigny  strongly  opposed  his 
wishes  in  this  respect ;  but  Corse  de  Leon  listened  with  a 
smile,  and  said,  he  did  not  see  why  it  should  not  be  under- 
taken. "  There  is  nothing  like  danger,"  he  added,  "  for  a 
brave  man." 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

We  must  now  pass  over  a  brief  space  of  time.  It  was  in  the 
spring  of  the  year :  though  the  bright  season  was  still  uncon- 
firmed :  the  day  had  been  as  wayward  as  a  spoilt  child,  now 
full  of  magical  brightness  and  false  promises  of  splendour, 
now  drowned  in  stormy  tears  and  overshadowed  with  lower- 
ing clouds.  The  morning  had  been  warm  and  sunny,  but 
the  evening  was  cold  and  boisterous  ;  and  round  the  windows 
and  doors  of  a  tavern  on  the  hill  just  above  Lyons  the  wind 
roared  and  the  storm  pelted  as  if  resolved  to  force  an 
entrance. 

In  despite  of  the  howling,  however,  warmth,  and  merriment, 
and  loud  laughter  reigned  within.  In  the  wide  black  fire- 
place enormous  logs  of  wood  blazed  and  crackled  as  if  it  had 
been  winter ;  and  though  there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that 
the  fragrant  and  potential  liquor  called  punch  was  then  un- 
known in  France,  and  ardent  spirits  seldom,  if  ever,  to  be  met 
with,  yet  a  more  generous  substitute  was  found  in  the  red 
blood  of  the  rich  gra])e  of  the  Rhone,  which,  mulled  with 
sugar  and  spices,  was  flowing  co])iously  amongst  a  party  of 
men  who,  seated  round  the  table,  were  employing  various 
means  of  setting  at  defiance  the  tempest  that  raged  without. 
One  personage,  who  had  arrived  later  than  the  rest,  sat  tear- 
ing t(;  pieces  an  enormous  ca])on  ;  another  was  finishing  his 
desert  of  dried  IVuits  and  savoury  salt-meals  from  Italy;  and 
the  rest,  who  had   imbibed  a  portion  somewhat  more  than 
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sufRcient,  perhaps,  of  the  Avarm  beverage  we  have  talked  of, 
wrangled  and  laughed,  and  jested  and  railed,  and  shook  the 
dice  and  shviffled  the  cards  with  all  the  fierce  and  reckless 
ribaldry  which  generally  accompanies  those  diabolical  in- 
ventions of  the  spirit  of  all  evil.  One  of  the  men  thus  en- 
gaged was  remarkably  handsome,  perhaps  the  word  ought  to 
be  beautiful,  in  feature  ;  strong  and  powerful,  too,  was  he  in 
form  ;  but  the  expression  of  the  countenance  was  as  dark 
and  sinister  as  it  is  possible  to  conceive. 

Now,  however,  he  had  drunk  much,  was  winning  largely 
and  loud  laughter  expanded  his  countenance  ;  but  riotous 
merriment  was  not  able  to  banish  the  fierce  and  meaning 
glance  of  his  eye,  or  to  take  away  the  bull-dog-like  drawing 
down  of  the  corners  of  his  under-lip,  when  for  a  moment  he 
paused  to  consider  his  game.  >Vhenever  a  turn  took  place  in 
favour  of  his  adversary,  he  looked  at  him  as  if  he  could 
mui-der  him  ;  and  on  the  other  winning  one  solitary  game 
out  of  many,  the  ruffian  drew  his  dagger  from  the  sheath,  and 
struck  the  fine  blade  tlii-ough  the  whole  pack  of  cards,  nail- 
ing them  to  the  board  at  which  he  sat.  Then,  casting  the 
dice  into  the  fire,  he  vowed  he  would  play  no  more,  and 
sweeping  up  his  winnings,  took  another  deep  draught  of  the 
hot  wine. 

"  Well,  Master  Geronimo,"  said  the  man  who  was  busy 
with  the  capon,  "  you  have  won  enough  for  one  night,  I 
should  think?  You  need  not  be  in  such  a  passion  with  the 
cards." 

"  I  will  be  in  a  passion  with  anything  !"  cried  the  Italian, 
with  a  fierce  and  beastly  oath.  "  Nothing  shall  cross  me 
without  feeling  my  passion." 

"  Except  our  good  Lord  of  Masseran,"  replied  the  other. 
"  Faith,  he  will  cross  you,  and  you  must  not  cross  him. 
Master  Geronimo." 

"  Why  say  you  that  ?— why  say  you  that  ?"  demanded  the 
other,  fiercely,  and  feeling  for  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

"Nay,  nay,  be  quiet!"  replied  the  other,  in  a  calm  tone. 
"  We  have  but  met  here  for  one  night,  you  going  up  to  Paris, 
and  we  coming  down  from  it,  and  we  may  as  well  spend  it 
without  brawling.  How  left  you  our  good  lord  .?  How  has 
he  passed  the  long  three  months  since  he  left  us  in  Paris  ?" 

"  You  said  I  dared  not  cross  him,"  said  Geronimo,  still 
returning  to  the  matter  of  offence:  "why  said  you  that.-' — If 
you  said  it  out  of  your  own  head,  I  will  cut  your  throat." 

"  It  wont  be  the  first  you  have  cut,"  replied  the  other, 
coolly.     "  But  you  sha'n't  cut  mine ;  for  if  you  show  cold 
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iron,  I'll  have  the  host  and  the  halberdiers  in ;  but  why  I 
said  vou  dared  not  cross  him — if  you  will  know — was  because 
I  saw  liini  jnish  you  out  of  his  presence,  with  an  ill  word, 
just  before  he  and  you  and  the  rest  of  you  left  Paris  to  go 
home." 

"  He  had  better  not  push  me  again  !"  muttered  Geronimo, 
between  his  teeth,  with  another  horrible  oath  :  "  he  has  more 
need  to  fear  me  than  I  have  to  fear  him.  I  could  tell  a  tale 
of  him,  if  I  liked,  that  would  set  his  head  as  high  as  Mont- 
faucon,  as  you  Frenchmen  say.  But  no  more  of  that !  I  may 
have  to  give  him  a  sleeping  dose  some  day. — Here,  some 
more  wine  !  Why,  the  fiend  have  the  man  !  he  thinks  we  are 
babies,  and  drink  out  of  pap-spoons." 

"  But  tell  us,  Geronimo,"  said  the  other,  not  unwilling  to 
change  the  conversation,  "  how  have  you,  and  my  lord,  and 
the  rest,  passed  the  winter  in  Savoy.?" 

"  Why,  in  building  up  the  fortifications,"  he  replied,  "  and 
listing  new  soldiers,  and  hunting  wolves,  and  hanging  five  of 
Corse  de  Leon's  band,  whom  we  caught  like  partridges  in  a 
net,  while  they  were  helping  the  peasants  to  dig  out  old 
Gandelot's  inn,  which  was  buried  in  the  last  avalanche." 

"  I  heard  there  were  ten,"  replied  the  other.  "  You  surely 
hanged  ten,  did  you  not .'" 

"Oh,  yes, we  hanged  ten,"  replied  the  man;  "for  we  hanged 
all  that  we  found,  to  show  om'selves  impartial ;  but  five  of 
them  were  peasants." 

"  You  had  better  not  let  Corse  de  Leon  get  hold  of  you," 
replied  the  other. 

"  I  sliould  like  to  get  hold  of  him,"  answered  Geronimo: 
"  I  would  soon  hang  him  to  a  gutter  spout,  and  set  him 
dangling  from  the  battlements." 

'J'lie  other  shook  his  head  doubtfully,  and  looked  round 
tlic  room  like  a  frightened  villager  after  a  ghost  story. 
"  Corse  de  Leon,"  said  he,  at  length,  "  is  not  one  to  be  so 
I'jisily  dealt  with.  I  would  rather.  Master  Geronimo,  have 
laid  down  my  right  hand,  and  had  it  cut  off",  than  have  given 
him  such  cause  for  offence  as  you  have  given.  He  will  not 
forget  you,  depend  upon  it." 

"  Let  him  remember  me.  He  shall  have  cause  !"  replied 
Geronimo,  with  an  air  of  bravado  But,  nevertheless,  in  spite 
of  wine  nnd  .ill  other  things,  it  was  evident  his  coni])anion's 
evil  auguries  ]»rodii('ed  an  eflect  U])on  him.  He  fell  into  fits 
of  gloomy  thought,  talked  of  other  things,  told  various  stories 
of  the  sayings  and  doings  of  the  Lord  ofMasseran  since  his 
return  to   Piedmont,   boasted  tliut    his  master  could   set  the 


CORSE  DE   LEON.  319 

Marechal  de  Brissac  atdefiance,  if  he  thought  fit,  and  ever  and 
anon  applied  himself  again  to  the  hot  wine,  till  his  eye  ac- 
quired a  vacant  stare,  and  with  a  great  effort  he  raised  himself 
from  his  seat,  made  his  Avay  with  an  unsteady  dart  towards 
the  door,  and  tumbled  up  the  stairs  of  the  inn  to  seek  his 
place  of  repose. 

After  a  heated  and  fiery  night  of  feverish  drunkenness, 
Geronimo  woke  early  just  in  time  to  hear  the  noise  of  a 
horse's  feet  quitting  the  door  of  the  inn.  He  started  out  of 
bed,  believing  that  the  sound  might  be  occasioned  by  the 
departure  of  his  companions  of  the  night  before  leaving  him 
to  pm-sue  his  way  toward  Paris,  and  proceeding  as  rapidly 
as  possible  to  Savoy.  Such  was  not  the  case,  however;  and 
when  he  thrust  his  head  out  of  the  lattice,  he  could  see  nothing 
but  a  single  horseman  riding  away,  and  taking  the  high  road 
for  Paris.  Partly  dressing  himself  in  haste,  he  descended  to 
the  inn-yard,  and  caused  one  of  the  horse-boys  to  pom- 
several  buckets  of  water  over  his  head  and  neck,  which, 
although  it  scarcely  penetrated  the  thick  black  curls  of  his 
hair,  served  gi'eatly  to  diminish  the  feverish  heat  which  the 
preceding  night's  debauch  had  left. 

While  thus  employed,  the  other  person  with  whom  he  had 
wi-angled  on  the  preceding  evening,  and  who,  as  we  have 
seen,  was  also  a  follower  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  approached 
him  with  a  dark  but  meaning  smile ;  and  as  soon  as  the  horse- 
boy was  gone,  he  said,  "  You  missed  a  good  opportunity  last 
night,  Geronimo." 

"  How  so?  how  so  ?"  demanded  the  Italian:  "  I  won  every 
game  but  one." 

"  I  speak  not  of  the  cards,"  answered  the  other.  "  liisten ! 
— I  was  up  early  this  morning — before  daylight ;  and  about  half 
an  hour  ago  some  one  comes  down  the  stairs  with  a  quiet  step. 
A  horse  was  brought  round ;  and  I  thought  I  might  as  well 
look  out  to  see  who  it  was.  The  man  had  got  into  the  saddle ; 
but  I  had  a  good  look  at  his  face,  as  he  turned,  in  answer 
to  the  host's,  '  God  give  you  good  day,  sir;'  and  if  ever  there 
was  a  face  like  that  of  Corse  de  Leon,  it  was  that  of  him  wlio 
rode  away.  I  saw  him  once,"  he  continued,  seeing  that 
Geronimo  became  somewhat  pale,  and  mused  for  a  moment 
or  two — "  I  saw  him  once,  when  I  was  in  service  with  the 
Count  de  Meyrand — when  wc  made  the  sham  attack  upon 
my  good  Lord  of  Masseran  and  the  young  lady,  and  were 
canying  them  off. — You  may  recollect. — The  real  brigands 
came  up,  and  delivered  them  from  us  false  ones." 

"  Ay,  I  recollect,"  replied  Geronimo;  "for  I  remember,  in 
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the  first  aflfi'ay,  I  sent  my  sword  through  that  young  scoundrel 
who  was  making  love  to  Mistress  Marguerite,  the  Lady  Isabel's 
maid.  No  one  looked  Avhether  the  wound  came  fi'om  behind 
or  before ;  but  it  settled  that  business,  which  was  enough  for 
me." 

"Ah!"  said  the  other,  returning  pertinaciously  to  the 
subject,  which  he  saw  annoyed  his  companion,  "I  should  not 
wonder  if  this  fellow — this  Corse  de  Leon — had  heard  all 
we  were  saying  last  night,  and  were  to  keep  a  watch  for  you, 
Master  Geronimo.  He  has  gone  straight  on,  upon  the  road 
to  Paris." 

"  Which  road  ?"  demanded  Geronimo,  assuming  a  look  of 
unconcern.     "  I  shall  go  after  him." 

"  Oh,"  answered  the  other,  "  he  can  but  go  one  road,  I 
imagine.  He  will  never  take  the  road  by  Moulins.  That 
is  too  public  for  him ;  and  besides,  the  aubergiste  tells  me 
that  he  has  taken  the  way  to  Neuville,  just  the  same  road 
that  you  are  going  yourself." 

"  Were  you  and  I  to  follow  him,"  said  Geronimo,  "  and 
take  him  alive  or  dead  ?  His  head  is  worth  a  thousand 
crowns,  at  least." 

"  Oh,  not  I,"  answered  the  other ;  "  I  have  no  time  for  such 
an  expedition.  You  know  my  lord  wrote  that  we  were  to 
come  down  with  all  speed.  But  you  can  follow  him  alone, 
you  know,  Geronimo.  You  are  just  the  man  to  cross  swords 
with  Corse  de  Leon." 

"  I  shall  not  go  out  of  my  way  to  seek  him,"  replied  the 
bravo ;  "  but  if  he  should  come  in  my  way,  that  is  another 
affair. 

"  Well,"  rejoined  the  other,  "  well.  We  will  accompany 
you  a  league  or  so  on  the  road,  as  soon  as  we  have  done 
breakfast.     That  will  not  be  much  out  of  our  way." 

Geronimo  did  not  seem  at  all  well  assured  whether  this 
proposal  was  palatable  to  him  or  not ;  for  there  might  be  an 
idea  linking  at  his  heart  of  changing  his  own  proposed  course, 
and  taking  tlie  road  by  Moulins,  instead  of  that  on  the 
Savoyard  side  of  the  Rhone.  On  second  thoughts,  however, 
it  appeared  to  him  that,  in  case  of  being  waylaid  by  Corse 
de  Leon,  it  would  certainly  be  no  uncomfortable  thing  to 
have  a  few  good  companions,  and  he  trusted  that  he  sliould 
be  able  to  persuade  them  to  go  farther  than  they  first  intended. 
However  that  might  be,  it  was  remarkable  how  slow  he  was 
in  des])atching  his  breakfast,  and  how  many  little  things  he 
had  to  do  after,  whicli  delayed  him  till  the  others  became 
impatient. 


CORSE   DE   LEON.  321 

At  length,  after  more  than  an  hour  had  been  consumed 
in  this  manner,  Geronimo  and  the  other  servants  of  the  Lord 
of  Masseran  mounted  their  horses  and  rode  on  ;  but  as  soon 
as  his  malicious  comrade  had  seen  him  fairly  on  the  road  to 
Neuville,  so  far  that  he  could  not  retread  his  steps  without 
acknowledging  that  he  was  afraid  of  the  redoubted  name  of 
the  Brigand,  the  others  took  their  leave  to  a  man,  in  spite  of 
all  entreaties,  and  left  him  to  go  upon  his  way  alone. 

Geronimo  rode  at  a  very  slow  pace,  and  examined  care- 
fully every  object  that  preceded  him  on  the  way;  but  at  length, 
notwithstanding  his  tardiness,  he  perceived  on  the  road  before 
him,  at  some  short  distance  beyond  Neuville,  a  horseman 
going  still  slower  than  himself.  This  personage  was,  at  the 
moment,  riding  up  one  of  the  high  hills  which,  in  that  part 
of  the  country,  diversify  the  road;  and  though  he  was  at  such 
a  distance  that  the  Italian  certainly  could,  by  no  means,  see 
one  limb  or  feature  distinctly,  imagination  immediately  sup- 
plied the  outline  of  Corse  de  Leon. 

Geronimo  showed  no  haste  to  overtake  him,  and  indeed 
detennined  to  cross  the  Saone  at  the  very  fii-st  place  where 
he  could  find  an  opportunity.  It  unfortunately  happened, 
however,  that  at  the  top  of  the  hill,  just  within  sight,  was  a 
small  cabaret ;  and  at  the  moment  that  Geronimo  reached  a 
little  stream  which  flowed  through  the  bottom  of  the  valley 
into  the  Saone,  he  saw  the  wayfarer  before  him  pull  up  his 
horse,  a  boy  run  out  and  catch  the  rein,  and  the  rider  dis- 
mount and  enter  the  house. 

Geronimo  checked  his  beast  also,  and  asked  himself  what 
he  should  do  next.  At  first  he  thought  of  riding  on  as  hard 
as  possible,  passing  the  inn,  and  taking  a  boat  at  Trevoux, 
to  cross  the  river ;  but  then  again  a  gallant  determination 
suggested  itself  of  going  at  once  to  the  cabaret,  denouncing 
Corse  de  Leon  as  a  notorious  brigand,  and  calling  upon  the 
host  and  his  family  for  assistance  in  securing  him. 

Two  or  three  considerations,  however,  prevented  liim  from 
adopting  this  plan.  In  the  first  place,  it  was  generally  re- 
ported that  Corse  de  Leon  never  travelled  anywhere  without 
having  help  at  hand ;  and  so  sudden  and  wonderful  had  been 
the  appearance  of  aiders  and  abetters  on  various  occasions, 
that  the  more  superstitious  people  of  Savoy  were  inclined  to 
believe  that  he  had  an  infernal  confederate,  whose  ubiquity 
is  very  generally  apparent.  In  the  next  place,  the  Italian 
had  to  remember  that  the  people  on  that  side  of  the  Saone 
had  a  goodly  reputation  for  occasionally  plundering  the  boats 
which  came  down  the  river,  and  therefore  that  Corse  de  Leon 
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might  very  possibly  have  a  confederate  in  the  host  of  the 
cabaret  himself. 

There  was,  however,  one  other  course  to  be  pursued,  which 
Geronimo  did  not  fail  to  adopt.  By  the  side  of  the  little 
sti'eam  that  we  have  mentioned,  a  good  bridle-road  ran  up 
into  the  country.  Although  well  acquainted  with  the  district, 
in  consequence  of  its  neighbourhood  to  Ohambery,  Geronimo 
was  not  quite  sure  of  what  town  or  city,  village  or  hamlet, 
this  might  lead  him  to.  It  was  easily  calculated,  however, 
that  it  could  not  take  him  far  from  Loyes  or  Chalamont ;  and 
one  thing  seemed  still  more  certain,  which  was,  that  it  would 
lead  him  out  of  the  way  of  Corse  de  Leon.  After  pausing, 
then,  for  a  moment,  and  looking  Avith  a  well  satisfied  eye  at 
a  sweet  row  of  trees,  which,  even  in  their  somewhat  naked 
state,  concealed  the  road  from  the  view  of  any  one  at  a  dis- 
tance, he  turned  his  horse's  head  to  the  right,  and  rode  along 
much  more  at  his  ease  after  he  had  lost  sight  of  the  highway 
to  Trevoux.  He  met  with  a  few  impediments,  indeed ;  for 
that  part  of  the  country  is  encumbered  with  large  tanks,  pools, 
and  little  lakes,  forming  the  heads  of  various  small  rivers 
running  into  the  Rhone,  the  Saone,  and  the  Ain.  The 
country  is  somewhat  desolate,  too  ;  and  though,  at  that  time, 
it  was  very  well  peopled,  if  we  may  use  the  term,  with  tall 
trees  and  thick  bushes,  yet  human  habitations  were  scanty, 
and  the  sight  of  man's  face  a  blessing  which  was  rarely 
vouchsafed  to  the  traveller. 

Geronimo,  however,  did  not  mind  any  of  these  things  : 
certain  marks  and  signs  of  a  country  that  he  knew  began  to 
appear,  and  a  sensation  of  satisfaction  at  having  left  Corse 
de  Leon  far  behind  him,  renewed  his  confidence  in  himself, 
and  made  him  feel  very  certain  that  if  they  had  met  and  come 
to  blows,  he  would  have  had  the  advantage  in  the  contest.  He 
had  even  worked  himself  up  into  a  feeling  resembling  regret 
because  he  had  not  gone  on  and  risked  his  own  life  to  gain 
the  thousand  crowns  which  Corse  de  Leon's  head  was  sup- 
posed to  be  worth  to  any  man  who  took  it. 

The  sun  was  upon  the  eve  of  setting  when  he  reached  one 
of  those  large  clear  pools  that  we  have  mentioned.  It  lies 
not  very  far  from  the  small  hamlet  of  Chalamont  and  the 
village  of  Alarlieux,  and  about  a  mile  from  the  spot  where 
one  of  the  ways  from  Trevoux  to  Bourg  joins  the  road  from 
Mont  Lucl  to  the  latter  place.  A  large  screen  of  fine  trees 
lay  to  the  westward  of  tliis  little  lake ;  and  the  setting  sun, 
casting  a  lengthened  shadow  on  the  glassy  bosom  of  the  water, 
left  two-tliirds  of  the  whole  expanse  in   profound  darkness, 
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^vhile  the  rest  was  glowing  with  every  magnificent  colour 
which  gilds  a  southern  sky  in  the  last  half-hour  of  day. 

There  was  a  stillness,  and  a  grandeur,  and  a  solitude  about 
the  scene  which  was  fine  and  solemn.  Not  a  living  creature 
was  to  be  seen,  except  when  a  wild  water-hen,  startled  by  the 
sudden  appearance  of  the  Italian,  raised  herself  a  few  inches 
above  the  bosom  of  the  lake,  and  skimmed  along  into  the 
darkness  of  the  shadow,  carrying  away  a  long  line  of  rippling 
light  behind  her,  as  her  wings  and  feet  stiiTed  the  water  over 
which  she  flew.  Neither  was  a  trace  of  man's  footsteps  to  be 
seen,  nor  a  sound  to  be  heard,  but  the  wintry  cry  of  the  wood- 
pecker as  he  flew  along,  seeming  to  laugh  in  his  own  undis- 
turbed solitude. 

Geronimo  was  not  one  to  feel  the  beauty  of  the  scene  ;  but 
its  solemnity  he  did  feel ;  for  such  spots  have  a  something 
which  speaks  to  every  heart,  good  or  bad,  light  or  heavy,  of 
things  beyond  the  mere  existence  of  the  day.  They  may 
waken  memories ;  they  may  arouse  thoughts  of  the  future ; 
but,  in  some  shape,  they  impel  to  reflection — reflection,  the 
great  chastiser  of  the  wicked. 

There  were  many  things  in  the  bosom  of  the  man  who 
there  rode  along  which  shrunk  fi-om  the  scourge  of  thought ; 
and  he  was  in  the  act  of  applying  spurs  to  the  sides  of  his 
jaded  horse,  in  order  to  escape  fi'om  the  impression  of  the 
scene,  and  reach  a  resting-place  for  the  night,  when  suddenly, 
as  if  fi'om  the  depth  of  the  wood,  a  tall  man  on  horseback 
came  out  into  the  road,  and  Corse  de  Leon  himself  stood 
before  him. 

The  Italian  recoiled  as  if  he  had  seen  a  serpent ;  and,  to 
say  the  truth,  his  heart  sunk  at  the  sight.  It  was  not  that  he 
was  a  coward ;  for  such  was  anything  but  the  case.  He  was 
one  remorseless  of  bloodshed ;  careless  of  human  life  ;  con- 
fident in  his  own  powers;  quick,  ready,  and  fearless  in 
danger.  But  there  is  almost  always  some  one  before  whom 
the  spirit  fails,  the  heart  sinks,  who  is  feared  without  even 
reasonable  cause,  and  before  whom  genius  itself  quails,  as 
did  that  of  Antony  before  Octavius.  Such  was  the  case  with 
the  man  we  speak  of  and  Corse  de  Leon.  Geronimo  hated 
him,  but  feared  him  also  ;  and  the  Brigand  was,  perhaps,  the 
only  man  that  the  Italian  did  fear.  To  Geronimo  the  sooth- 
sayer might  have  spoken  the  exact  words  which  the  poet 
supposes  he  addressed  to  Antony : — 

"  Thy  spirit  which  keeps  thee 
Is  courageous,  high,  unuiatchable, 
AVhere  Csesar's  is  not ;  but  near  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  fear." 

y2 
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All  thought  of  retreat,  however,  was  now  in  vain.  There 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  fight.  He  never  entertained  a 
thought  of  Corse  de  Leon  suffering  him  to  pass  unmolested. 
He  never  supposed  for  a  moment,  as  many  men  might  have 
thought,  that  the  Brigand,  whom  he  had  never  seen  but  once, 
and  then  only  for  an  instant,  would  not  recollect  him. 

Had  he  entertained  such  ideas,  indeed,  they  would  have 
been  quickly  dissipated ;  for  Corse  de  Leon  drew  up  his  horse 
within  a  few  yards  of  him,  and  gazing  upon  him  with  a  calm 
and  bitter  smile,  said,  "  I  have  been  long  looking  for  you  ! 
Get  off  your  beast !" 

"  No,  I  will  not,"  replied  the  Italian.  "  Why  should  I  get 
off  my  horse  ?" 

"  Because,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon,  "  you  have  given  your- 
self a  long  round,  and  forced  me  to  take  a  long  round  too,  in 
order  to  meet  you.  You  have  had  the  worst  road,  however, 
and  I  have  changed  my  horse  since,  so  that  yours  is  the  most 
tired.  Get  off  your  horse,  I  say,  and  be  quick.  There  is  no 
need  that  any  other  brute  shoidd  take  part  in  the  business  we 
have  to  settle  but  yourself."  And  as  he  spoke  he  himself  dis- 
mounted. 

The  man  slowly  did  as  he  was  commanded;  but  as  he 
swung  his  leg  out  of  the  stimip,  Corse  de  Leon  saw  him  put 
his  hand  for  an  instant  into  his  bosom. 

The  next  moment  he  crouched  behind  the  beast  he  had 
been  riding.  There  was  a  flash  and  a  report,  and  the  Bri- 
gand's horse  fell  prone  beside  him  as  the  limbs  suddenly  lost 
all  power.  The  shot,  before  it  reached  the  beast,  however, 
passed  through  the  breast  of  Corse  de  Leon's  doublet;  and 
had  the  hand  of  the  bravo  been  as  steady  as  it  usually  was, 
the  days  of  his  adversary  had  most  certainly  come  to  an  end 
at  that  moment ;  for,  with  his  usual  fearless  boldness,  the 
Brigand  had  sprung  to  the  ground  on  the  side  next  to  his  foe. 

Fear,  however,  had  done  its  work  with  Geronimo;  his 
hand,  which  had  seldom  if  ever  been  known  to  miss  its  mark, 
shook  as  he  lired;  but  the  moment  that  he  beheld  the  horse 
of  Corse  de  Leon  fall,  while  the  Brigand  himself  stood  firm, 
he  called  down  a  dreadful  curse  upon  his  own  head  for  his 
stu])idity,  and  nerving  his  heart  for  the  last  terrible  struggle, 
drew  his  sword  and  cast  away  the  rein. 

But  the  more  fierce,  fi'om  what  had  just  occurred.  Corse  de 
Leon  was  u])on  him  in  a  moment.  Each  had  thrown  aside 
his  cloak,  cu-h  was  armed,  as  was  customary  in  those  days, 
with  sword  and  dagger;  and  there  were  also  two  large  pistols 
still  undischarged  at  the  bow  of  the  Brigand's  saddle. 
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"  You  sliall  have  fair  arms,  mercenary  butcher,"  he  ex- 
claimed, as  he  rushed  upon  his  adversary  like  an  eagle  in  the 
stoop.  "  You  shall  have  fair  arms,  though  you  do  not  deserve 
them.     Now,  let  us  see  how  you  dare  face  Corse  de  Leon." 

Skilful  as  he  was  in  all  sorts  of  arms,  making  a  trade  of  a 
sort  of  juggler-like  dexterity,  knowing  every  feint,  and  pass, 
and  turn,  and  guard,  which  were  customary  amongst  Italian 
swordsmen — the  most  famous  at  that  time  in  Europe — 
powerful,  young,  active,  and  fighting  for  life,  Geronimo  was 
nevertheless  no  more  a  match  for  Corse  de  Leon  than  a  fox 
is  for  a  lion.  He  felt  it  himself  in  a  moment.  He  felt  that 
all  he  could  do  was  to  prolong  the  struggle,  to  grasp  by  every 
effort  at  a  few  moments  more  life,  in  the  desperate  hope 
of  some  accident,  some  fall,  some  slip,  giving  him  the  ad- 
vantage. 

The  countenances  of  the  two  spoke  at  once  the  difference 
of  their  skill  and  powers.  The  Italian  defended  himself,  and 
lunged  at  his  adversary  with  teeth  hard  set,  and  fierce,  eager, 
straining  eyes.  Corse  de  Leon  drove  him  along  the  road, 
round  and  round  the  dead  horse ;  sometimes  against  the 
bank,  sometimes  to  the  margin  of  the  water,  with  a  stern 
brow,  indeed,  and  a  quick  and  a  glancing  eye,  but  with  a 
calm,  contemptuous  smile  upon  his  lip,  that  seemed  to  show 
he  held  him  in  utter  scorn. 

Notwithstanding  his  superiority,  however,  although  the 
point  of  his  sword  kept  playing  round  the  blade  of  his 
adversary,  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  mere  amusement,  and 
every  now"  and  then  quivered  within  an  inch  of  his  bosom, 
still  he  suffered  Geronimo  to  escape  the  death  which  seemed 
imminent  at  each  instant.  The  bravo  felt  that  Corse  de 
Leon  was  playing  with  him.  It  seemed  like  a  sort  of  mental 
torture  to  which  the  other  was  subjecting  him,  to  keep  him 
long  in  the  struggling  agonies  of  death  before  he  slew  him. 
The  torment  became  too  great  to  bear ;  and  he  lunged  more 
and  more  fiercely,  almost  anxious  to  bring  the  contest  to  an 
end  any  how ;  but  at  length  a  faint  hope  came  over  him. 
The  Brigand  might  wish  to  subdue  him,  but  to  spare  his  life, 
and  he  exclaimed,  in  a  somewhat  humble  tone,  "  You  take 
not  your  full  advantage,  noble  sir !    What  would  you  have?" 

"  I  will  tell  you  soon,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon,  and  almost 
at  the  same  moment  the  Italian  received  a  severe  wound  in 
the  shoulder,  which  deluged  his  arm  and  side  with  blood. 
"  Now,"  exclaimed  Corse  de  Leon,  sternly,  "  tell  me  who  it 
was  that  slew  Henry  of  Brienne?" 

"  I  know  not,"  answered  the  man,  doggedly,  dropping  his 
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sword's  point,  and  retiring  a  step  in  order  to  keep  upon  his 
guard — "  I  know  not ! — Bernard  de  Rohan,  I  suppose." 

"  Do  you  think,"  said  Corse  de  Leon,  gazing  sternly  in  his 
face — "  do  you  think  nature  is  herself  so  false,  as  to  suffier 
you  to  utter  such  a  base  lie  without  writing  the  refutation 
upon  your  dogged  brow  ?  Your  life  is  in  my  hands,  and  I 
again  demand  the  truth  of  you.  You  cannot  deceive  me,  for 
1  know  that  you  were  alone  with  Henry  of  Brienne  at  the 
very  time  the  murder  must  have  taken  place.  I  ask  you,  did 
you  kill  him .?  and  if  you  did,  will  you  bear  witness  against 
the  man  that  set  you  on .?" 

"  As  I  hope  for  salvation,  and  believe  in  the  Holy  Mother," 
replied  the  man,  "  /  did  not  kill  him." 

"  Then  who  did?"  demanded  the  Brigand,  fiercely.  "You 
were  the  accomplice,  if  not  the  doer  of  the  deed.  Answer 
me,  I  say,  for  I  will  know." 

"  If  I  tell,  will  you  spare  my  life  .^"  demanded  the  man. 
"Will  you  spare  my  life,  and  let  me  go  free?" 

Corse  de  Leon  rolled  his  eyes  over  him  sternly  and  fiercely, 
leaning  upon  his  sword,  and  seeming  to  be  agitated  by  a 
strong  struggle  within  himself.  "I  will  not  promise!"  he 
replied,  at  length.  "  Butcher,  I  will  not  promise  !  You  owe 
me  much  blood ;  but  be  you  sure,  at  all  events,  that  if  you  do 
not  tell,  you  die  within  this  half  hour." 

"  Then  have  at  you  at  once  !"  exclaimed  the  Italian  ;  and 
springing  across  the  intervening  space,  with  one  of  those 
fierce  bounds  for  which  his  nation  were  then  famous,  he 
endeavoured  to  strike  his  dagger  into  the  heart  of  his  ad- 
versary. 

He  knew  not  the  man  with  Avhom  he  had  to  contend,  how- 
ever ;  and  in  an  instant,  before  he  could  strike  the  blow,  the 
right  hand  of  Corse  de  Leon  grasped  his  wrist  with  an  iron 
pressure  that  nothing  could  resist,  and  the  dagger  which  armed 
the  Brigand's  left  passed  through  his  adversary's  shoulder, 
and  made  liim  writhe  for  a  moment  with  intense  pain.  Corse 
de  Leon  cast  him  back  upon  the  sand,  and  all  consciousness 
seemed  to  leave  the  dark  eyes  of  the  Italian,  who,  after  roll- 
ing for  a  moment  in  agony,  gave  a  sharp  sluidder  and  became 
quite  still. 

The  lirigand  turned  him  over  with  his  foot,  looked  at  the 
wound,  and  juitliishand  upon  his  heart,  nuu-muring,  "  I  hope 
I  have  not  killed  him  !  If  I  have,  we  have  lost  the  clue." 
He  raised  himself  up  again,  however,  the  next  moment  with 
a  smile,  saying,  "He  is  not  dcnd  !  It  is  but  the  ])ain  !  He 
will  soon  be  upon  his  feet  again!"     And  unbuckling  his  belt, 
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he  tied  it  tightly  round  the  bravo's  arms.  He  then  uttered 
his  own  loud  whistle,  and  in  a  few  minutes  two  otlier  horse- 
men stood  beside  him.  Not  many  words  were  spoken ;  but 
ere  a  quarter  of  an  hour  more  had  passed,  the  spot  where 
the  strife  had  taken  place  had  resumed  its  silent  solitude, 
and' no  other  evidence  of  the  events  just  recorded  remained, 
except  a  dark  pool  of  blood  here  and  there,  and  the  dead 
horse  of  the  Brigand,  stripped  of  its  trappings. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

Were  this  work  a  romance,  instead  of  a  true  history,  it  might 
be  necessary  to  apologise  for  turning  from  more  stirring 
scenes  to  speak  of  some  of  the  dry  details  of  policy,  the 
movements  of  armies,  and  the  intrigues  of  courts.  On  such 
political  themes,  however,  avc  shall  pause  as  little  as  possible, 
inasmuch  as,  even  in  the  truest  history,  they  are  of  very  little 
importance  when  compared  with  the  movements  of  the  heart 
of  man,  the  efforts  of  his  mind,  or  the  progress  of  Ms  under- 
standing. 

During  the  autumn  of  1558,  and  in  the  winter  and  spring 
of  1559,  the  difficult  negotiations  still  continued  which  ter- 
minated in  the  pacification  of  Europe  by  the  peace  of  Cateau 
Cambresis.  But  in  the  meantime,  while  great  efforts  were 
made  in  the  cabinet  by  each  party  to  gain  the  utmost  on  its 
own  side,  the  same  took  place  in  the  field,  and  the  immortal 
name  of  Guise  acquired  additional  glory  by  defending  the 
northern  frontier  of  France,  by  driving  back  the  enemies  of 
his  counti-y  beyond  her  old  established  boundaries,  and  by 
interposing  the  shield  of  his  valour  and  his  skill  between  the 
throne  of  his  sovereign  and  a  successfid  enemy. 

The  troops,  however,  which  were  required  to  enable  him 
to  effect  such  great  things,  left  the  conquests  of  France  in 
Savoy  and  Piedmont,  to  all  appearance,  at  the  mercy  of  the 
foe.  With  scarcely  a  handi'ul  of  men,  the  Marechal  de 
Brissac  remained  to  struggle  against  the  whole  power  of  the 
house  of  Austria,  against  the  policy  of  Philip  and  Ferdinand, 
the  arts  of  a  thousand  Italian  diplomatists,  and  the  treachery 
of  a  multitude  of  petty  princes,  whose  strength  was  in  their 
falsehood. 

But  still  the  vigour,  the  skill,  and  the  courage  of  Brissac 
supplied  all  deficiencies.     He  met  the  enemy  at  all  points 
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where  they  were  found  in  arms.  He  appeared  suddenly  in 
places  where  he  was  never  expected;  and  with  quick  decision 
he  cut  through  negotiations  which  were  supposed  to  be  the 
most  secret.  He  could  not,  it  is  true,  put  an  entire  stop  to 
the  traffic  in  small  sovereigns  which  was  carried  on  by  the 
houses  of  Austria  and  Savoy ;  but  sometimes  he  stopped 
defection  by  force,  sometimes  by  threats,  sometimes  by  gra- 
tuities ;  and  still  his  extraordinary  energy,  and  the  activity 
and  daring  of  those  about  him,  succeeded  in  maintaining  the 
whole  tract  of  country  intrusted  to  him  for  defence  against 
everything  that  could  be  done  by  the  skilful  adversaries  to 
whom  he  was  opposed. 

In  some  instances,  indeed,  he  even  assumed  the  offensive, 
though  with  a  defensive  view,  and  seized  upon  towns  and 
fortresses  which  might  serve  as  outposts  for  the  protection  of 
Piedmont.  Many  of  these  surprises  were  carried  on  at  night; 
and,  whenever  such  was  to  be  the  case,  the  enterprise  was 
conducted  by  volunteers,  selected  as  short  a  time  as  possible 
before  the  execution  of  the  project.  On  all  these  occasions, 
during  the  winter  and  spring  of  1559,  the  detachment 
destined  for  the  assault  began  its  march  without  any 
apparent  commander.  The  first  time  such  an  event  hap- 
pened, some  doubts  and  hesitations  spread  amongst  the  men; 
and  the  officers  themselves  inquired  who  was  leading  them. 
The  answer  made  was  an  exhortation  to  be  satisfied,  for  that 
a  commander  would  not  be  wanting  at  the  moment  of  need. 
Some  whispered  that  Brissac  himself  had  gone  on  before; 
some  that  he  was  following  quickly  after;  but  when  the 
attack  was  really  to  commence,  a  leader  taller  and  more 
powerful  than  the  Marechal  appeared  amongst  them,  with 
words  inspiring  all  that  heard  him  with  zeal  and  determina- 
tion, and  leading  them  with  a  degree  of  skill,  presence  of 
mind,  and  daring,  that  crushed  resistance  and  commanded 
success. 

His  pertinacious  resolution,  his  fiery  courage,  was  the 
theme  of  every  lij).  Where  the  spears  crossed,  and  the 
swords  waved  the  thickest,  at  the  very  muzzle  of  the  flashing 
ar(iuel)use,  and  in  the  blaze  of  the  cannon,  there  was  his 
form  seen,  with  often  none  but  enemies  around  him.  When 
the  victory  was  won,  when  the  ])lace  was  gained,  when  the 
power  of  France  was  firmly  established  therein,  the  leader 
disajijieared,  and  was  no  more  seen  till  the  fierce  strife  was 
rf)used  again  in  another  qtiarter,  and  the  same  deeds  were 
once  more  to  be  done. 

Covered  with  the  amiour  which  was  then  universally  worn, 
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his  features  were  never  seen:  some  vowed  that  they  reco- 
gnised his  voice,  some  recollected  having  beheld  such  feats 
j)ei-formed  in  other  fields,  but  no  one  refused  to  follow  him, 
none  hesitated  to  obey  his  commands.  The  soldiery  them- 
selves seemed  to  regard  him  as  the  fierce  angel  of  war,  lead- 
ing them  on  to  certain  success;  and  the  nobles  looked  at  the 
gilded  spurs  buckled  over  the  boots,  and,  satisfied  of  his 
station,  required  no  further  assurance. 

In  the  meantime,  except  when  called  forth  to  face,  with  his 
sudden  energy,  some  more  extraordinary  danger,  Brissac  re- 
mained generally  at  his  head-quarters,  and  there,  turning  his 
eyes  from  point  to  point,  he  met  and  frustrated  the  wiles  of 
the  thousand  adversaries  by  whom  he  was  surrounded. 
About  the  period  of  the  spring  to  which  we  have  led  the 
reader  in  our  last  chapter,  his  attention  was  called  to  some 
proceedings  which  were  taking  place  in  Savoy,  and  especially 
to  the  conduct  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran.  That  nobleman 
had  strengthened  the  fortifications  of  his  castle  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Chambery;  and  he  had  also  added  several  new 
works  to  another  place,  of  perhaps  still  greater  importance, 
which  communicated  with  the  former  one  by  a  long  valley, 
leading  towards  the  Milanese.  Towers  were  erected  at 
various  intervals;  barriers  and  bridge-heads  were  strongly 
fortified  along  the  course  of  the  stream;  and  to  whatever 
purpose  the  wily  Italian  might  intend  to  turn  his  advantage, 
it  was  evident  that  he  was  labouring  to  obtain  means  of  com- 
manding the  communication  between  the  dominions  of  Spain 
and  those  territories  occupied  by  France  in  Savoy. 

It  must  be  recollected  that  he  was  in  the  rear  of  Brissac 
himself;  and  although  he  gave  the  most  positive  assurances 
that  all  he  was  doing  was  for  the  service  of  France,  the 
Marechal  repeated  more  than  once  the  strictest  injunctions 
to  desist.  Those  injunctions,  however,  had  hitherto  proved 
vain,  the  fortifications  still  continued ;  and  although  the 
farther  jjrogress  of  the  negotiations  for  the  peace  were  by 
this  time  so  far  advanced  that  little  or  no  doubt  could  be 
entertained  of  its  being  fully  concluded  before  many  months 
were  over,  yet  it  became  evident  that  Savoy  was  endeavouring 
to  assume  an  attitude  of  menace,  to  render  the  treaty 
more  favourable  to  herself,  and  that  the  crown  of  Spain  was 
very  willing  to  push  her  advantages,  while  plenipotentiaries 
spent  then*  time  at  both  courts  in  diplomatic  technicalities. 

There  were  more  unequivocal,  though  minor,  signs  also, 
of  a  determination  on  the  part  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  if 
not  absolutely  to  abandon  the  cause  of  France,  so  far  to 
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beti-ay  the  interests  of  that  power  as  to  make  up  for  his 
former  treachery  to  his  own  sovereign,  now  that  the  Duke 
was  Hkely  to  be  restored  to  his  rights. 

The  same  constant  communication  by  couriers  which  had 
attracted  the  attention  of  Brissac  in  the  preceding  year  now 
again  took  place  between  the  castle  of  Masseran  and  the 
Milanese.  The  servants  of  the  Marquis  were  recalled  from 
Paris;  and  every  object  of  value,  which  either  belonged  to 
himself,  or  to  which  he  could  lay  any  claim  as  the  husband 
of  the  Countess  of  Brienne,  was  brought,  at  different  times 
and  by  various  manners,  into  Savoy. 

More  than  once  Brissac  wrote  to  the  King  of  France,  in- 
forming him  that  such  was  the  case,  and  asking  his  per- 
mission to  treat  the  Marquis  as  an  open  enemy ;  but  Henry, 
with  the  prospect  of  a  speedy  pacification  before  his  eyes, 
had  grown  somewhat  supine,  and  he  treated  the  proposal 
coldly,  saying,  that  "  it  w^as  needless  to  make  enemies  where 
they  did  not  exist." 

Brissac,  however,  soon  after  gained  some  farther  infonna- 
tion,  w^hich  made  him  determine  to  cross  the  mountains  and 
examine  the  conduct  of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  with  his  own 
eyes.  The  little  inn  kept  by  the  aubergiste  Gandelot  had, 
as  the  reader  is  aware,  been  swept  away  by  an  avalanche  not 
many  weeks  before  ;  but  with  the  pertinacity  of  mountaineers, 
the  host  and  his  wife,  who  had  been  rescued  from  their 
lallen  dwelling,  were  even  at  this  time  busy  in  reconstructing 
an  abode  of  the  same  kind,  exactly  on  the  spot  where  the 
old  inn  had  stood.  Some  progress  had  been  made  in  the 
work ;  and  already  a  large  wooden  cottage  had  been  framed, 
which  afforded  sufficient  accommodation  for  chance  guests  at 
that  early  season  of  the  year. 

It  was  at  the  door  of  this  dw^elling  that  the  Marechal  de 
Brissac  slopped  on  his  arrival  ft'om  Piedmont,  and  here  he 
was  met  by  two  French  officers  wdio  had  been  a  short  time 
in  that  neighbourhood,  and  who  now  remained  in  conference 
with  their  commander  for  more  than  an  hour.  When  their 
l^rivate  interview  was  ended,  Brissac,  who,  w^e  find,  was  only 
accom])anied  by  five  or  six  gentlemen,  sent  to  inform  the 
Lord  of  Masseran  of  his  arrival,  and  to  require  his  presence 
at  the  inn. 

That  ntjbleman  speedily  appeared,  followed  by  a  large 
and  powerful  train ;  and  Brissac,  after  receiving  him  with 
some  coldness,  informed  him  that  when  he  had  come  thither, 
it  was  with  a  deteniiinution  to  ins])ect  the  line  of  fortresses 
which  had  been  formed  between  that  spot  and  the  Milanese, 
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but  that  important  intelligence,  which  he  had  just  received, 
compelled  him  to  return  immediately  to  Turin. 

"  I  shall,  therefore,  Monsieur  de  Masseran,"  he  said,  "  con- 
fide the  task  to  Monsieur  de  Thermes,  whom  you  already 
know.  He  will  be  sent  here  immediately  after  my  return, 
and  as  he  will  come  accompanied  by  only  twelve  gentlemen, 
I  shall  feel  myself  bound  to  cause  a  part  of  my  forces  to  ad- 
vance to  the  neighbourhood  of  your  lands  on  the  other  side 
of  the  mountains,  so  that  the  slightest  wrong  done  to  him  or 
to  his  companions  msiy  be  fully  avenged  a  few  hours  after  it 
takes  place.  You  will,  therefore,  be  good  enough  to  suffer 
him  to  make  that  inspection  which  I  judge  necessary,  and  to 
give  him  safe  conduct  back  to  my  head-quarters  at  Turin." 

The  Marechal  de  Brissac  was  not  a  man  to  bandy  words 
with,  as  the  Lord  of  Masseran  well  knew,  and  therefore  he 
merely  bowed  low  and  promised  punctually  to  obey,  feeling 
that  such  words  need  not  in  the  slightest  degree  affect  his 
after  conduct.  What  passed  in  his  breast  during  the  inter- 
view, it  would  be  hard  to  say,  for  Brissac  was  so  scantily 
accompanied,  that  had  the  Lord  of  Masseran  thought  fit,  or 
had  he  been  prepared  for  a  coup  de  main,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  he  might  have  effected  it  at  that  moment  with  ease, 
and  perhaps  with  safety. 

On  many  occasions,  very  daring  men,  and  very  wise  ones, 
owe  more  to  the  fears  and  to  the  ignorance  of  their  op- 
ponents than  to  their  own  courage  or  wisdom,  and  such  Avas 
the  case  with  Brissac  in  the  present  instance.  The  Marquis 
left  him  unmolested,  and  returned  to  his  chateau,  and 
Brissac  recrossed  the  mountains,  and  arrived  in  safety  at  his 
head-quarters  at  Turin. 

When  the  Lord  of  Masseran  was  once  more  within  his 
own  walls,  he  in  some  degree  blamed  himself  for  having  suf- 
fered the  Marechal  to  escape.  Nevertheless,  on  farther 
reflection,  he  argued  that  he  had  done  right.  "  Had  I,"  he 
said — "  had  I  given  way  to  the  temptation,  it  might  have  put 
the  whole  of  Piedmont  at  the  disposal  of  Spain;  but  to  do 
that  before  my  bargain  is  made,  would  be  to  put  myself  at 
the  disposal  of  Spain  also.  To  the  King  of  France  it  would 
have  been  a  mortal  and  unforgiveable  offence;  and  if  Philip 
and  the  Duke  are  unprepared,  or  should  not  think  fit  to  take 
advantage  of  the  opportunity,  I  should  be  left  to  bear  the 
blame  and  the  punishment.  Before  this  Monsieur  de 
Thermes  comes,  however,  all  must  and  will  be  settled,  and 
any  movement  of  Brissac  himself  towards  the  other  lands 
will  give  me  a  fair  excuse  for  arresting  his  deputy  and  keep- 
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ing  him  a  close  prisoner  till  the  matter  is  decided  one  way 
or  the  other.  He  shall  make  no  reports  !  That  I  will  take 
care  of,  and  especially  no  reports  about  this  new  business. 
It  is  a  hard  game  to  play  between  these  two  eovmtries.  Were 
this  girl's  life  out,  or  her  vow  pledged  to  the  altar,  it  might 
be  worth  my  while  to  attach  myself  to  France ;  but  while 
she  lives,  Savoy  and  Spain  must  be  the  lands. — Would  that 
Meyrand  were  come ! — I  might  then  use  his  weak,  vain 
eagerness  to  drive  her  into  a  cloister.  His  mad  passion  and 
his  present  fit  of  despair  will  lead  him  to  anything. — What 
fools  men  are  to  love  anything  but  themselves !  The  moment 
they  do  so,  they  put  themselves  in  the  power  of  others. — I 
wisli  Meyrand  were  come.  The  fool  has  become  a  mere 
instrument,  and  may  be  led  to  anything." 

If  it  be  asked  whether  the  Lord  of  Masseran  absolutely 
uttered  such  words,  the  reply  must  be,  he  did  not,  for  he 
was,  in  general,  a  great  deal  too  wise  to  give  his  counsel  even 
to  the  emptiest  room.  But  he  undoubtedly  so  thought,  and 
the  words  were  spoken  with  his  heart,  if  not  with  his  tongue, 
confirmed  as  he  was  in  the  pride  of  his  cunning  by  the  over- 
throw of  the  unfortunate  Bernard  de  Rohan,  and  firmly 
believing  that  his  art  could,  and  v/ould,  finally  triumjDh  over 
every  one. 

Cunning,  however,  almost  always  weaves  around  herself  a 
net,  which  she  fondly  fancies  is  made  for  others,  but  in  which 
she  is  at  last  entangled  herself.  One  fine  thread  is  brought 
across  another,  to  guard  against  a  danger  in  this  place;  a 
new  mesh  is  provided  to  prevent  the  escape  of  the  prey  in 
that;  and  hour  by  hour,  and  moment  by  moment,  the  web 
becomes  more  intricate,  the  toils  more  difficult  to  escape 
from.  All  the  time,  however,  she  glories  and  takes  a  pleasure 
in  the  work,  repairing  like  a  spider  the  meshes  where  they 
break  or  fail,  and  fancying  that  they  must  succeed  at  length. 

Very  often,  to  the  cunning  man,  the  very  delight  Avhicli  he 
feels  in  practising  his  art  renders  it  as  it  were  a  necessity  of 
his  nature;  and  in  almost  all  instances  we  find  that  the 
object  to  be  attained  (independent  of  that  delight)  is  alto- 
gether inconnnensurate  with  the  labour,  and  the  care,  and 
the  thought.  'J'he  liord  of  Masseran,  however,  was  working, 
and  had  been  working,  from  the  time  that  he  had  married  the 
Countess  of  Brienne,  for  two  great,  and,  to  him,  important 
objects — namely,  to  gain  from  France  every  part  of  the  suc- 
cession of  tlic  late  count  that  avarice  could  grasp  at,  and  art 
or  daring  reach,  and  to  wring  from  the  sovereigns  of  Spain 
and  Savoy  all  that  a  double  and  treacherous  policy  could 
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obtain  from  the  difficulties  that   surrounded  them  in  their 
Italian  dominions. 

The  only  one  who  now  stood  between  him  and  the  pos- 
session of  the  whole  estates  in  France,  was  Isabel  de  Brienne. 
There  were  three  ways  of  removing  the  obstacle — death — a 
vow  to  the  veil — or  a  marriage  with  the  Count  de  Meyrand, 
who,  in  the  eagerness  of  the  passion  that  possessed  him, 
would  be  willing,  the  Lord  of  Masseran  well  knew,  to  sacri- 
fice everything  as  the  price  of  obtaining  her. 

Her  death  was  a  thing  very  familiar  to  the  thoughts  of 
good  Monsieur  de  Masseran ;  but,  strange  to  say,  notwith- 
standing the  whole  that  the  reader  knows,  and  the  rest  that 
he  suspects,  he  felt  a  repugnance  to  employ  the  means  then 
very  commonly  used,  to  obtain  his  object. 

In  what  complicated  motives  this  repugnance  originated 
would  take  too  much  time  to  investigate.  Fear  of  failing 
might  have  some  share — the  difficulty  of  executing  the  deed 
in  perfect  secrecy — the  dread  of  incurring  such  an  amount  of 
suspicion  as  would  justify  Spain  and  Savoy,  while  taking 
advantage  of  his  services,  to  grant  him  no  rewards  them- 
selves, and  abstain  from  demanding  of  France,  in  the  ne- 
gotiations then  proceeding,  that  compensation  or  equivalent 
for  the  whole  lands  of  Brienne,  which  it  was  his  great  object 
to  obtain — for,  be  it  remembered,  he  never  dreamt  of  ren- 
dering himself  a  French  vassal,  but  merely  strove,  in  the 
sti*uggle  of  parties,  to  obtain  the  worth  of  the  estates,  rather 
than  the  estates  themselves. 

To  the  Count  de  Meyrand,  then,  turned  the  hopes  of  the 
Lord  of  Masseran ;  not  that  he  believed  that  Isabel  would 
ever  give  the  Count  her  hand,  but  he  thought  that  there  was 
a  fair  probability  of  driving  her,  by  persecution,  into  a 
cloister,  and  of  leaving  her  no  choice  but  either  to  wed 
Meyrand,  after  such  a  bargain  was  made  as  would  secure  her 
whole  possessions  to  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  or  to  bury  her- 
self in  a  nunnery. 

How  this  was  to  be  effected,  may  be  asked  by  those  who 
know  how  skilfully  her  escape  had  been  effected,  and  that 
the  place  of  her  retreat  was  still  unknown  to  the  whole 
court  of  France  ;  but  the  Lord  of  Masseran  had  obtained  a 
clue — or,  at  least,  imagined  that  he  had — to  her  present 
abode,  and  his  purpose  now  was  to  make  the  discovery  of  that 
secret  the  price  of  his  proposed  arrangement  with  the  Count 
de  Meyrand. 

Such  subtle  schemes  as  these  occupied  hira  dm'ing  the 
whole    of  that  day.     Towards  evening  he  received   letters 
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from  the  goveraor  of  the  Milanese,  informing  him  that  the 
position  which  Spain  had  been  enabled  to  assume  at  the 
conferences,  partly  in  consequence  of  his  own  manoeuvres 
and  the  threatening  attitude  of  things  in  Italy,  had  already 
had  considerable  effect.  He  smiled  as  he  read  the  despatch, 
and  sent  off  another  in  reply,  telling  the  Spaniard  that  he 
had  been  visited  by  the  JNIareehal  de  Brissac,  and  throwing 
out  a  hint  that  it  was  high  time  some  definite  advantage 
should  be  promised  him  in  case  of  his  absolute  declaration 
in  favour  of  the  Spanish  cause. 

The  next  morning,  while  pondering  over  all  these  matters, 
shortly  after  the  morning  meal,  it  was  announced  to  him  that 
the  Count  de  Meyrand  and  thirty  men-at-arms  were  below, 
at  the  gates  of  the  castle,  demanding  admittance.  At  first, 
the  nvmiber  of  retainers  startled  the  good  lord;  and  though, 
upon  consideration  of  his  own  forces,  any  risk  in  admitting 
them  disappeared,  he  still  thought  it  prudent  to  beseech  the 
Count  to  send  off  one  half  of  his  train  to  the  castle  of  Robeck, 
some  twenty  miles  further  up  the  valley.  Meyrand  hesitated 
not  a  moment;  and  having  given  the  necessary  orders, 
entered  the  fortress  with  the  rest. 

There  was  not  upon  his  countenance  even  any  appearance 
of  mortification  or  discontent;  but  grasping  the  hand  of  the 
Lord  of  Masseran  eagerly,  after  looking  round  the  room  to 
see  that  no  one  was  present,  he  exclaimed,  "  So,  you  have 
discovered  her  retreat ! — You  must  have  the  eyes  of  a  lynx. 
— Where  is  she  to  be  found  ?" 

"  Nay,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  "  I  have  not  abso- 
lutely discovered  it,  and  I  shall  have  to  give  an  immense 
reward  to  the  person  who  is  to  reveal  it  to  me." 

The  Count  de  Meyrand  gazed  upon  him  for  a  single  in- 
stant with  a  scornful  smile :  "  I  understand  you,"  he  said. 
"  Name  the  price.  Be  it  what  it  will,  you  shall  have  it, 
though  I  am  well  nigh  beggared  already.  But  I  must  be 
sure,  Masseran — I  must  now  be  made  quite  sure." 

"  You  shall  be  quite  sure,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Masseran  ; 
"  for  that  which  1  demand  is  still  only  conditional  upon  youi' 
marriage  with  her. — I  will  come  to  the  object  at  once.  You 
shall  sign  me  over  her  whole  rights  in  the  succession  of 
Brienne.  1  will  discharge  whatever  reward  may  be  necessary, 
and  call  ujion  you  for  nothing. — The  rest  is  your  own  affair." 

Meyrand's  cheek,  Avhich  since  we  first  saw  him,  had 
gradually  fhiingcd  its  hue  and  become  very  pale,  glowed 
somewhat  redly  for  an  instant ;  but  he  then  replied,  "  Your 
demands  are  large,  De  Masseran.     Give  me  the  pajjer,  how- 
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ever ;  I  will  sign  it  in  an  instant ;  for,  as  you  say,  the  rest  is 
my  own  affair,  and  I  am  no  longer  the  fool  that  I  have  been. 
I  cast  from  me  now  all  scruples,  all  hesitation.  I  depend 
upon  myself  alone  ;  and  will  suffer  nothing  now  to  stop  me 
on  my  way.  But  still  you  must  help  me  and  give  me  aid, 
though  it  be  but  in  a  small  degree.  Place  her  within  my 
grasp !  Give  me  any  strong  place  of  refuge  to  which  I  can 
carry  her  sufficiently  far  from  France,  and  from  French  do- 
minion, to  escape  in  case  of  need  !  Find  me  a  priest  that  will 
read  '  no'  for  '  yes  ;'  and  if  she  escape  four-and-twenty  hours 
without  being  my  wife,  take  my  sword  and  break  it  over  your 
knee  as  a  boy's  lath." 

"  I  will  do  all  that  you  require,"  replied  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran.  "  Some  of  your  men  have  already  gone  on  to  the 
chateau  of  Robeck.  There  you  may  set  half  the  world  at 
defiance,  and  escape,  when  you  will,  over  the  mountains  to 
Milan.  There  is  a  priest,  too,  in  the  place,  ready  and 
willing  to  do  whatever  is  required  for  a  dozen  crowns. — But 
still,  bethink  you.  Count,  will  it  not  be  better  to  have  the 
King's  consent,  and  let  the  whole  thing  go  on  smoothly  r" 

"  No,  no  !"  answered  Meyrand,  sharjjly :  "  I  tell  you, 
De  Masseran,  as  soon  as  I  received  your  letter,  I  informed 
the  King  that  I  was  going  forth  to  seek  her,  with  hopes  of 
success,  and  I  asked  his  sanction  to  om*  immediate  marriage. 
He  rebuffed  me  coldly, — told  me  that,  for  the  offence  I  had 
given  in  the  past,  he  had  vowed  I  should  never  have  her 
hand — ordered  me,  if  I  found  her,  to  give  instant  infonnation 
to  his  nearest  officer,  and  to  return  to  his  court  immediately. 
My  choice  is  made — my  course  is  taken.  Where  is  this 
pajDer  .?     I  will  sign  it  at  once." 

"  My  good  friend,  it  is  not  drawn  yet,"  replied  the  Lord 
of  Masseran.  "  I  could  not  tell  that  you  would  consent.  It 
will  be  soon  drawn,  however.  But  where  is  my  man  Gero- 
nimo  ?     Has  he  not  come  back .?" 

"  I  know  not,"  replied  the  Count  de  Meyrand.  "  I  have 
never  seen  him." 

"  Why,  did  he  not  bear  my  letter  V^  demanded  the  Lord 
of  Masseran. 

"  Not  he,"  answered  the  Count  de  Meyrand.  "  It  came 
by  the  King's  common  courier  from  Lyons." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran,  at  first,  made  no  reply,  but  gazed 
sternly  on  the  ground  for  an  instant,  and  then  muttered, 
"  Some  of  his  debaucheries !  But  come,"  he  added,  with  a 
faint,  unpleasant  smile,  "  we  Avill  go  visit  my  lady  wife.  You 
need  some  refreshment." 
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CHAPTER  XL. 


It  was  just  a  day  and  a  half  after  the  arrival  of  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  that  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  on  returning  in  haste 
from  the  castle  of  Robeck,  heard  that  a  messenger  waited 
him,  announcing  the  approach  of  Monsieur  de  Thermes. 
News  had  reached  the  ears  of  the  crafty  Savoyard  during 
that  day,  which  made  a  bitter  smile  come  upon  his  counte- 
nance at  this  information,  for,  to  say  the  truth,  he  had  much 
doubted  that  the  French  officer  would  make  his  appearance. 
He  had  still  more  doubted  that  his  train  would  be  so  small 
as  it  was  reported  to  be,  and  he  ordered  a  careful  watch  to 
be  held  from  one  of  the  towers,  in  order  to  ascertain  that  not 
more  than  fourteen  or  fifteen  persons  accompanied  Monsieur 
de  Thermes  up  the  long  valley  which  led  from  Gandelot's  inn 
to  the  castle.  Everything,  however,  was  perfectly  satisfactory. 
The  numbers  reported  by  the  warder  were  not  more  than 
twelve ;  and  when  the  French  officer  appeared  in  the  hall 
where  the  Lord  of  Masseran  waited  to  welcome  him,  he 
apologised  for  coming  at  all,  saying,  "  Monsieur  de  Brissac, 
my  lord,  has  received  information  since  last  you  saw  him, 
which  might,  perhaps,  have  spared  me  the  necessity  of 
making  a  visit  of  this  kind  at  all ;  but  as  I  was  partly  on  my 
way,  and  had  business  to  settle  with  the  Count  de  Birague 
and  Monsieur  d'Acigne,  I  thought  it  better  to  come  on  and 
crave  your  hospitality  for  a  single  night." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  bowed  low,  and  smiled  sweetly, 
saying  that  he  was  delighted  to  see  Monsieur  de  Thermes, 
and  hoped  that  he  would  make  a  longer  stay,  as  he  was  him- 
self most  anxious  to  show  him  the  line  of  fortresses  he  had 
been  constructing,  and  to  prove  how  clearly  they  were  des- 
tined for  the  service  of  France.  "  But  let  us  come,  my  lord, 
to  the  banquet  hall,"  he  said.  "  Such  poor  entertainment  as 
my  table  can  give  you  is  already  prepared,  and  nothing  is 
wanting  but  that  you  should  enter  the  room,  and  let  us  wash 
before  diimer." 

"  I  will  i^ray  you,  my  Lord  of  Masseran,"  said  Monsieur 
de  Thermes,  "  before  we  sit  down,  to  send  one  of  your  people 
to  the  little  inn  hard  by,  to  tell  Monsieur  d'Acigne  or  Mon- 
sieur ]iir;igue,  whichever  may  hap])en  to  arrive  there  first,  to 
come  hither  and  speak  with  me.  My  business  with  them 
will  be  soon  ended,  and  your  messenger  may  say  that  both 
need  not  come,  unless  thev  wish  it." 
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Thus  sayinp;,  he  followed  the  Lord  of  Masseran  towards 
the  banquet  hall,  where  silver  basins  and  ewers  were  brouj^ht 
forward  for  the  French  general  and  his  followers  to  wash  their 
hands,  as  it  was  at  that  time  customary  to  do  in  public  on 
such  occasions,  and  in  a  few  minutes  tlie  two  gentlemen 
were  seated  together  at  the  social  board.  All  was  luxurious 
and  choice,  according  to  the  notions  of  those  times,  and  one 
or  two  dishes  had  succeeded  each  other,  had  been  tasted  by 
the  various  guests  and  passed  away,  when  an  attendant 
entered,  and  after  s]3eaking  for  a  moment  to  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  approached  Monsieur  de  Thermes,  and  said, 
"  There  are  some  peasants  here,  sir,  from  the  valley  of  Saint 
Vial,  who  say  that  Monsieur  de  Brissac  sent  them  word  you 
would  speak  to  them  this  day  regarding  the  privilege  of 
cutting  wood  upon  the  mountain  side,  which  they  claim." 

"  Tell  them  I  am  engaged,"  replied  De  Thermes,  with  a 
look  of  annoyance.  "  Bid  them  come  to-morrow.  Or  stay, 
it  is  a  long  way — let  them  wait  in  the  coui't,  I  will  see  them 
after  dinner.  You  and  I  will  see  them  together,  Monsieur 
de  Masseran,  for  this  matter  in  some  degree  concerns  you. 
Your  lands  extend  in  that  quarter,  and  Monsieur  de  Brissac 
would  not  ratify  the  privilege  required  without  consulting 
you ;  for  inasmuch  as  he  is  careful  that  every  one  should  do 
right  by  him,  so  is  he  anxious  to  do  right  by  every  one." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  grinned,  saying,  "  He  is  a  very 
famous  and  excellent  person,  Monsieur  de  Thermes.  Bid 
the  peasantry  stay  in  the  court." 

"  If  my  friend.  Monsieur  Birague,  comes,"  said  de  Thermes, 
addressing  the  attendant  before  he  quitted  the  hall,  "  I 
beseech  you  show  him  in.  I  will  crave,  Monsieur  de  Mas- 
seran, a  cup  of  wine  for  him,  and  a  crust  of  bread,  for  he  has 
to  ride  far,  you  know." 

"  Most  willingly — most  willingly!"  replied  the  Lord  of 
Masseran,  and  the  dinner  went  on  for  some  time  with  great 
zeal  and  activity. 

At  length  there  was  a  noise  heard  as  of  men's  feet  ap- 
proaching, and  Monsieur  de  Thermes,  looking  towards  the 
door,  exclaimed  with  a  gay  air,  "  Here  is  Birague,  doubtless 
— Ah  I  Birague  and  Acigne,  too.  Welcome — welcome,  my 
good  friends  !  But  what  a  number  of  followers  you  bring 
with  you:  some  of  them  had  better  not  come  farther  than  tlie 
door. — My  Lord  of  Masseran,"  he  continued,  rising  and 
speaking  in  a  gi-aver  tone,  "  I  grieve  to  say  that  the  King, 
having  received  undeniable  ])roofs  that  you  have  betrayed  the 
trust  reposed  in  you,  and  that  you  have  agreed,  in  consider- 
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ation  of  a  sum — It  is  of  no  use  flying  to  the  window,  my 
lord ;  the  castle  is  in  possession  of  the  troops  of  France — 
I  was  going  to  say,  that  as,  in  consideration  of  a  sum  of  two 
hundred  thousand  florins  of  gold,  and  the  whole  tract  of 
country  lying  between  Aosta  and  Cordoniere,  you  have 
agreed^  to  deliver  into  the  hands  of  Spain  the  whole  of  your 
castles  and  forts  on  this  side  of  the  Alps,  the  King,  by  the 
mouth  of  Monsieur  de  Brissac,  has  commanded  me  to  arrest 
your  person,  and  to  take  possession  of  all  your  sti'ong  places. 
I  have  to  request  that  you  will  give  'me  up  your  sword." 

The  picture  of  despair  and  terror,  the  Marquis  of  Masseran 
gazed  round  him  with  wandering  and  straining  eyes,  with 
lips  and  cheeks  livid  with  fear,  and  with  his  knees  shaking 
under  him.  The  French  officers  had  risen  at  the  same  time 
as  Monsieur  de  Thermos,  forming  a  band  of  fourteen  stout 
and  determined  men,  all  well  armed  and  prepared  for  the 
business  which  brought  them  thither.  At  the  great  doors 
of  the  hall  were  Birague  and  A  eigne,  with  such  a  number  of 
followers  as  completely  to  block  up  the  entrance ;  and  in  a 
part  of  the  court  which  could  be  seen  from  the  window, 
appeared  the  peasantry  fi-om  the  valley  of  Saint  Vial,  with 
drawn  swords  and  pistol  in  hand,  certainly  much  more  like 
disguised  men-at-arms  than  simple  countrymen,  mastering 
the  Italian  soldiery  of  the  castle,  and  planting  the  banner 
of  France  upon  the  opposite  walls. 

"  You  see,"  exclaimed  De  Thermos,  pointing  to  the  scene 
before  him,  and  then  looking  around  upon  the  pale  faces  of 
the  half-dozen  Savoyard  attendants  that  the  hall  contained — 
"  you  see,  my  lord,  that  all  resistance  is  in  vain.  Give  up 
your  sword  with  a  good  grace.  Birague,  how  many  men 
have  you  in  the  castle  with  you  ?" 

"  One  with  another.  General,"  he  replied,  "  we  have  at  least 
two  hundred,  and  I  think  one  half  that  number  would  do." 

The  Lord  of  Masseran  unbuckled  his  sword,  and  with 
downcast  eyes  gave  it  to  the  French  officer,  saying,  "  I  do 
not  know  what  your  orders  are,  sir,  but  I  trust  that  the  King 
will  let  me  be  heard  before  he  affects  my  life." 

"  His  majesty,  sir,"  replied  Monsieur  de  Thermos,  with  a 
smile  at  his  terror — "  his  majesty  does  not  pretend  to  judge 
you,  or  to  affect  your  life  at  all.  He  does  not  forget  that  you 
arc  a  sovereign  ])rince,  sir,  and  only  requires  that  your  castles 
and  strong  places  should  be  given  up  to  him,  and  your  per- 
son put  under  restraint,  in  order  to  prevent  your  injuring  him, 
contrary  to  your  oath  and  special  agreement,  and  endanger- 
ing the  peace  of  Europe,  which  is  now  happily  likely  to  be 
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restored.  The  condition  and  manner  of  your  imprisonment 
Avill  greatly  depend  upon  yourself,  and  upon  your  reply  to 
what  I  have  to  demand  of  you.  First,  I  have  to  require  that 
you  sign  an  order  to  all  your  officers,  seneschals,  and  lieu- 
tenants, to  give  up  possession  of  your  fortresses  and  strong 
places  to  the  King  of  P'rance,  at  the  very  first  summons  and 
requisition,  or  to  maintain  the  same  at  their  own  proper 
peril." 

"  I  will  sign  it  instantly  !"  exclaimed  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran — "  I  will  sign  it  this  moment !"  and  then  beckoning 
one  of  his  terrified  attendants  to  him,  he  said  aloud,  "  Fetch 
me  jaaper  and  ink."  But,  as  the  man  came  near,  he  added, 
in  a  whisper,  "  Fly  to  the  castle  of  Robeck  with  all  speed, 
and  tell  what  has  happened. — They  are  in  my  cabinet,"  he 
continued — "  there  are  pens  in  the  drawer  above  the  great 
oak  chest." 

The  Italian  had  well  chosen  his  time,  for  Monsieur  de 
Thermes  had  turned  away  to  speak  with  Acigne,  and  the 
officer  on  the  other  side  was  making  a  jesting  observation  to 
his  next  neighbour,  on  the  facility  with  which  their  coiip  de 
main  had  been  executed.  No  one  marked  the  short  whisper 
of  the  Lord  of  Masseran ;  and  it  was  not  perceived  that  the 
attendant  who  brought  in  materials  for  writing  was  not  the 
same  who  had  been  ordered  to  bring  them. 

"  Now,  my  good  lord,"  said  Monsieur  de  Thermes,  "  you 
will  be  pleased  to  sign  a  general  order  in  the  terms  I  have 
prescribed,  for  the  surrender  of  all  youi*  fortresses  and  castles 
into  the  hands  of  the  King  of  France,  and  I  will  beg  you  to 
make  it  as  strong  as  you  can  in  language,  that  the  necessity 
of  bloodshed  and  of  the  destruction  of  your  own  property 
may  be  avoided,  and  that  peaceable  possession  may  be  taken 
by  the  troops  of  France  " 

"  I  can  assure  you,  General,"  interrupted  the  Lord  of  Mas- 
seran, who  was  beginning  in  some  degree  to  recover  courage 
— "  I  can  assure  you  most  solemnly  that  my  intentions " 

"  Are  fully  displayed,"  said  Monsieur  de  Thermes,  inter- 
rupting him,  "  by  the  following  letters,  which,  according  to 
this  schedule,  are  in  the  hands  of  Monsieur  de  Brissac.  First, 
a  letter  to  the  governor  of  Milan,  stating  that  you  accept  the 
proposal  of  his  majesty  the  King  of  Spain,  and  are  ready  on 
Tuesday  next,  the  fifteenth  of  the  month,  to  deliver  into  his 
hands  two  of  the  fortresses  stipulated,  upon  the  payment  of 
the  first  instalment,  and  the  regular  cession  of  the  equivalent 
territories  granted  by  the  Duke  of  Savoy.  Secondly,  a  letter 
to  the  Duke  of  Savov,  dated  the  twentieth  of  last  month,  and 
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despatched  to  him  in  the  Low  Countries,  across  the  very- 
kingdom  of  France  itself." 

"  Geronimo  has  betrayed  me,"  muttered  the  Lord  of 
Masseran  between  liis  teeth — "  I  wish  my  dagger  were  within 
his  heart." 

"  A  letter,"  continued  Monsieur  de  Thermes,  "  by  which 
you  assure  the  Duke  that  your  adhesion  to  the  court  of 
France  has  only  been  compulsory;  that  }ou  are  now,  as  ever, 
his  faithful  vassal ;  and  that  if  he  will  contrive  to  give  frequent 
occupation  to  France  on  the  northern  fi'ontier,  you,  by  in- 
troducing the  Spaniards  into  Savoy,  will  enable  him  to  render 
the  treaty  of  peace  now  negotiating  infinitely  advantageous 
to  him.     Thirdly " 

"  There  is  no  use  of  proceeding  farther,  su-,"  said  the  Mar- 
quis of  Masseran,  with  an  air  of  injured  honesty.  "  By  what 
you  have  just  stated,  it  is  evident  to  me  that  a  very  extensive 
forgery  has  been  carried  on  against  me  for  the  purpose  of 
revenge,  if  not  under  the  incentive  of  a  bribe.  These  letters  can 
but  have  been  vmtten  in  my  name  by  one  person.  I  have 
long  had  about  me  a  man  of  the  name  of  Geronimo — Gero- 
nimo Porta, —  a  person  uncommonly  skilfid  in  counterfeiting 
all  sorts  of  hands,  and  who,  having  been  often  at  my  side  while 
I  have  been  writing,  must  have  been  well  acquainted  with 
mine.  Having  reason,  about  the  middle  of  last  month,  to 
know  that  he  had  connnitted  a  very  inhuman  mmder,  I  or- 
dered him  to  be  an^ested,  in  order  to  execute  him  for  the 
crime.  He  contrived,  however, to  make  his  escape;  and  the 
present  charge  against  me  is  evidently  the  result  of  his  malice. 
May  I  ask  if  he  has  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Monsieur  de 
Brissac }  Should  such  be  the  case,  I  can  prove  that  he  deli- 
berately murdered  one  of  my  wife's  attendants  out  of  jealousy, 
having  had  some  cause  to  suppose  that  the  man  was  a 
favoured  lover  of  a  woman  named  Marguerite,  the  waiting- 
maid  of  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne." 

Monsieur  de  Thermes  had  heard  him  to  the  end  with  every 
appearance  of  attention,  but  he  then  replied,  "  You  are  mis- 
taken, sir.  This  correspondence  did  not  come  into  the 
hands  of  Monsieur  de  Brissac  from  the  person  you  mentioned. 
They  were  delivered  to  him  by  a  different  individual.  How- 
ever, the  best  way  of  showing  your  real  intentions  will  be  to 
draw  up  the  papers  we  mentioned  immediately.  I  must  now 
retire  to  make  those  necessary  arrangements  in  the  castle, 
which  the  cliMuge  of  circninstances  may  require,  and  T  trust 
that  at  Tuy  return  1  shall  find  the  authorization  I  have  su<x 
gested  fully  drawn  out  and  signed." 
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He  spoke  in  a  tone  which  admitted  no  answer ;  and  then 
proceeded  into  the  court-yard,  and  round  all  the  works  and 
defences  of  the  castle,  seeing  that  the  soldiers  of  the  Lord  of 
Masseran  were  everywhere  completely  disarmed,  and  the 
castle  in  full  possession  of  the  French  troops.  As  soon  as 
this  was  done,  he  returned  to  the  hall,  and  there  found  the 
paper  drawn  u])  in  the  terms  he  had  dictated. 

He  examined  it  carefully  and  scrupulously;  and  then 
turning  to  the  Lord  of  Masseran  with  that  sort  of  politeness 
Avhich  is  often  more  cutting  than  mere  scorn,  he  said,  "  I  grieve 
very  much.  Monsieur  de  Masseran,  to  be  obliged  to  verify 
the  old  story  of  the  hedgehog  and  the  rabbit,  and  having 
come  here  as  your  guest  to  be  compelled  to  drive  you  out  of 
your  own  home.  My  orders  are  strict,  however,  to  send  you 
immediately  over  the  frontier  into  France,  where  a  convenient 
abode  will  assuredly  be  found  for  you  by  the  King.  A  party 
of  my  men  will  escort  you  towards  Latour  in  half-an-hour, 
and  in  the  meantime,  my  friend  Monsieur  de  Birague  will 
attend  upon  you  in  the  castle.  I  myself  must  ride  on,  as  I 
intend  to  summon  the  castle  of  Robeck  early  to-moiTow 
morning,  it  being  now  so  late  that  I  shall  not  an'ive  in  time 
to  do  it  this  night." 

Thus  saying,  with  a  fonnal  bow,  Monsieur  de  Thermes 
took  his  leave,  while  the  Marquis  of  Masseran  remained  for 
half-an-hour  a  prisoner  in  his  own  castle,  and  was  then  con- 
ducted to  France  under  a  strong  escort.  No  one  was  per- 
mitted to  accompany  him  but  his  wife  and  one  attendant, 
and  the  fonner  left  him  soon  after,  nominally  to  plead  his 
cause  at  the  court  of  France,  but  in  reality  to  place  herself 
under  the  protection  of  the  King,  and  to  withdraw  herself 
from  a  cold  tyranny,  which  vanity  had  made  her  bear  for 
a  long  time  without  resistance,  but  which  had  at  length 
reached  a  pitch  where  it  became  utterly  insupportable.* 


CHAPTER  XLL 

On  the  night  which  succeeded  the  events  we  have  related  in 
the  last  chapter,  the  Marechal  de  Brissac  sat  alone  in  his 
cabinet,  towards  two  o'clock  in  the  morning.     He  was  not, 

*  Not  to  take  what  does  not  belong  to  me  without  proper  acknowledgment, 
I  feel  myself  bound  to  state,  that  the  whole  of  the  last  chapter  is  very  little  better 
than  a  free  translation  of  the  passage  in  the  Life  of  Brissac,  relating  to  the  sur- 
prise of  the  Lord  of  Masseran  and  his  castle. 
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however,  so  far  off  from  the  scene  of  events  as  the  Lord  of 
Masseran  had  supposed,  having  stopped  at  Montmeilkm,  in 
order  to  hear  the  result  of  the  proceedings  which  he  had 
an-anged  with  Monsieur  de  Thermes.  The  principal  part  of 
his  forces  were  on  the  other  side  of  the  Alps,  but  still  in  the 
strong  town  where  he  halted  he  had  a  large  body  of  troops, 
and  never  losing  a  moment  of  his  time,  he  was  carrying  on 
from  it  as  many  important  ojjerations  as  when  he  was  in  the 
heart  of  Piedmont  itself. 

He  was  now  writing  the  last  despatch  of  the  day,  after 
almost  all  his  household  and  his  principal  officers  had  retired 
to  rest,  and  he  had  nearly  finished  the  task,  when  an  attendant 
from  the  antechamber  entered  the  room  and  told  him  that 
somebody  without  wished  to  see  him  in  haste. 

"Who  is  it?"  demanded  the  Marechal. 

"  It  is  the  person  you  always  see,  my  lord,"  replied  the 
attendant. 

"  Then  let  him  in  at  once,"  replied  Brissac ;  and  in  another 
minute  Corse  de  Leon  stood  before  him. 

"Now,  my  good  friend,"  said  Brissac;  "what  are  your 
news  ?     Something  imjjortant,  I  am  sure." 

"  Less  important  to  you,  perhaps,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon, 
"  than  to  many  people ;  for  though  you  do  not  altogether  at- 
tend, as  most  men  do,  to  the  petty  policies  of  a  base  world,  still 
you  must  make  policy  your  first  consideration.  However,  it 
is  of  importance  even  to  you,  and  still  more  to  me  and  others." 

"  And  you  have  every  right  to  consideration,"  replied 
Brissac.  "  I  have  often  told  you  that  in  gratitude  for  all  the 
services  you  have  rendered,  I  will  willingly  do  anything  for 
you  that  my  })ersonal  means  may  afi'ord,  or  that  my  uttermost 
interest  and  influence  with  the  King  of  France  can  effect." 

"  I  know  your  generosity,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon,  with  a 
smile  which  had  nothing  of  the  bitter  in  it  that  generally 
mingled  more  or  less  with  every  expression  of  his  countenance. 
"  1  recollect  well  tlie  time  when,  to  remove  all  difficulties  from 
the  projects  of  his  king,  the  Marechal  de  Brissac  voluntarily 
offered  to  serve  under  a  less  experienced  commander,  losing 
all  his  authority  and  one  half  of  his  revenue;  and!  have  seen 
him,  to  reward  a  common  soldier,  give  the  last  ducat  out  of 
his  own  purse  wlien  the  treasury  of  the  army  was  exhausted. 
But  such  things  are  not  the  question  now.  The  matter  that 
I  have  in  hand  deserves  some  attention  from  you ;  and  for 
reasons  best  known  to  myself,  I  call  u])on  you  to  be  present 
in  person  on  the  spot  where  an  event  of  apparently  minor 
imj)ortance  is  about  to  take  place.     De  Thermes  has  sue- 
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ceeded  in  all  things,  as  yet,  and  tlie  Lord  of  Masscran  is 
now  a  prisoner  in  France." 

"  For  wliich  we  have  princii)ally  to  thank  you,"  said  I Jrissac. 

But  the  Brigand  went  on  without  noticing  the  interruption. 
"  De  Thennes  arrived  within  a  league  of  Robeck  last  night. 
It  was  necessary,  however,  to  leave  half  his  men  to  guard 
what  he  had  secured.  He  has  not  more  than  a  hundred  or 
a  hundred  and  ten  effective  men  with  him.  There  are,  at 
least,  two  hundred  in  the  castle  of  Robeck,  and  they  are 
apprised  of  what  has  taken  place  with  regard  to  their  lord." 

"  But  they  will  surrender,"  said  Brissac.  "  The  hearts  of 
such  people  have  very  thin  blood  in  them  in  general ;  and 
they  will  see  the  folly  of  resisting." 

"No,  they  will  not,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon.  "They  will 
see  no  such  folly  in  it,  with  Spanish  troops  ready  to  pour  in 
fi-om  the  Milanese.  Messengers  have  already  gone  to  call 
for  aid ;  and,  besides,  the  castle  is  not  defended  by  one  of 
this  petty  traitor's  own  people." 

"  I3y  whom,  then  ?"  demanded  Brissac. 

"  By  a  rebel  and  a  knave,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon — "  one 
of  the  bold-hearted  villains  of  our  own  native  land." 

"  Ha!"  said  Brissac,  "  who  may  that  be  ?" 

"  None  other,"  answered  the  Brigand,  "but  the  sweet,  fair, 
coui-tly,  indifferent  Count  de  Meyrand." 

"  Heaven  and  earth !"  exclaimed  Brissac,  starting  up,  and 
adding,  the  moment  after,  "  Even  if  he  be  there  carrying  on 
some  of  his  base  designs  with  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  he  will 
never  dare  to  resist  the  arms  of  France." 

"  You  will  see  1"  answered  Corse  de  Leon — "  you  will 
see  !  He  who  has  not  scrupled  to  betray  his  friend,  will  not 
scruple  to  betray  his  king  or  his  country  either.  He  is  too 
far  plunged  in,  my  lord,  to  have  any  hope  in  turning  back 
again.  Even  now  I  know  that  he  has  set  De  Thermes  at 
defiance,  fired  upon  the  officer  who  was  sent  to  summon  the 
place,  and — not  in  his  own  name,  it  is  true,  but  in  the  name 
of  one  of  the  Savoyard's  men  —  has  declared  the  autho- 
rization to  give  up  the  castle  to  France,  which  Masseran  signed 
this  day,  null  and  of  no  effect,  as  the  giver  of  it  was  in  pri- 
son and  under  compulsion  at  the  time." 

"  This  must  be  seen  to !"  said  Brissac,  walking  up  and 
down  the  cabinet — "  this  must  be  seen  to !"  And  it  was  re- 
markable that  the  act  of  rebellion  on  the  part  of  a  French 
nobleman,  which  the  Brigand  attributed  to  the  Count  de 
Meyrand,  seemed  to  affect  the  Marechal  much  more  than 
any  or  all  the  many  mortifications  and  disappointments  which 
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he  met  with  durmg  the  course  of  his  command  in  Italy.  "  It 
is  difficult  to  know  how  to  manage  this  afiair,"  he  added. 
"  I  ordered  three  hundred  men  to  march  for  Pignerol  at  day- 
break, and  they  cannot  well  be  spared.  \Vliat  number  can 
you  help  us  with,  Chevalier?" 

"  Enough  to  take  the  castle  by  storm,"  replied  Corse  de 
Leon,  boldly ;  "  and  I  will  lead  them  myself. — But  you  must 
be  present,  Marechal." 

"That  I  will,  of  course,"  answered  Brissac.  "Not  in 
command-  for  I  must  not  take  it  from  De  Thermes — bvit  as 
a  witness  of  the  whole,  and  I  will  bring  all  the  men  with 
me  that  can  be  spared,  to  aid  in  your  attempt." 

"  We  shall  need  no  great  aid,  I  think,"  replied  Corse  de 
Leon ;  "  I  seldom  fail.  But  still,  I  might  be  killed,  and 
then  a  reserve  were  good.  Yet  I  know  not  how  it  is,  the 
balls  seem  to  forget  me,  and  cold  iron  to  turn  soft  upon  my 
flesh.  I  shall  learn  to  think  myself  a  magician  some  day, 
as  the  poor  people  of  the  country  do.  However,  there  is 
no  time  to  be  lost,  if  you  are  to  bring  men  with  you. 
Remember,  'tis  a  long  march,  and  mischief  may  be  done  if 
the  attack  be  delayed." 

Brissac  smiled.  "  I  am  not  apt  to  make  many  delays,  my 
good  friend.  I  w^U  give  my  orders  at  once  ;  and  an  hour's 
sleep  for  myself  is  all  that  I  require.  Stay  you  here,  and 
return  with  us.     I  know  your  people  arc  always  ready." 

"  They  are,"  answered  Corse  de  Leon  ;  "  but  their  leader 
must  be  ready  too  ;  and  I  will  not  leave  that  wily  beast  un- 
watched — no,  not  an  hour,  if  I  can  help  it !" 

"  Should  I  catch  him  in  the  fact,"  said  Brissac,  "  he  shall 
have  no  judgment  but  that  over  the  drum-head,  and  as  high 
a  gallows  as  the  castle  of  Robeck  can  afford." 

"  What !  will  you  hang  nobility  .?"  demanded  Corse  de 
Leon,  with  a  grim  smile.  "  You  will  have  a  mutiny  in  the 
anny  if  you  disallow  the  noble  his  patent  to  commit  wrong 
unchastiscd  ! — Fare  you  well,  my  lord ;  I  will  make  your 
cook  and  your  summeler  to  give  me  some  refi'eshment ;  and 
you  will  find  me  ready  when  you  appear." 

One  hour  of  rest  was  all  that  Brissac  required  ;  and  fol- 
lowed by  a  detachment  of  about  a  hundred  and  fifty  men, 
two  small  pieces  of  artillery,  and  two  or  three  of  the  most 
experienced  engineers  in  Montmeillan,  he  took  his  way  to 
the  castle  of  Jiobeck.  It  still  wanted  several  hours  of  day- 
break when  he  set  out,  and  the  march  was  long,  cold,  and 
dreary.  Nevertheless,  the  Marechal  and  his  small  trooj) 
threaded  their  way  perseveringly  through  some  of  the  most 
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difficult  passes  of  the  Alps,  and  about  half-an-hour  after  the 
sun  had  risen,  received  the  first  intimation  of  their  ajjproiich 
to  the  scene  of  contest  by  the  roar  of  artillery  at  no  very 
great  distance. 

In  half-an-hour  more  they  reached  a  high  point  of  the 
road,  which  gave  them  a  view  into  the  valley  where  the  small 
force  of  Monsieur  de  Thermes  was  drawn  up.  That  officer 
had,  with  great  skill,  taken  advantage  of  a  little  village,  or 
rather  hamlet,  at  the  distance  of  about  half  a  mile  from  the 
castle,  adding  some  slight  works  during  the  night,  and  had 
brought  up  two  pieces  of  cannon,  which  he  had  planted  so  as 
to  defend  the  village  against  any  sally  made  by  the  garrison, 
though  the  situation  was  not  such  as  to  enable  them  to  play 
with  effect  upon  the  castle  itself.  It  was  not  from  these  two 
small  pieces,  however,  that  the  sounds  proceeded  which 
caught  the  ear  of  Brissac,  but,  on  the  contrary,  from  the  guns 
of  the  castle  itself,  which  had  begun  firing  upon  the  village 
at  day-break,  thereby  showing  the  determination  of  the  gar- 
rison to  resist  the  power  of  France  to  the  utmost. 

The  Marechal  paused  as  soon  as  this  scene  presented 
itself  to  his  eyes,  and  gazed  upon  it  with  a  frowning  brow. 
"  Is  it  possible,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  "  that  a  man,  nur- 
tured in  honourable  feelings  as  Meyrand  has  been,  can  so 
disgrace  himself.?  What  can  he  hope?  What  can  be  his 
object?" 

As  he  thus  thought  and  gazed,  his  keen  and  practised  eye 
distinguished  the  gleam  of  arms  part  of  the  way  up  the 
opposite  hill,  which — as  the  valley  extended  considerably  at 
that  spot,  and  a  small  plain,  with  the  river  winding  through 
it,  was  spread  out  between  the  castle  and  the  mountains  on 
the  other  side — might  be  at  the  distance  of  about  two  miles. 

"  Who  can  those  be  ?"  he  said,  speaking  to  one  of  the 
officers  near  him — "  who  can  those  be,  lying  under  cover  of 
that  small  wood  of  pines  close  by  a  large  building — an  abbey, 
apparently  ?  Our  good  fi-iend  the  Chevalier  cannot  have 
taken  his  men  up  there  :  he  is  too  experienced  not  to  know 
that  it  is  from  this  side  we  must  act  against  the  castle." 

"  If  the  Chevalier  does  not,"  answered  the  officer  who 
was  with  him,  "  Monsieur  de  Thermes  must  know  better ; 
and  there  is  another  also,  monseigneur,  with  Monsieur  de 
Thennes,  who  knows,  perhaps,  better  than  either  of  them — I 


mean 


"  Hush,  hush !"  said  Brissac,  with  a  laugh.  "  If  it  be  our 
unknown  friend,  who  has  stormed  more  castles  in  a  month 
than  any  other  man  in  Europe,  we  give  him  no  name,  you 
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know.  Here  comes  somebody  fi-om  De  Thermes,  however  ; 
let  us  go  slowly  down  and  make  our  dispositions.  Do  you  not 
think,  Monsieiu-  de  Janon,  that  there  seems  a  defect  in  the 
wall  there,  to  the  eastward,  where,  if  De  Thermes  has  any 
ladders  with  him,  the  thing  may  be  done  by  an  escalade  ?" 

The  engineer  declared  his  opinion  that  it  was  as  the 
Marechal  said  ;  but  added,  "  We  should  need  a  troop  of 
devils,  indeed,  my  lord,  to  make  the  attempt." 

"  My  brigands  for  ever  !"  replied  Brissac,  laughing.  "  You 
all  wonder  at  my  dealing  with  such  men  ;  you  shall  now  see 
Avhat  they  can  do.*  But  go  round  by  that  path,  and  examine 
a  little  more  closely,  and  then  join  me  below." 

Thus  saying,  he  rode  on  to  the  small  party  which  was 
coming  up  from  the  village,  and  at  the  head  of  which  was 
Monsieur  de  Thermes  himself. 

"  I  have  not  come  to  interfere  with  your  command,  De 
Thermes,"  said  the  Marechal,  shaking  him  by  the  hand, 
"but  merely  to  be  a  looker-on  while  you  carry  another  of 
these  castles.  I  have  brought  you  some  reinforcements. 
Gentlemen,"  he  continued,  turning  to  the  officers  of  the 
troop,  "  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  recollect  the  Marechal  de 
Brissac  is  not  here,  and  the  general  commanding  is  Monsieur 
de  Thermes." 

"  We  nnist  do  all  that  can  be  done  quickly,  my  lord,"  said 
De  Thermes,  s])eaking  in  a  low  voice  to  the  Marechal.  "  I 
have  certain  intelligence  that  the  Spaniards  are  already  on 
their  march." 

"  We  will  send  them  back  again,  De  Thermes — we  will 
send  them  back  again '."  said  Brissac,  in  a  gay  tone.  "  This 
country  is  too  rough  and  cold  for  a  Spaniard.  But  where 
are  my  friends  the  brigands  ^  Surely  Corse  de  Leon  has 
not  taken  his  people  up  to  that  wood  under  the  hill .''" 

"  He  has  some  object  in  it,"  answered  De  Thermes  ;  "for 
there  they  certainly  are,  and  he  at  their  head.  Masseran's 
people  set  us  at  defiance  here,  and  have  even  sent  out  large 
parties  in  various  directions  this  morning,  foraging  all  round, 
driving  in  cattle,  and  swce])ing  the  hills  of  everything  they 
could  iind.  We  were  obliged  to  keep  ourselves  close  to  the 
village  ;  but  your  friend  the  Chevalier,  as  you  call  him, 
scoffed  at  all  precautions,  and  gallo])ed  off  with  his  troop, 
though  he  liad  not  above  sixty  men  with  him,  and  they  have 
at  least  a  hinidrcd  in  one  bodv." 

"  \  ou  will  give  him  sonae  support,  I  suppose,  De  Thermes?" 
said  Brissac. 

*  I  liave  given  the  exact  words  of  Brissac,  as  recorded  by  his  biographer,  to 
account  for  the  employment  of  a  large  body  of  brigands  by  a  French  marshal. 
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"  Now  that  you  have  brought  nie  a  reinforcement,  my 
lord,  I  will,"  replied  l)e  Thermes ;  "  but  it  was  impossible 
before,  for  these  people  kept  us  to  our  quarters.  There  are 
men  of  experience  amongst  them,  evidently." 

"  I  have  heard  the  Count  of  Meyrand  is  there,"  said 
Brissac.     "  Do  you  think  it  is  so  ?" 

"  I  heard  such  a  report  last  night,"  replied  De  Thermes  ; 
"  but  I  did  not  choose  to  mention  it,  lest  I  should  do  wrong 
to  the  name  of  an  honourable  man." 

A  few  words  more  of  desultory  conversation  succeeded  ; 
and  at  the  suggestion  of  Brissac,  De  Thermes  ordered  the 
two  sakers,  or  small  pieces  of  artillery  which  the  Marechal 
had  brought  with  him,  to  be  placed  upon  an  elevated  point 
near  the  spot  at  which  they  had  now  arrived,  without  de- 
scending farther  into  the  valley.  The  castle,  however,  was 
so  situated,  that  the  fire  of  the  cannon  produced  very  little 
effect,  and  only  served  to  draw  the  attention  of  the  garrison 
from  the  village.  It  would  seem  that  the  besieged  had  not 
before  this  perceived  the  arrival  of  Brissac  and  the  fresh 
troops  ;  for  in  three  or  four  minutes  after  the  sakers  were 
brought  into  operation,  a  small  party  of  horsemen  was  seen 
riding  rapidly  down  the  hill  on  which  the  castle  stood,  and 
making  their  way  toward  the  monastery  or  abbey  which 
Brissac  had  remarked,  and  which,  it  must  be  remembered, 
was  skirted  by  a  deep  wood  of  pines,  that  advanced  some- 
what farther  into  the  plain  toward  the  castle. 

De  Thermes,  now  anxious  to  distinguish  himself  under 
the  eyes  of  Brissac,  gave  rapid  orders  for  pursuing  the  party, 
and  at  the  same  time  directed  a  small  reinforcement  to  be 
sent  to  Corse  de  Leon.  Before  either  of  these  orders  could 
be  executed,  however,  and  while  the  Marechal  and  the 
officers  who  accompanied  him  were  riding  down  the  hill  with 
De  Thermes,  their  attention  was  caught  by  a  volume  of 
thick  smoke  issuing  from  the  abbey  ;  and  in  a  moment  after, 
they  thought  they  could  perceive  some  flames,  though  at  first 
they  looked  thin  and  pale  in  the  broad  daylight,  issuing 
from  the  windows  of  the  church. 

"  By  Heaven,  they  have  set  fire  to  the  building  !"  ex- 
claimed Brissac.  "  Can  any  of  you,  gentlemen,  tell  what  that 
place  is  r" 

One  of  the  officers  who  were  behind  rode  up  to  reply, 
saying,  "  I  heard  last  night,  my  lord,  from  some  of  the  pea- 
santry in  the  village,  that  it  is  an  abbey  of  regular  Cister- 
cians, with  a  convent  attached ;  but  1  cannot  think  that 
Monsieur  de  Meyrand  would  set  fire  to  a  religious  building 
of  that  kind  on  purpose." 
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"  On  purpose  or  not,"  replied  Brissac,  "  the  place  is  on 
fire.  But  what  makes  you  think,  sir,  that  the  Count  de 
Meyrand  is  there  ?" 

"  Because  I  saw  him,  my  lord,"  replied  the  officer.  "They 
passed  within  three  hundred  yards  of  me  this  morning, 
when  I  was  out  reconnoitering.  Some  of  them  chased  me 
back  to  the  village,  up  to  the  very  barriers,  but  not  before  I 
had  seen  Monsieur  de  Meyrand  at  the  head  of  the  troop. 
He  was  in  a  plain  buff  coat,  without  armoui',  but  he  was  evi- 
dently in  command." 

"  You  had  better  double  your  reinforcement  for  Corse  de 
Leon,"  said  Brissac,  in  a  whisper,  to  Monsieur  de  Thermos. 
"  He  has  not  enough  with  him  to  make  the  matter  sure  ; 
and,  depend  upon  it,  he  is  lying  in  wait  for  the  enemy  as 
they  return  from  the  abbey.  Had  we  more  men  to  maintain 
our  position  here,  I  would  venture  a  charge  myself,  to  cut 
that  fellow  off  from  the  castle." 

Even  while  he  spoke,  a  number  of  moving  objects  were 
seen  around  the  abbey,  the  great  bell  of  which  could  be  heard 
tolling  loudly,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  after,  a  troop  of  horse- 
men ajjpeared  issuing  forth  from  amongst  the  high  walls,  and 
taking  their  way  back  towards  the  castle. 

De  Thermos  multiplied  his  orders  in  haste :  horses  were 
led  out,  and  troopers  mounted  without  delay ;  and  a  number 
of  the  gentlemen  who  had  followed  Brissac,  besought  and 
received  permission  to  volunteer  in  the  party  destined  to 
attack  the  adversary.  But  ere  the  little  body  thus  collected 
could  issue  forth  from  the  village,  it  was  clear  that  the 
enemy's  troop  was  perceived  by  the  men  who  had  been  lying 
in  wait  under  cover  of  the  wood.  A  momentary  blaze  of  fire 
ran  along  amongst  the  dark  pines  ;  the  instant  after,  Corse 
de  Leon  and  his  band  were  out  on  the  plain  ground  ;  and  in 
two  minutes  more,  advancing  with  a  rapid  and  fiery  charge, 
liis  men  were  mingled  in  undistinguisliable  strife  with  the 
02)posite  party. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

Happy  woidd  it  often  be  for  us  if  real  life — which  certainly 
jjusses  away  like  a  tale  that  is  told — did  permit,  as  in  the 
telling  of  a  tale,  to  go  back  in  point  of  time  and  bring  up  all 
the  scattered  incidents,  in  whatsoever  manner  we  like,  to  bear 


CORSE   DE   LEOx\.  349 

upon  and  to  affect  the  grand  events  of  the  whole.  How  many 
an  omission  woukl  then  be  remedied !  How  many  a  vain 
thought  woukl  be  swept  away !  How  many  a  deed — small 
in  itself,  carelessly  done,  but  terrible  in  its  consequences — 
would  be  cancelled  and  lilotted  out  for  ever  !  There  is  none, 
however,  but  that  great  Being  who  writes  with  the  ])en  of  fate 
the  history  of  man,  who  can  efface  one  word;  and  his  eternal 
justice  requires  that  each  forgiven  offence  shall  be  blotted 
out,  even  by  the  hand  of  mercy,  with  the  tears  of  penitence 
and  the  blood  of  atonement. 

We  must  go  back  for  a  while  in  the  course  of  the  nan'ative, 
but  we  will  not  go  back  far,  however.  Early  on  the  evening 
of  the  same  day  which  saw  Monsieur  de  Thermes  appear 
before  the  castle  of  Robeck,  a  lady  upon  a  mule,  with  a 
priest  walking  by  her  side,  a  girl  habited  as  a  peasant,  and 
one  stout  old  male  attendant  on  foot  following,  approached 
the  gate  of  the  abbey  of  St.  Vial,  which  was  even  then  grey 
with  age,  and  cumbered  with  thick  ivy.  The  party  were 
immediately  admitted  into  the  abbot's  parlour,  where  a  very 
aged  man  dressed  in  the  monastic  habit  received  them  kindly. 
"  I  come  for  the  purpose  of  claiming  your  promise,  good 
father,"  said  the  priest,  "  to  give  shelter  and  protection  to  this 
lady.  I  told  you  that  I  wovdd  not  do  so  except  in  case  of  the 
utmost  need.  That  case  has  now  happened.  Her  place  of 
refuge  has  been  discovered,  and  I  have  every  reason  to 
believe  that  those  who  persecute  her  are  even  now  seeking 
her  at  her  late  abode,  while  we,  following  a  different  track, 
have,  thank  Heaven  !  arrived  here  in  safety." 

"  Here  you  shall  have  peace,  my  children,"  replied  the  good 
old  man,  speakmg  in  the  Italian  tongue,  for  French  he  loved 
not  to  speak,  though  he  understood  it.  "Rash  and  wild  as 
this  Lord  of  Masseran  is,  and  daring  in  his  wickedness,  as  I 
believe  him  to  be,  he  has  never  attempted,  and  will  never 
attempt  to  disturb  this  abbey  in  possession  of  its  rights  and 
privileges.  It  were  worth  his  coronet  to  do  so.  I  trust  to 
you,  my  good  brother,  however,"  he  said,  speaking  to  Father 
Willand,  "  that  it  is  not  from  the  King  of  France  that  this 
our  daughter  is  flying." 

"Not  at  all,  in  the  present  instance,"  answered  Father 
Willand.  "  The  lion,  my  good  lord,  seeks  bigger  beasts — he 
seldom  preys  upon  the  lamb.  It  is  the  wolf  we  fear — it  is 
a  certain  Count  of  Mevrand,  who — not  only  without  the 
King  of  France's  consent,  but,  as  I  am  truly  iuiormed, 
contraiy  to  his  express  commands — is  persecuting  this  poor 
child." 
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"  I  beseech  you,  father,"  said  Isabel,  speaking  to  the  old 
man  in  Italian,  almost  as  easily  as  in  her  own  tongue —  "  I 
beseech  you,  take  me  under  your  holy  and  secure  protection, 
I  shall  not  burden  you  long ;  for  good  Father  Willand  informs 
me  that  the  King's  troops  are  already  in  the  castle  of  Mas- 
seran,  and  will  doubtless  soon  put  an  end  to  the  persecution 
which  I  fear." 

"  Ah !  that  is  sweetly  spoken  !"  said  the  old  man,  delighted 
to  hear  his  own  musical  language  from  such  beautiful  lips, — 
"  that  is  sweetly  spoken,  and  you  shall  have  full  protection 
and  comfort  here.  Not  that  I  can  keep  you  in  the  abbey," 
he  added  "  even  in  the  visitors'  apartments,  for  I  found  it 
needful  many  years  ago  to  make  a  strict  reform  in  those 
things.  But  my  sister  of  the  convent  hard  by — who  is  my 
sister,  not  spiritually  alone,  but  of  the  flesh,  a  child  of  the 
same  father — will  give  you  refuge  there,  always  under  my 
protection,  but  still  in  a  separate  building." 

Isabel  thanked  him  warmly;  and  the  good  abbot,  perhaps, 
might  have  been  well  pleased  to  detain  her  a  little  longer, 
to  hear  her  musical  voice  speak  his  native  tongue,  but 
with  due  regard  to  his  character  and  habits,  he  led  her  away 
at  once,  and  placed  her  under  the  care  of  persons  of  her 
own  sex. 

To  find  herself  once  more,  as  she  believed,  in  security,  was 
to  Isabel's  mind  no  light  relief,  and  many  ])icces  of  news 
which  she  had  heard  as  she  came  along  the  road,  had  tended  to 
renew  in  her  bosom  feelings  of  hope,  and  visions  of  happi- 
ness, which  had  Avell  nigh  been  once  more  extinguished 
under  the  long,  dull  passing  of  heavy  and  expectant  hours. 
She  was  now  treated  with  kindness  and  with  gentleness ;  and 
after  prayer  and  a  light  meal,  she  retired  to  one  of  the 
visitors'  chambers,  where,  weary  with  thought  and  with 
joarneying,  she  fell  into  a  longer  and  deeper  sleep  than  she 
had  known  for  many  a  night.  It  was  daylight  when  she 
woke  again,  and  though  she  knew  it  not,  the  convent  bell 
had  rung  long  before  for  early  prayer.  Isabel  hastened  her 
toilet  in  ordi;r  not  to  be  too  late,  without  remarking  that  the 
girl  who  busied  herself  in  arranging  her  bright  dark  hair 
looki'd  somewhat  seared  and  pale,  and  plied  her  labours  with 
an  unsteady  hand.  Suddenly,  in  the  midst,  a  dull  heavy 
roar  in  the  distance  made  Isabel  start,  and  demand,  "  What 
is  that  ?" 

"It  is  the  cannon  of  the  castle,  madam,"  said  the  girl. 
"  They  have  been  firing  two  or  three  times  before,  this 
morning." 
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"  Then  the  King's  troops  are  before  the  place,"  said  Isabel, 
less  frightened  or  surprised  than  the  girl  had  expected. 

"Oh!  yes,  madam!"  she  answered.  "One  of  the  lay 
sisters  has  heard  that  the  Count  de  Meyrand  will  defend  it 
to  the  last." 

The  sound  of  that  name  turned  Isabel  somewhat  pale,  for 
every  idea  associated  with  it  was  painful  and  distressing  to 
her.  She  dressed  herself  calmly,  however,  without  any 
observation,  and  was  about  to  go  forth  from  the  small  neat 
chamber  which  had  been  assigned  to  her,  when  one  of  the 
nuns  came  in  with  evident  terror,  saying,  "  Oh !  my  sister, 
do  not  cross  the  court  on  any  account.  There  are  armed 
men  at  the  abbey-gate  demanding  you  sternly,  and  I  saw  the 
head  and  shoulders  of  one  looking  over  the  wall  this 
moment ;  but  he  could  get  no  fm-ther,  and  the  abbot  is 
speaking  boldly  to  them,  and  bidding  them  be  gone.  Here 
comes  some  one — here  comes  some  one.  Lock  the  door,  I 
beseech  you,  lady."  And  she  sprang  forward  to  do  wdth  her 
own  hands  that  which  she  counselled. 

But  Isabel  stayed  her  gently,  saying,  "  It  is  Father  Wil- 
land's  foot,  madam ;  I  know  it  well ;  for  it  has  often  brought 
me  comfort  and  consolation  during  the  last  six  months  !" 

Almost  as  she  spoke.  Father  Willand  appeared,  entering 
without  ceremony,  but  bearing  an  expression  of  anxiety  and 
alann  upon  his  countenance,  which  accounted  for  any  lack  of 
respect.  "  Quick,  girl,"  he  said,  speaking  to  the  attendant, 
"  gather  whatever  you  can  together  in  a  moment ! — Lady, 
come  hither  with  me — throw  on  your  veil,  and  come  hither. 
The  Count  de  Meyrand  is  at  the  great  gates,  threatening  to 
force  a  way,  and  to  burn  the  abbey  if  he  be  resisted.  We 
may  escape  yet  into  the  Avood  behind  !" 

"  He  will  never  do  such  a  deed  !"  said  Isabel,  casting  on 
her  veil.     "  He  is  surely  not  wicked  enough  to  do  that !" 

"  He  is  wicked  enough  to  do  anything,"  replied  the  priest. 
"  He  is  a  desperate  man  now,  lady.  The  check  of  all  earthly 
fear  has  now  been  taken  off  him,  by  the  want  of  all  earthly 
hope  ;  and  it  is  then  that  one  sees  what  a  man's  wickedness 
really  will  do.  The  good  old  abbot  resists  him  boldly,  but 
he  has  no  power  to  resist  long,  and  our  only  chance  is 
in  flight  by  one  of  the  doors  leading  into  the  wood  behind. 
We  may  then  get  into  the  rear  of  the  royal  forces  and  be 
safe." 

As  he  still  spoke,  he  hurried  on,  drawing  Isabel  after  him ; 
while  the  girl  followed,  caring  little  to  take  with  her  any  other 
part  of   her  mistress's  apparel   than  that  which   she   could 
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snatch  up  in  haste.  The  good  priest  hastened  across  the 
court,  passed  through  the  cloisters  on  the  other  side,  and 
opening  the  door  by  which  he  had  entered  from  the  abbey 
itself,  drew  Isabel  with  him  into  a  quadrangle  which  had 
acquired  the  name  of  the  Prior's  Court.  One  side  of  it  was 
formed  by  the  abbey  church,  but  before  good  Father  Willand 
could  reach  that  building,  the  Count  de  Meyrand  stood  before 
him. 

The  priest  would  have  drawn  back,  but  Meyrand,  fol- 
lowed by  half-a-dozen  Italian  and  French  soldiers,  darted 
fonvard  and  seized  Isabel  by  the  wrist  with  a  grasp  of  iron. 
Undaunted  by  the  danger,  however.  Father  Willand  struck 
him  boldly  on  the  breast,  exclaiming,  "  Stand  back,  traitor, 
and  let  us  pass  !  How  dare  you  violate  this  sacred  place  ? 
— How  dare  you  show  yourself  within  the  walls  of  this 
sanctuary.'' — The  curse  of  God  be  upon  you,  false  and  blood- 
thirsty man! — Mark,  all  ye  soldiers  of  France  and  Savoy, 
this  man  is  a  traitor  to  his  king,  and  is  by  me  excom- 
municated and  anathematised  for  daring  to  profane  holy 
ground,  and  1)reak  into  the  sanctuary  of  the  church.  All 
who  aid  him  share  his  treason  and  incur  his  excommunica- 
tion, and  I  vow " 

"  You  shall  take  no  more  vows  upon  you,  priest,"  replied 
Meyrand,  with  a  bitter  sneer,  still  holding  tight  the  wrist  of 
Isabel.  "  Take  him,  my  men,  and  hang  him  to  one  of  those 
pinnacles. — Or,  stay  !  I  have  more  accounts  than  one  to 
settle  with  him.  Bind  him  hand  and  foot,  and  throw  him 
over  a  horse.     We  have  no  time  for  long  delays  here." 

"  Wliat  would  you  with  me,  sir?"  demanded  Isabel.  "I 
])eg  you  would  free  my  arm  —  there  is  no  need  of  such 
violence." 

"  What  would  I  with  you,  madam  .?"  replied  the  Count  de 
Meyrand, — "what  would  I  with  you  ?  I  will  tell  you,  lady. 
I  would  do  you  the  honour  of  uniting  your  fate  and  mine 
together  for  ever. — Madam,  my  hour  is  come.  How  long 
I  may  enjoy  it,  I  know  not ;  but  wliile  it  is  here,  I  will  use 
it  to  the  utmost.  You  are  mine,  now  and  for  ever,  and 
wliat(!ver  fate  awaits  me,  depend  upon  it,  you  shall  share. 
Nay,  struggle  not,  lady,  this  grasp  u])()n  your  wrist  is  but 
the  symbol  of  the  grasp  I  have  upon  you  and  on  your  fate, 
whicli,  l;e  you  sure,  shall  never  be  relaxed. — What  smoke  is 
tliat  ?"  he  r-diifinucd,  turning  to  one  of  the  men  who  came  out 
of  the  churcli,  from  the  o})ening  door  of  which  burst  forth  a 
volume  of  dtnise  vaj^our,  while  a  roaring  and  crackling  sound 
was  heard  fiom  within. 
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"  It  is  only  the  church,  my  lord,"  replied  the  man,  laughing 
aloud.  "  You  told  us  to  set  fire  to  the  place  ;  so  we  have 
piled  up  the  stools  and  benches,  and  the  flame  has  caught 
the  carved  roof  already.  The  old  sacristan  would  fain  have 
stopped  us,  but  Mark  and  I  took  him  between  us,  and 
pitched  him  on  the  top  of  the  pile." 

"  You  fools  !"  exclaimed  Meyrand,  furiously.  "  It  was 
but  in  the  fury  of  the  moment  I  said  it — it  was  but  a  threat, 
not  intended  to  be  executed.  Do  you  not  know  that  every 
moment  is  precious,  that  we  may  get  back  to  the  castle,  and 
then  draw  off  the  men  before  Brissac  and  his  thousands 
aiTive  ? — Nay,  struggle  not,  light  girl,"  he  continued,  turning 
fiercely  to  Isabel — "  or,  by  Heaven,  I  may  serve  you  as  they 
have  done  the  sacristan  !  Think  you  that  you  can  contend 
with  me  ?  Come  on,  come  on,  there ! — bring  the  priest  along 
— we  will  hang  him  over  the  gate  of  the  castle,  to  give 
Brissac  his  first  welcome  in." 

Thus  saying,  he  caught  Isabel  up  in  his  arms,  passed 
through  another  door,  by  Avhich  he  avoided  the  church,  and 
was  in  a  few  minutes  at  the  great  gates  of  the  abbey. 

There,  before  the  portal,  with  a  number  of  monks  around 
him,  in  no  degree  terrified  by  the  fierce  men  opposed  to  him, 
stood  the  old  abbot,  bareheaded,  and  pouring  forth  anathe- 
mas in  Italian  and  Latin  upon  some  sixty  or  seventy  men 
whom  the  Count  de  Meyrand  had  left  without.  Those 
anathemas  were  redoubled  at  the  sight  of  the  Count's  pri- 
soners ;  but  Meyrand,  heeding  him  not,  turned  to  listen  for 
a  moment  to  one  of  his  own  followers,  who  addressed  him 
instantly  on  his  coming  forth. 

"  We  must  make  haste,  sir,"  he  said.  "  Fresh  troops  are 
appearing  upon  the  hills,  and  they  have  already  opened  a 
fire  upon  the  castle,  from  a  place  where  we  saw  a  small  red 
cross  last  night." 

"  To  horse  ! — to  horse,  then  1"  said  Meyrand;  "  the  castle 
is  not  tenable  for  an  hour  against  any  considerable  force. 
We  must  bring  off  the  men  and  the  treasure  that  are  there, 
and  then  retreat  upon  the  places  in  the  rear. — Here,  Mark '." 
he  continued,  turning  to  one  of  those  who  had  just  come  out 
of  the  church,  "you  are  a  determined  devil— I  may  have  to 
command  as  well  as  to  fight.  Take  this  lady  up  behind  you, 
and  remember,  your  sole  business  is  to  make  the  best  of  your 
way  to  the  castle.  Fasten  her  to  your  belt,  so  that  she  can- 
not escape,  and  if  there  should  seem  a  likelihood  of  her  full- 
ing into  the  enemy's  hands,  hark  ye !" — And  he  whispered 
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something  to  the  man,  which  made  him  look  up  in  his  face 
^vith  an  inquiring  glance,  saying — "  ^\'^lat !  a  woman  ?" 

"  Do  you  hesitate  ?"  demanded  Meyrand,  bending  his 
brows  upon  him. 

"  No,  no,"  replied  the  man  ;  "  I  always  do  what  I  am  bid 
when  I  understand  it."  And  with  no  power  to  resist,  Isabel, 
drowned  in  tears  and  as  pale  as  death,  was  seated  behind 
the  trooper  on  his  horse,  and  tied  tightly  to  him  by  several 
leathern  thongs.  A  moment  more,  and  they  were  riding  on 
at  a  quick  pace  toward  the  castle  of  Robeck,  the  poor  girl 
nearly  fainting  at  every  step,  yet  not  happy  enough  to  fall 
altogether  into  forgetfulness  of  her  terrible  situation. 

They  had  gone  about  three  hundred  yards,  or  perhaps  a 
little  more,  from  the  gates  of  the  abbey,  and  the  head  of  the 
troop,  which  was  led  by  the  Count  himself,  had  just  passed 
a  deep  wood  of  pines  that  flanked  the  abbey  to  the  north- 
ward, when  there  came  a  quick  sharp  report  of  fire-arms, 
and  four  or  five  of  the  foremost  horsemen  went  down  at 
once.  The  sound  recalled  Isabel  to  herself,  and  she  looked 
suddenly  up,  when  she  beheld  a  troop  of  armed  men  coming 
forward  at  a  full  gallop,  some  armed  with  spears,  and  some 
with  drawn  swords,  upon  the  body  which  was  bearing  her 
away.  She  had  not  time  to  see  anything  more  than  that, 
though  somewhat  strangely  and  wildly  armed,  they  were  well 
prepared  for  an  encounter  of  the  most  fierce  description — 
horse  and  man  bristling  with  various  weapons,  which  any 
one  would  now-a-days  find  great  difiiciUty  in  employing 
skilfully. 

The  charging  horse  were  upon  the  troop  of  Count  de 
Meyrand  in  a  moment,  uttering  a  fierce,  shrill  shout  as  they 
came  forward  ;  and  while  Meyrand  strove  to  put  his  men  in 
some  order  to  receive  them,  the  name  of  "  Corse  de  Leon  ! 
Corse  de  Leon  !"  was  repeated  from  trooper  to  trooper,  seem- 
ing to  fill  the  hearts  of  the  Count's  soldiers  with  fear. 

In  another  instant,  the  two  bodies  met,  and  all  was  strife 
and  confusion.  Swords  flashed  around  in  every  direction, 
and  jiistol  shots  were  exchanged,  with  the  muzzles  almost 
touching,  while  hand  to  hand,  and  now  separated  into  small 
grcjups,  the  brigands  and  their  opponents  fought  for  life  and 
death,  scattered  over  the  open  space  that  intenened  between 
the  wood  and  the  castle.  Oh,  who  can  tell  the  feelings  of 
])oor  Isabel  at  th;it  moment!  She  strove  once  or  twice  to 
burst  the  bonds  tli.it  held  her;  but  all  her  efforts  were  vain, 
and  she  had  nothing  to  do  but  alternately  to  cover  her  eyes 
with  her  hands,  and  then  glance  over  the  scene  again,  and 
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stretch  out  her  arms  towards  any  of  the  opposite  party  who 
happened  to  be  near,  wliilc  hope  and  fear  continued  their 
agonizing  struggle  in  her  heart. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  man  Mark,  who  carried  her  along 
with  him,  remembering  the  orders  he  had  received,  strove 
for  nothing  but  to  make  himself  a  way  on  towards  the  castle 
of  Robeck,  still  keeping  some  of  his  comrades  between  him- 
self and  the  attacking  party ;  or  if  he  crossed  swords  with 
any  of  them,  it  was  but  to  strike  a  single  well-directed  blow 
and  ride  on.  There  was  a  horseman,  however,  in  the  troop 
of  Corse  de  Leon,  who  seemed  detennined  to  hew  a  path  up 
toward  him.  Armed  at  all  points,  with  his  beaver  down,  the 
spurs  of  knighthood  upon  his  heels,  his  heavy  sword  playing 
like  a  bulrush  in  his  hands,  three  times  he  made  his  way 
nearly  up  to  the  spot  where  the  man  Mark  was  hurrying  on, 
and  three  times  some  accidental  turn  of  the  fray  threw 
another  group  of  the  soldiery  in  his  way. 

All  went  down  before  him,  however;  and  twice,  when 
Isabel  raised  her  terrified  eyes  and  gazed  in  that  direction, 
she  saw,  through  the  dust  and  smoke,  one  of  the  troopers  of 
the  Count  de  Meyrand  cast  headlong  from  his  horse  by  a 
blow  of  his  arm.  The  man  Mark  seemed  especially  to  flee 
from  him,  as  if,  in  him,  he  recognised  some  one  with  whom 
he  could  not  struggle;  but  at  length,  just  when  he  Avas 
breaking  away  from  the  melee  altogether,  and  spurring  on 
with  fury  towards  the  castle,  Isabel  beheld  the  knight  draw 
out  from  amongst  the  rest  also,  and  gallop  fiercely  after.  A 
page  followed  him  bearing  a  spear,  but  the  distance  between 
the  pursuer  and  the  pursued,  though  not  actually  great,  was 
considerable  in  such  an  eager  race  as  that  which  they  now 
ran.  The  heart  of  Isabel  sunk  with  fear  as  she  saw  that  the 
knight's  charger  did  not  gain  much  upon  them.  But  the 
moment  after,  another  horseman  darted  forth  from  the  midst 
of  the  very  foremost  group  of  combatants,  where  all  was 
enveloped  in  a  cloud  of  smoke  and  dust.  He  was  covered 
with  black  arms  fi'om  head  to  foot,  but  his  horse  was  strong 
and  fi-esh,  and  bearing  him  on  lightly,  promised  to  overtake 
the  other  ere  he  could  reach  the  castle.  The  man  Mark 
measured  the  distance  with  his  eye.  He  saw  that  he  could 
not  escape,  and  after  looking  round  twice  at  Isabel,  he  took 
the  rein  in  his  teeth,  and  without  quitting  the  hold  of  his 
sword,  drcAv  the  dagger  from  his  belt  with  the  left  hand. 

She  understood  too  well  what  it  meant.  "  Oh,  spare  me  ! 
spare  me  !"  cried  the  poor  girl ;  but  the  man  only  muttered 
something  between  his  teeth  about  doing  what  he  was  bid, 
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and  turned  in  the  saddle,  as  if  the  better  to  stiike  the  blow. 
She  looked  round  with  a  wild  shriek  for  help,  and  at  the 
same  moment  she  saw  the  dark  horseman  behind  raise  a 
pistol  in  his  hand,  though  still  coming  on  at  headlong  speed. 
She  closed  her  eyes,  and  shrunk  down  as  low  as  the  bonds 
would  allow  her — she  heard  the  sharp  report  of  fire-arms — 
the  next  instant,  she  felt  the  form  of  the  man  to  whom  she 
was  tied  reel  and  waver  in  the  saddle,  and,  overcome  by 
terror  and  agitation,  she  lost  all  consciousness  of  what  was 
passing  around  her. 

When  Isabel  opened  her  eyes,  she  was  fi*eed  from  the 
bonds  which  had  tied  her ;  but  the  body  of  a  dead  trooper 
lay  not  far  off',  and  two  faces  that  she  knew  were  gazing  at 
her  from  their  unclosed  helmets.  The  one  was  that  of  Corse 
de  Leon,  the  other  that  of  Bernard  de  Rohan. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

"  Most  gallantly  and  nobly  done  !"  exclaimed  Brissac,  as 
he  witnessed  the  charge  of  Corse  de  Leon  and  his  compa- 
nions. "  Gentlemen,  spare  not  the  spur,  but  see  how  many 
of  the  ti*aitors  you  can  cut  off  from  the  castle.  De  Thermes, 
would  it  not  be  better  to  point  the  guns  from  the  village  at 
that  body  which  is  making  for  the  bridge .?" 

All  was  done  as  he  directed  ;  for  his  judgment  and  expe- 
rience were  too  well  known  for  De  Thermes  even  to  hesitate. 
The  small  body  of  French  cavalry  dashed  after  the  troopers 
of  the  Count  de  Meyi'and,  the  cannon  were  fired  ujDon  the 
fugitives ;  but  still  about  one  half  of  the  number  escaped ; 
and  Meyrand  liimself  now  showed  all  the  soldierlike  quali- 
ties which  he  really  possessed,  rallied  his  men,  repulsed  the 
pursuers,  brought  up  the  rear  in  person,  and  succeeded  in 
leading  the  remnant  of  his  force  into  the  castle  of  Robeck. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Brissac  and  De  Thermes  rode  out  of 
the  hamlet  towards  the  scene  of  the  conflict,  and  took  up 
their  position  upon  a  little  knoll,  whence  they  could  see  the 
flight  and  chase  ;  and  such  is  the  effect  of  long  habits  of  war 
and  bloodshed  u])on  the  human  mind,  that  two  gallant  and 
kind-hearted  nitni  stood  and  looked  on  amused,  at  the  turns 
and  doublings  of  the  fugitives  and  their  fierce  pursuers — 
though  the  game  was  for  human  life. 

"  Who  are  they  bringing  in  here  .'"'  exclaimed  Brissac,  at 


CORSE  DE  LEON.  357 

length,  as  his  eye  fell  upon  a  group  of  several  others  bearing 
some  one  along  between  them.  "  I  fear,  De  Thermes,  it  is 
our  poor  friend  who  has  met  his  death  in  this  skirmish,  after 
so  many  a  glorious  deed.  It  cannot  be  Corse  de  Leon ;  for 
that  is  sui'ely  the  Chevalier,  mounting  his  horse  there." 

"  It  is  a  woman,"  said  De  Thermes ;  "  don't  you  see  her 
white  garments,  my  lord  ?" 

"  Ha  !  the  fair  fugitive,  for  a  thousand  crowns  !"  exclaimed 
Brissac,  "  I  trust  she  is  not  hm-t.  Let  us  ride  on  and  see. 
Would  to  Heaven  we  had  but  a  few  more  men ;  for  with  this 
handful  we  can  never  guard  against  the  enemy's  retreat  up 
the  valley." 

Thus  saying,  he  rode  slowly  forward  to  meet  the  little 
party  that  was  approaching,  and  soon  found  that  the  suppo- 
sition of  De  Thermes  and  himself  was  right.  Although 
Isabel,  thanks  to  the  unemng  hand  of  Corse  de  Leon,  which 
had  shot  the  trooper  through  the  head  at  the  very  moment 
that  her  fate  seemed  beyond  hoj^e,  was  but  very  slightly  hurt 
by  her  fall  from  the  horse,  yet  a  cloak  had  been  procured 
and  stretched  upon  two  spears,  so  as  to  form  a  sort  of  litter, 
on  which  some  of  the  men  were  now  caiTying  her  to  the  vil- 
lage. Bernard  de  Rohan  walked  by  her  on  foot,  while  his 
page  led  his  charger  behind;  and  at  some  little  distance, 
giving  orders  to  his  men,  and  calling  them  once  more  toge- 
ther from  the  pursuit,  came  Corse  de  Leon,  with  his  usual 
calm,  stem  countenance,  passing  through  scenes  of  strife  and 
bloodshed  as  tranquil  and  unruffled  as  if  they  formed  his 
native  element. 

Brissac  sprang  to  the  ground  as  the  little  train  approached; 
and  advancing  at  once  to  the  lady's  side,  he  said,  "  I  hope 
you  are  not  hurt,  though  how  you  came  in  the  midst  of  such 
a  scene  of  slaughter,  fair  lady,  I  cannot  tell." 

"  Thank  God,  I  am  not  hurt !"  she  replied,  "  farther  than 
teiTor  and  ill-treatment  could  hurt  me.  But  I  hope  some  one 
will  see  speedily  for  the  good  Father  Willand,  whom  that 
cruel  man  threatened  to  hang  over  the  gate." 

"  They  have  carried  him  to  the  castle,  lady,"  said  Corse 
de  Leon,  who  had  ridden  up.  "  But  if  they  hurt  a  hair  of 
his  head,  they  shall  rue  it,  as  they  have  seldom  rued  anything. 
My  lord,  it  is  time  that  we  should  mount  to  the  attack. 
There  is  a  part  of  the  wall  crumbled  down  behind  that  little 
horn-work.  They  have  not  men  to  garnish  it,  and  if  once 
carried,  the  castle  is  ours.     Have  you  got  ladders.  General?" 

"  A  few,  and  but  a  few,"  said  De  Thermes ;  "nor  are  those 
verj"  good." 
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"  They  will  do — they  will  do  !'  replied  Corse  de  Leon.. 
"  If  I  once  reach  the  top  of  the  wall,  they  shall  not  easily 
dislodge  me.  Let  the  ladders  be  brought  out !  See — they 
are  opening  a  fire  upon  us  here. — Carry  the  lady  in !" 

Bernard  de  Rohan  had  been  speaking  to  Isabel  in  a  low 
voice,  and  now  bending  over  her,  he  kissed  her  fair  brow, 
with  words  of  hope  and  promises  to  join  her  soon  again.  She 
knew  where  he  was  going  ;  and  all  the  dreadful  scene  through 
which  she  had  just  passed,  made  her  but  feel  the  more  acutely 
that  an  horn",  that  a  moment,  might  deprive  her  of  him  she 
loved  for  ever  ;  but  for  a  world  she  would  not  have  stayed  him, 
or  have  said  one  word  to  dim  the  light  of  courage  in  his  eye 
by  doubt  or  hesitation. 

"  God  bless  you,  Bernard,  and  protect  you  !"  she  said — 
"  God  bless  you,  and  protect  you,  as  he  always  does  the  good 
and  brave  !"  And  covering  her  eyes  to  conceal  the  drops  that 
were  in  them,  she  suffered  the  soldiers  to  bear  her  onward 
into  the  village. 

Her  lover  gazed  after  her  for  a  single  moment,  and  then 
casting  away  all  thoughts  but  of  the  coming  enterprise,  he 
tm-ned  to  where  Brissac  stood.  The  Marechal  grasped  him 
by  the  hand,  but  said,  laughingly,  as  he  pointed  to  his  visor, 
"  You  should  have  had  that  down,  my  friend.  However,  this 
is  a  scene  in  which  no  one  knows  the  other.  Monsieur  de 
Themies  being  commander-in-chief,  I  am  not  the  Marechal 
de  Brissac  here,  and  you,  of  course,  none  of  us  are  acquainted 
with,  except  as  the  gallant  unknown  leader,  who  has  planted 
the  standard  of  France  upon  the  walls  of  five  fortresses 
within  the  space  of  foiu'-and-thirty  days." 

"  Another  half-hour  passed,"  said  Corse  de  Leon,  with  a 
grave  and  meaning  smile — "  another  half-hour  passed,  and 
he  shall  not  need  to  hide  his  face  or  to  conceal  his  name 
from  any  one. — Come,  Baron,  come  !  Within  those  walls  lies 
you  fate  and  fortune.  I  told  you  that  Corse  de  Leon  would 
lead  you,  even  with  all  yoiu:  renown,  on  the  path  to  honour ; 
and  that  he,  the  Brigand,  would  undo  what  kings  have  done. 
Here  are  the  ladders.  Come,  let  us  see  which  will  be  within 
that  castle  first.  Monsieur  de  Brissac,  wait  here,  and  judge 
between  us  ;  and  be  ready  to  ride  in  ;  for  if  he  or  I  be,  cither 
of  us,  alive  at  the  end  of  half-an-hour,  the  gates  shall  be 
thrown  open  and  the  drawbridge  down." 

"  We  will  see,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  laughing — "  we 
will  see.  Give  me  a  banner !  —  some  one  give  me  a 
banner !" 

"  Now,  friends,"  cried  Corse  de  Leon,  turning  to   his  fol- 
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lowers,  who,  while  this  was  passing,  had  sprung  to  the  ground, 
and  were  arrayed  in  a  close  band  behind  him — "  now,  my 
friends,  each  man  amongst  us  may  have  something  to  repent 
of:  now  is  the  time,  by  great  deeds  and  good  ones,  to  clear 
all  away,  and  to  cast  our  reproach  upon  the  heads  of  the 
traitors  within  those  walls.  Follow  me  on,  then  ! — and  if  any 
man  Avaver,  let  his  neighbom*  put  his  dagger  in  his  throat, 
that  the  world  may  still  believe  there  never  was  a  coward 
amongst  us." 

Thus  saying,  with  a  scaling-ladder  in  one  hand  and  his 
drawn  sword  in  the  other,  he  rushed  forward  at  the  head  of 
his  men,  and  took  his  way  straight  to  the  horn-work  he  had 
mentioned  ;  but  finding  it  undefended,  he  pushed  on  at  once 
to  the  bastion,  where,  by  some  accident,  a  part  of  the  wall 
had  given  way.  There,  however,  the  whole  force  of  the  gar- 
rison had  been  collected  to  repel  the  assault,  and  a  tre- 
mendous fire  was  opened  upon  the  storming  party  as  it 
approached.  Several  men  went  down  at  once  as  soon  as 
they  had  passed  the  horn-work ;  and  Brissac  and  De  Thennes, 
becoming  somewhat  alarmed  for  the  result,  rode  on,  com- 
manding a  small  party  of  arquebusiers  to  advance  and  cover 
the  attack. 

The  two  generals  came  speedily  to  a  spot  where  they  could 
see  more  distinctly  ;  and  there,  though  that  part  of  the  wall 
where  the  assault  was  taking  place  seemed  every  moment 
but  one  mingled  sheet  of  fire  and  smoke,  they  beheld  the 
ladders  firmly  placed,  and  man  after  man  struggling  up,  and 
hewing  a  path  for  himself  amidst  the  pikes  and  swords  which 
opposed  them  from  above.  Every  means  was  resorted  to 
that  the  place  supplied  to  repel  the  attack:  masses  of  stones 
were  cast  down  ujjon  the  heads  of  the  storming  party ;  long 
pikes  and  hooks  which  tore  them  from  the  ladders,  and  cast 
them  into  the  fosse  below,  were  plied  amongst  them ;  and 
everything  evinced  that  the  defence  was  made  by  men  fight- 
ing with  the  fierceness  of  utter  despair.  But  still,  in  the  midst 
of  all,  the  brigands  forced  their  way  on ;  and  though  more 
than  one,  both  of  the  assailants  and  the  defenders,  were  seen 
to  fall  headlong  down  through  the  smoke  and  flame,  yet  it 
soon  became  evident,  by  the  progress  of  the  waving  swords 
and  levelled  pikes,  that  the  scene  of  strife  had  moved  its 
place,  and  that  many  of  the  assailants  had  gained  the  summit 
of  the  wall.  Then  the  cloud  of  smoke  and  flame  was  seen  to 
roll  slowly  on,  as,  fighting  with  desperate  determination,  the 
defenders  were  driven  along  the  summit  of  the  wall  itself; 
and  then  took  place  a  loud  explosion,  as  if  some  magazine 
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had  blown  up,  or  a  mine  had  been  sprung,  while  a  dense 
dark  vapom-  rose,  and  covered  everything  from  the  sight. 

Brissac  looked  atDe  Thermes,  and  De  Thermes  atl3rissac, 
in  silence  and  apprehension  ;  but  a  moment  after,  a  light 
wind  wafted  the  cloud  of  smoke  away ;  and  standing  upon 
a  salient  angle  of  the  nearest  wall,  appeared  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  waving  the  standard  of  France  above  his  head,  as  if 
to  announce  that  the  victory  was  won. 

"  Now,  my  good  friends,"  cried  Brissac,  turning  to  the 
officers  near  him,  "  you  see  what  these  brigands  will  do  when 
they  are  hearty  in  a  cause ;  and  let  no  man  tell  me  I  have 
done  wrong  in  employing  them.  But  come,  there  is  the  gate 
of  the  castle  open,  and,  if  I  mistake  not.  Corse  de  Leon  him- 
self standing  on  the  drawbridge.  Let  us  go  in — let  us  go  in ! 
One  of  you,  gentlemen,  ride  back  to  the  village,  and  tell  the 
fair  lady  whom  you  will  find  there,  that  all  is  safe,  and  the 
place  taken." 

It  was  with  some  hesitation  that  one  of  them  took  this  task 
upon  himself,  for  all  were  anxious  to  follow  Brissac,  who 
now  advanced  with  De  Thermes  and  the  small  party  of  ar- 
quebusiers,  which  had  been  brought  forward  to  supjjort  the 
storming  party. 

Corse  cle  Leon  had  by  this  time  retired  from  the  bridge, 
and  only  one  of  the  brigands  remained  stationed  at  the  gate. 
The  arquebusiers,  however,  immediately  took  possession  of 
various  points  as  they  came  up,  and  riding  on  into  the 
coiul,  Brissac  and  his  followers  dismounted,  and  entered  the 
great  hall  of  the  keep.  Three  wounded  men  were  lying 
there;  but  no  other  person  was  to  be  seen,  except  the  page 
of  Bernard  de  Rohan,  who  had  followed  his  master  unscathed 
through  the  struggle  of  the  day. 

"  Where  is  your  lord,  my  good  boy  ?"  demanded  the  Mare- 
chal.  "  You  are  a  gallant  young  soldier  as  ever  I  saw,  and 
shall  not  be  forgotten." 

"  My  lord,  sir,"  rejjlied  the  youth,  colouring  with  delight, 
"  is  gone  to  seek  for  somebody  with  the  Chevalier  Lenoir." 

"  Is  the  Count  de  Meyrand  dead,  or  taken  ?"  demanded 
Brissac. 

"  He  has  escaped  by  the  postern,  they  say,  sir,"  answered 
the  page,  "  and  gone  with  five  or  six  others  up  the  valley, 
but  all  the  rest  are  killed  or  taken." 

"Have  you  seen  a  good  priest  they  carried  off.?"  asked 
Brissac.  "  I  h()])e  they  have  not  hurt  our  poor  friend,  who 
has  so  often  made  us  merry  in  court  and  camp,  and  was,  be- 
sides, so  tme  a  man." 
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"  Oh,  no,  sir!"  replied  the  boy.  "  Father  Willand  I  saw  a 
minute  ago,  and  helped  to  cut  the  thongs  that  tied  him  with 
my  own  dagger.  He  is  in  a  room  above,  shriving  one  of  the 
dying  men,  who  was  governor  of  the  castle,  they  say,  before 
the  Count  came." 

"  Let  us  go  on,"  said  Brissac  ;  "  there  is  something  here 
to  be  discovered  yet.  Corse  de  Leon  is  not  a  man  to  say 
aught  lightly,  and  he  promised  things  that  I  would  fain  see 
verified." 

Thus  speaking,  he  led  the  way  through  all  the  chambers 
on  the  ground-lloor  of  the  keep,  meeting  from  time  to  time 
some  of  the  captors,  but  not  the  persons  that  he  sought.  At 
length  the  sound  of  voices  reached  him  and  De  Thermos,  as 
they  stood  near  the  mouth  of  a  low-browed  arch,  which  seemed 
to  lead  down  by  a  flight  of  steps  into  vaults  and  dungeons 
below  ;  and  a  moment  or  two  after.  Corse  de  Leon  himself, 
witli  Bernard  de  Rohan  and  tw^o  or  three  others  carrying- 
torches,  appeared  coming  up  the  stairs,  and  speaking  together 
eagerly. 

The  first  words  that  Brissac  heard  were  from  the  lips  of 
Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  It  is  time,  my  good  friend,"  he  said, 
"  that  you  should  tell  me  who  and  what  we  are  seeking." 

"  We  are  seeking  the  only  person,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon, 
"  who  can  at  once  clear  you  of  a  crime  wherewith  you  have 
been  charged.  Let  us  return  to  that  man  we  left  dying 
above.  I  will  find  means  to  wring  the  fact  out  of  him,  for  he 
must  know  it. —  Oh,  my  Lord  de  Brissac,"  he  continued,  seeing 
the  Marechal,  "  you  are  welcome  to  the  castle  of  Robeck  ! 
Let  us  come  in  here,  into  what  they  call  the  stone  hall,  and 
then,  I  beg  you,  hear  what  I  have  to  say." 

"  This  noble  gentleman  who  stands  before  you,"  continued 
Corse  de  Leon,  after  they  had  entered  a  large  paved  room  on 
the  right,  "  has  been  accused  by  that  base  man  to  whom 
these  castles  lately  belonged,  of  a  deed  of  blood  Avhich  he 
never  committed.  But  as  men's  laws  were  made  for  the 
purpose  of  torturing  the  innocent  and  securing  the  guilty,  the 
accused  was  speedily  the  condemned ;  and  they  thought  it 
great  mercy  that  they  did  not  put  him  to  the  rack,  to  make  him 
confess  an  act  of  which  he  knew  nothing.  He  would  soon 
have  been  executed,  had  he  not  made  his  escape,  by  means, 
my  lord  Marechal,  which  it  is  needless  to  detail.  Some 
months  after  all  this  took  place,  a  humble  person,  but  a  man 
of  a  good  heart  and  a  stout  sword,  met  with  the  Italian  bravo 
upon  whose  word,  as  the  chief  testimony,  French  judges 
condemned  a  French  noble  of  unspotted  name,  and  a  French 
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king  refused  him  the  slightest  mercy.  This  humble  friend 
needed  no  testimony  but  what  he  knew  himself,  to  prove  to 
him  that  the  bravo  was  a  murderer  and  a  villain  ;  and  being 
fond  of  a  shorter,  a  more  practicable,  and  a  juster  code  of 
laws  of  his  own  than  those  which  they  teach  in  great  cities, 
he  proceeded  at  once  to  punish  the  evil  doer,  and  to  force 
him  to  confess  who  it  was  that  had  committed  the  act  whereof 
he  had  accused  another.  To  have  done  with  circumlocution, 
my  lord,  and  knowing  that  I  can  trust  you,  I  will  add,  that 
this  man  Geronimo,  the  hired  assassin  and  serviceable  villain 
of  the  Lord  of  Masseran,  was  met  by  Corse  de  Leon  one  day 
in  the  woods  and  marshes  of  Chalaraont;  that  they  fought, 
and  that  the  Brigand  woidd  not  kill  his  enemy,  because  he 
Avas  resolved  to  wring  the  truth  from  him  regarding  the  death 
of  Henry  of  Brienne.  The  man  was  badly  wounded,  how- 
ever, and  died  afterwards ;  but  before  his  death  he  acknow- 
ledged two  things,  that  Bernard  de   Rohan   had   no  hand 

whatever  in  the  deed,  and Ha  !  Father  Willand  !     The 

man  above  is  not  dead,  is  he  ?" 

"  There  must  be  some  one  wounded  near  this  spot,"  said 
Brissac,  before  the  priest  could  answer ;  "  for  I  am  certain 
that  a  moment  ago  I  heard  a  smothered  cry,  as  of  some  one 
beseeching  aid. — Let  the  wounded  have  help,  whosoever 
they  be." 

"  Oh  !  the  foxes  of  the  earth  are  dull  beasts !"  exclaimed 
Father  Willand,  who  had  entered  the  moment  before,  "  and 
so  they  well  may  be,  when  the  wolves  have  taken  to  lapping 
milk,  and  the  lions  mew  like  a  cat.  Out  of  my  way,  Bernard 
de  Rohan — you  marrier  of  ladies  without  the  King's  leave  ! 
You  have  heartily  been  punished  for  your  five  minutes'  re- 
bellion. Out  of  my  way,  Marechal  de  Brissac — for  though 
your  eyes  were  sharp  enough  to  see  that  your  friend  was  not 
guilty,  you  have  not  had  the  wit  to  prove  that  he  was  inno- 
cent. Out  of  my  way,  Corse  de  Leon — for  though  you  have 
spun  a  long  clue  as  well  as  any  old  woman  in  the  land,  you 
have  not  known  how  to  bring  it  to  an  end  ;  while,  for  Father 
Willand,  poor  despised  Father  Willand,  widi  all  his  bones 
aching  from  being  carried  like  a  sack  of  wheat  over  the 
haunches  of  a  hard-trotting  horse,  is  reserved  the  great 
achievement  of  the  whole  ! — Now  bring  me  two  strong  cords. 
— See  for  a  bottle  of  good  wine,  if  there  be  one  left  in  the 
castle,  and  a  slice  of  l)read  fit  for  a  hungry  man." 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this?"  said  Brissac,  some- 
what shar]>ly.     "  I  thougiit  1  heard  that  cry  again." 

"  And  so  you  did,  my  most  noble  Marechal !"   replied  the 
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priest.  "  But  you  would  oblige  me  much  by  standing  back 
from  this  table,  which  you  have  gathered  round.  Now, 
Bernard  de  Rohan,  thrust  your  dagger  into  the  chink  between 
that  dark  stone  and  the  other,  and  raise  it  up !" 

The  party  of  gentlemen  spread  back  at  the  priest's  words, 
and  just  under  the  table  round  which  they  were  standing, 
there  appeared  a  stone  of  about  three  foot  square,  of  a  some- 
what darker  colour  than  the  rest,  and  which,  when  examined 
closely,  seemed  evidently  separated  from  the  others  that 
formed  the  pavement.  Bernard  de  Rohan  immediately  did 
as  the  priest  directed,  but  at  first  the  stone  would  not  yield  to 
all  his  strength.  He  then  went  to  the  other  side,  and  thrust 
his  dagger  between  it  and  the  next  stone,  when  it  rose 
heavily  up,  disclosing  the  mouth  of  a  sort  of  pit  or  dungeon, 
where  not  the  slightest  ray  of  light  was  visible.  Horror 
seized  upon  all  present ;  but  that  horror  was  increased  when 
a  voice  was  heard  from  below,  exclaiming,  "  O  God  !  have 
you  come  to  help  me  ?  Have  pity  upon  me !  Have  pity 
upon  me !" 

"  Heaven  and  earth  !"  exclaimed  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  T 
should  know  that  voice  !" 

"  Bring  ropes  ! — bring  ropes  quick  !"  exclaimed  the  Mare- 
chal  de  Brissac ;  but  without  waiting  for  them,  Bernard  de 
Rohan  cast  himself  down  by  the  side  of  the  pit,  and  stretched 
out  his  arm  to  its  utmost  extent,  exclaiming,  "  Can  you  reach 
my  hand  ?"  Corse  de  Leon  did  the  same  on  the  other  side ; 
and  by  an  effort  of  their  great  strength,  the  two  powerful  men 
raised  up  fi-om  the  bottom  of  the  pit  a  pale,  thin,  squalid 
figure,  clothed  in  garments  which  had  once  been  rich,  but 
were  now  reduced  to  noisome  rags. 

The  moment  he  stood  upon  the  firm  ground,  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  Avith  wild  and  anxious  eyes,  held  him  at  a  distance, 
and  gazed  eagerly  in  his  face.  Then  exclaiming,  "  It  is — 
it  is !"  he  threw  wide  his  arms,  and  Henry  of  Brienne  sprung 
forward  to  his  bosom ! 

Let  not  the  reader,  strange  as  this  tale  may  seem,  believe 
that  it  is  false,  for  such  is  not  the  case  ;  and  all  the  important 
circumstances  will  be  found  recorded  in  the  Life  of  the 
Marechal  de  Brissac* 

"  Give  him  some  wine — give  him  some  wine,"  said  Father 

*  By  the  important  circumstances,  I  mean  the  supposed  murder,  the  trial  of 
the  friend,  the  confession  of  the  servant  under  the  torture,  and  the  ultimate 
discover}'  of  the  man  believed  to  he  murdered,  in  one  of  the  castles  of  the  Lord 
of  Masseran,  in  a  loathsome  dungeon,  concealed  by  one  of  the  stones  of  the 
pavemeat,  with  many  other  minute  particulars  mentioned  in  these  pages. 
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Willantl,  who,  accustomed  in  the  various  duties  of  his  calHng 
to  witness  the  effect  of  great  emotion,  knew  what  must  be  the 
sensations  of  the  poor  youth  at  that  moment,  and  what  was 
hkcly  to  be  the  result. 

Before  any  assistance  of  the  kind  could  be  afforded,  how- 
ever, Henry  of  Brienne  had  fainted  away,  and  it  was  some 
time  before  he  could  be  brought  to  himself.  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  the  page,  and  the  priest,  tended  him,  while  De 
Thermes  proceeded  on  his  military  round  through  the  castle ; 
but  Brissac,  turning  to  Corse  de  Leon,  exclaimed,  "  This  is 
a  new  miracle  of  yoiu*  working,  indeed,  my  good  friend ! 
You  were  going  to  tell  us  of  another  acknowledgment,  how- 
ever, which  the  man  you  so  justly  punished  made,  before  his 
death.     Was  it  of  the  fact  which  we  behold  here  ?" 

"  Not  so,  not  so,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon.  "  No,  he  acknow- 
ledged that  Bernard  de  Rohan  had  no  hand  in  the  deed,  and, 
moreover,  he  told  me  that  here  I  should  find  one  who  would 
explain  all  and  clear  up  all.  He  spoke  confusedly  and 
hurriedly,  for  the  confession  he  made  was  at  the  point  of 
death ;  but  the  other  acknowledgment  I  spoke  of  was,  that 
the  body  of  the  man  which  was  found  in  the  forest  was  not 
that  of  the  Count  of  Brienne,  but  that  of  his  servant,  who 
had  been  killed  in  defence  of  his  master.  I  had  some  vague 
hope  that  it  might  be  as  it  has  proved ;  for  the  man,  Gero- 
nimo,  stoutly  denied,  even  to  his  last  gasp,  that  he  had  killed 
the  young  Count.  See,  my  lord,  however — see  !  he  revives, 
and  he  himself  will  tell  you  more." 

Henry  of  Brienne,  however,  had  but  little  to  tell.  Wine 
and  food  soon  gave  him  back  some  degree  of  strength,  and 
then,  while  all  who  were  present  crowded  round  him,  he 
related  exactly  what  had  hapjicned  between  him  and  Bernard 
de  Rohan,  as  his  friend  himself  had  told  it. 

"  I  was  foolish,"  he  said,  addressing  himself  to  the  young 
cavalier:  "  I  was  mad,  I  believe.  But  the  cause  of  my  whole 
conduct  was,  that  1  had  solemnly  jiledged  myself  to  separate 
you  and  Isabel  from  each  other.  I  knew  not  how^  to  do  it.  I 
was  confused  and  embarrassed;  and,  as  so  often  has  hap- 
pened to  me  before,  I  acted  wildly,  rashly,  and  wrongly,  in 
seeking  to  free  myself  from  a  situation  of  difRculty  in  which 
I  did  not  know  how  to  behave.  The  thing  of  all  others  I 
sought  to  avoid  was,  that  you  and  I  together  should  come  up 
with  my  sister ;  and  yet  not  knowing  to  what  difficulties  she 
might  be  exposed,  1  did  not  choose  either  to  abandon  the 
scurcli,  or  ask  you  to  abiindon  it.  Angry  with  myself,  and 
everytliing  else,  I  detcrinined  to  drive  you  from  me,  and  your 
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perseverance  in  accompanying  me  only  served  to  irritate  and 
drive  me  nearly  wild.     How  I  behaved,  you  know,  alas !  too 
well :  but  after  you  were  gone,  I  forded  the  stream,  and  rode 
some  way  on  towards  Boiu'g,  till,  recollecting  that  I  had  left 
my  servant  behind,  and  that  I  expected  messengers  from  that 
villain  of  ]\Iasseran,  1  turned  back  again  towards  Nantua, 
after  sleeping  at  a  cottage  on  that  side  of  the  river ;  but  I 
met  those  I  sought,  on  their  way  to  overtake  me,  at  a  village 
some  fifteen  or  sixteen  miles  behind.    This  was  the  day  after 
we  had  parted,  and  I  found  that  the  messengers  which  the 
Lord  of  Masseran  had  sent  were  three  in  number,  headed  by 
the  man  Geronimo,  who  told  me  with  great  affected  concern, 
that  he  had  been  much  alarmed  on  my  account,  for  that  at 
Ceyserat  he  had  heard  of  your  passing  alone.    He  had  sought 
in  the  forest,  he  said,  and  found  marks  of  blood,  but  had  come 
on  to  seek  me.     As  he  bore  me  fresh  instructions — appa- 
rently from  the  King  himself — to  prevent  Isabel  from  hold- 
ing any  communication  with  you  whatsoever,  I  explained  to 
him  the  circumstances  which  had  caused  us  to  part,  and  the 
quarrel  between  us.    Whether  he  had  been  before  instructed 
to  carry  me  off,  or  whether  the  diabolical  plot  then  entered 
into  his  head,  I  know  not,  but  he  urged  me  strongly  to  set 
out  accompanied  by  him  and  the  rest,  in  order  to  overtake 
you  before  you  discovered  the  further  course  of  Isabel,  who 
we  had  reason  to  believe  had  left  the  straight  road  to  Macon. 
He  persuaded  me  that,  by  crossing  the  forest  and  taking  the 
ford,  I  should  save  a  considerable  distance ;  but  while  I  was 
riding  along  that  same  sandy  road,  down  which  you  followed 
nie,  talking  to  him  of  the  state  in  which  he  had  left  matters 
in  Paris,  he  suddenly  sprang  upon  me,  and  before  I  could 
defend  myself,  or  make  even  a  preparation  for  resistance,  I 
was  pulled  from  my  horse,  tied  hand  and  foot,  and  gagged  so 
that  I  could  not  utter  a  sound.    While  this  was  taking  place, 
the  poor  fellow  who  accompanied  me  had  drawn  his  sword 
and  nearly  overcome  one  of  the  traitors ;  the  others,  how- 
ever, turned  upon  him  the  moment  I  was  secured,  and  I  had 
the  horror  of  seeing  him  butchered  before  my  face.     They 
then  stripped  him  of  his  own  garments,  and  clothed  him  in  a 
suit  of  mine,  which  they  found  in  the  valise  upon  his  horse, 
and  I  easily  divined  that  their  purpose  was  to  make  the  world 
believe  that  I  was  dead,  as  doubtless  they  have  since  done. 
Two  of  them  dragged  the  body  away,  leaving  me  under  the 
guard  of  the  third,  and  did  not  return  for  near  an  hour  ;  after 
which  they  carried  me,  too,  into  one  of  the  deepest  parts  of 
the  wood,  and  there  kept  me  till  after  night  had  fallen.    I  was 
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then  placed  on  horseback,  and  tied  on,  and  after  a  long 
night's  journey  found  myself  in  Savoy.  The  following  day 
■was  jjassed  upon  the  mountain  side,  but  one  of  them  went  to 
some  town  or  village  and  procured  food,  and  in  the  middle  of 
the  next  night  I  was  brought  hither.  That  dungeon  has  been 
my  abode  ever  since.  The  air  is  admitted  to  it  by  a  small 
hole  cut  through  the  solid  rock,  and  food  was  let  down  to  me 
by  a  thin  string  and  a  hook  once  every  night.  Why  he  did 
not  kill  me  I  cannot  tell ;  and  strange  to  say,  notwithstand- 
ing the  honible  state  in  which  I  was  kept,  I  did  not  seek  or 
wish  for  death.  I  always  had  a  hope — I  may  almost  call  it 
an  expectation — that  my  fate  would  undergo  a  change  ;  and 
even  from  the  very  depth  of  the  misery  in  which  I  was 
plunged,  this  hope  received  light.  I  thought  it  was  impos- 
sible that  the  good  God  could  leave  me  always  so,  however 
wrongly  I  might  have  behaved  to  him  who  had  been  the 
friend  of  my  youth." 

"  And  that  fi'iend,  my  good  young  gentleman,"  said  the 
Marechal  de  Brissac,  "  has  since  then  been  accused  of  your 
murder,  tried,  and  condemned ;  has  made  his  escape  from 
prison  ;  and  has  from  that  moment  been  here  in  exile  serving 
his  country  at  the  very  time  he  was  most  unjustly  treated. 
Your  sister  is  also  a  fugitive,  but  she  is  luckily  safe  in  the 
village  below  ;  and  you  may  now  have  the  happiness  of 
removing  for  ever  the  stain  from  your  friend's  honour,  and  of 
conferring  upon  him,  I  trust,  as  many  blessings  as  he  has 
lately  endured  miseries." 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

It  was  about  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  day  on 
which  the  castle  of  Robeck  was  taken,  that  as  Bernard  de 
Rohan  was  sitting  beside  Isabel  de  Brienne,  with  her  right 
hand  clasped  in  his,  and  her  left  resting  in  that  of  her  brother, 
the  Marechal  de  Brissac  entered  the  small  cottage  room 
where  they  sat,  with  a  brow  not  only  grave  and  thoughtful, 
but  even  sad.  lie  was  followed  by  a  gentleman  of  a  some- 
Avhat  stern  mien,  and  by  two  or  three  attendants  unarmed, 
who  seemed,  by  the  dusty  state  of  their  apparel,  to  have  jour- 
neyed far  that  djiy. 

"  My  dear  De  Rohan,"  said  lirissac,  as  he  entered,  "  it 
is,  I  believe,  destined  in  this  world,  that  no  day  of  ha])piness 
and  success  should  ever  end  without  a  touch  of  bitter,  and 
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such,  I  am  afraid,  is  to  be  the  case  with  yon,  although  the 
bitter  will  be  very  light  in  comparison  with  the  sweetness  of 
this  day.  I  know  not  whether  you  are  acquainted  with  Mon- 
sieur de  Nanse  ;  but,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  he  comes  to  seek  you 
on  the  part  of  the  King,  who  has  heard  of  your  place  of 
refuge,  and  has  commanded  this  gentleman  to  carry  you  a 
prisoner  to  Paris." 

"  It  is  only  happy,  sir,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan,  address- 
ing De  Nanse,  who  was  an  officer  of  Henry's  guard — "  it  is 
only  happy  that  you  arrived  not  a  day  sooner,  or  I  might  have 
been  prevented  "thereby  from  discovering  the  incontestable 
proofs  of  my  innocence  of  the  crime  with  which  I  have  been 
charged." 

"  It  is  happy,  sir,"  answered  De  Nanse,  stiffly  ;  "  for  I  was 
ordered  by  the  King,  notwithstanding  the  services  which  we 
are  told  you  have  rendered  here,  to  bring  you  to  Paris  in 
chains." 

The  colour  rose  in  Bernard  de  Rohan's  cheek.  "  That  was 
somewhat  harsh,"  he  said ;  "  and  although  I  have  certainly 
been  condemned  for  the  death  of  a  man  still  living,  which 
was  sti-ange  enough,  I  might  still  have  been  suq^rised  to  be 
brought  to  Paris  in  chains  for  an  act  that  had  never  been 
committed.  This,  sir,"  he  continued,  somewhat  provoked  at 
the  cold  and  bitter  aspect  of  De  Nanse—"  this,  sir,  is  Henry 
Count  de  Brienne,  whom  I  murdered,  according  to  the  decree 
of  various  wise  men  sitting  at  the  Chatelet." 

"  I  have  the  honour  of  recollecting  Monsieur  de  Brienne 
well,"  replied  De  Nanse,  "  and  the  sight  of  his  person  here 
will  dispense  with  the  necessity  of  my  putting  you  in  chains, 
but  not  of  my  carrying  you  to  Paris,  sir.  There  are  other 
matters  which  the  King  may  have  to  inquire  into.  One  of 
the  charges  mentioned  to  me  was,  having  drawn  your  sword 
within  the  royal  precincts.  The  King  visited  that  offence 
severely  upon  my  poor  cousin  of  Meyrand,  and  by  driving 
him  to  despair,  doubtless  cast  him  into  rebellion.  He  is  not 
likely,  therefore,  to  pass  over  the  act  in  you." 

"  I  had  forgotten,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  your  near 
connexion  with  Monsieur  de  Meyrand.  The  King's  pleasure, 
however,  sir,  must  be  obeyed,  and  shall  be  obeyed  by  me 
without  more  words,  for  I  trust  to  be  able  fully  to  justify  my- 
self; and  as  the  event  has  proved  that  I  was  guiltless  of  one 
charge,  I  doubt  not  I  shall  be  believed  when  I  assert  that  I 
am  innocent  of  the  other.  Dearest  Isabel,"  he  continued, 
"  I  fear  that  we  must  part." 

"  Yes,  Bernard,"  she  replied,  with  a  smile  struggling  through 
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the  tears  which  had  gathered  in  her  eyes;  "but  now  we  part 
in  good  hope ;  when  we  last  parted,  it  was  in  despair." 

"  Whatever  be  your  own  ultimate  fate,  sir,"  said  De  Nanse, 
in  a  tone  somewhat  softened — "  whatever  be  vour  own  ulti- 
mate  fate,  the  lady  will  not  be  far  separated  from  you  at  pre- 
sent— though  separated  she  must  be.  The  King  is  aware  of 
her  having  taken  refuge  on  the  borders  of  France  and  Savoy, 
and  my  orders  are  to  bring  her  to  Paris  also — you,  as  rapidly 
as  possible,  leaving  the  lady  under  the  charge  of  some  of 
my  attendants,  to  follow  with  such  speed  as  may  suit  her 
convenience." 

While  all  this  passed,  Henry  of  Brienne  had  remained 
silent,  and  Brissac  stood  gnawing  his  lip  with  evident  morti- 
fication; but  when  his  sister  was  mentioned,  the  young  Count 
started  up,  his  pale  face  glowing  somewhat  angrily,  while  he 
exclaimed,  "  My  sister  shall  come  to  Paris,  but  not  under  the 
charge  of  any  of  your  attendants,  while  her  brother  has  an 
arm  to  protect  her,  and  a  right  to  guide  and  guard  her." 

De  Nanse  gazed  at  him  for  a  moment  with  a  calm,  super- 
cilious air,  and  then  turning  to  Brissac,  he  said,  "  You  know 
the  King's  orders,  Monsieur  de  Brissac,  and  I  must  look  to 
you  for  the  means  of  enforcing  them." 

Henry  of  Brienne  was  about  to  burst  forth  with  his  usual 
wild  and  somewhat  uncontrollable  vehemence ;  but  Brissac 
interposed,  saying,  "  Monsieur  de  Nanse,  the  King,  when  he 
gave  the  orders  which  you  mention,  was  totally  unaware  of 
the  extraordinary  change  of  circumstances  which  has  taken 
place  this  day.  He  knew  not  that  Monsiem-  de  Rohan,  by 
one  accidental  discovery,  would  be  totally  freed  from  every 
imputation  which  has  been  cast  upon  him:  and  that — as  the 
other  charge  made  against  him  was  founded  upon  the  evidence 
of  those  persons  who  brought  the  false  and  iniquitous  accusa- 
tion from  which  he  is  now  freed — it  is  probable  that  charge 
was  as  false  and  iniquitous  as  the  other.  Neither  did  the 
King  know,  sir,  that  the  brother  of  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne 
was  alive,  present,  and  willing  to  conduct  her  himself  to  his 
majesty's  court,  therefore " 

"  But  it  is  necessary,  sir,"  said  De  Nanse,  sharply,  "  and  I 
insist  that " 

"  Do  not  knit  your  brows  at  me,  sir,"  said  the  Marechal  de 
Brissac,  "  and  do  not  ])resumc  to  use  the  word  insist  within 
my  govcnuncnt.  1  will  surrender  Monsiem-  de  Rohan  into 
your  hands,  ujion  the  condition,  and  with  the  understanding, 
that  you  cany  him  to  the  King's  presence  witli  all  gentlemanly 
courtesy  and  attention,  recollecting  that  the  only  real  and 
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substantial  cause  of  your  being  sent  hither  upon  such  a 
mission,  is  now  removed.  In  regard  to  Mademoiselle  de 
Brienne,  if  my  young  friend,  her  brotlier,  here,  undertakes  to 
escort  her  to  the  King's  presence  with  all  convenient  speed, 
his  ma-iesty's  commands  will  be  obeyed  with  sufficient  ac- 
curacy." 

"  Well,  sir,  well,"  said  De  Nanse,  "  if  you  choose  to  take 
the  responsibility  of  these  things  upon  yoiu-self,  the  conse- 
quences be  upon  your  own  head." 

"  Be  they  so,  sir,  replied  Brissac;  "I  have  not,  in  general, 
shrunk  fi-om  responsibility  :  and,  moreover,  I  shall  take  upon 
myself  to  fix  the  time  of  departure,  which  shall  be  to-morrow 
morning.  Monsieur  de  Rohan  may  well  be  considered  too 
nuich  fatigued  to-night,  by  great  exertions  in  the  service  of 
the  King,  to  undertake  the  journey  without  repose.  Bernard," 
he  continued,  turning  to  De  Rohan,  "  you  must  consider 
yourself  in  my  custody  for  the  present,  as  I  make  myself  your 
godfather,  and  answer  for  your  appearance.  I  must  now  go  to 
send  off  a  trumpet  towards  the  Milanese  fi-ontier,  announcing 
the  signature  of  peace  and  the  cessation  of  hostilities  on  all 
parts.  At  the  same  time,  I  shall  demand  that  the  Count  de 
Meyrand  be  given  up  to  France,  as  a  traitor  and  a  rebel ; 
and  perhaps  he  may  have  more  difficulty  in  justifying  himself 
than  those  whom  he  has  accused.  Monsieur  de  Nanse,  you 
will  do  me  the  honour  of  supping  with  me  at  the  quarters  of 
Monsieur  de  Thermes :  De  Rohan,  I  shall  expect  to  see  you 
fliere  for  an  hour  before  bed-time."  Thus  saying,  he  made 
room  for  Monsieur  de  Nanse  to  pass  out  before  him,  and  left 
the  little  party  together,  as  he  had  found  them. 

An  hour  or  two  passed  over — notwithstanding  the  somewhat 
painful  interruption  which  had  taken  place — in  tranquil  hap- 
piness, such  as  Bernard  and  Isabel  had  not  known  for  many 
years.  They  neither  of  them  would  believe  for  a  moment 
that  there  was  any  farther  ill  in  store  for  them,  or  that  the 
charge  in  regard  to  a  violation  of  the  precincts  of  the  royal 
residence  would  not  vanish  away  like  an  idle  vapour.  The 
events  of  that  day  had  been  so  bright  and  happy  altogether — 
the  restoration  of  Henry  of  Brienne,  as  it  seemed,  from  the 
very  gi-ave — the  clearing  of  Bernard  de  Rohan's  name  fi-om 
every  stain — the  delivery  of  Isabel  herself  from  the  persecu- 
tion of  the  Lord  de  Masseran  and  the  Count  de  Meyrand — 
all  had  the  natural  effect  of  inspiring  hope,  Avith  visions  of 
happiness  which  seemed  almost  prophetical.  It  had  been 
like  one  of  those  bright  and  golden  summer  days  whicli  we 
cannot  see  go  down  in  splendour  and  majesty,  without  anti- 
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cipating  a  clear  and  glowing  morrow,  though  there  be  a  cloud 
or  two  upon  the  edge  of  the  western  sky. 

At  length,  as  the  hour  of  repose  approached,  Bernard  de 
Rohan  prepared  to  depart.  He  pressed  Isabel  fondly  to  his 
heart.  He  gazed  for  a  moment  with  a  sigh,  and  yet  a  smile 
too,  on  the  ring  which  she  still  bore  upon  her  finger — the  ring 
which  he  had  placed  there  at  the  altar  now  nearly  a  year  be- 
fore; but  his  heart  was  firm  and  true,  and  raising  that  hand 
to  his  lips,  he  kissed  it  tenderly  and  devotedly,  and  left  her. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  house  w^hcre  Brissac  had  taken  up 
his  quarters  with  De  Thermes,  he  found  that  the  Marechal 
had  quitted  the  supj^er  table,  at  which  the  others,  after  the 
fashion  of  soldiers,  were  still  revelling  in  honour  of  their 
success.  The  Marechal  was  in  another  room,  but  not  alone; 
for  seated  beside  him  was  good  Father  Willand,  who  was  in 
the  act  of  telling  him  how  he  had  discovered  from  the  dying 
words  of  De  Masseran's  oflEicer,  in  the  castle  of  Robeck,  the 
place  in  which  Henry  de  Brienne  was  confined. 

Their  previous  conversation,  however,  had  turned  upon 
other  things;  and  the  moment  the  young  cavalier  entered, 
Brissac  renewed  the  subject. 

"  I  have  wished  to  consult  with  you,  De  Rohan,"  he  said, 
"  before  you  go,  for  this  treaty  of  peace  places  me  in  many 
respects  in  a  situation  of  embarrassment.  In  regard  to  your 
own  fate,  De  Rohan,  though  that  sour  and  evil  spirit  in  De 
Nanse  and  the  rest  of  the  powerfiU  relations  of  Meyrand 
may  give  you  some  annoyance,  yet  I  look  upon  your  happi- 
ness as  quite  secure.  There  is  a  good  friend  of  ours,  however, 
to  whom  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  that  I  owe  much,  with  whom 
this  peace  nmst  place  me  in  a  difficult  and  painful  situation. 
You  vein  easily  understand  that  I  mean  Corse  de  Leon.  When 
I  first  came  into  Piedmont,  I  had  made  a  resolution  of  exter- 
minating all  the  various  bands  of  brigands  which  were  scattered 
over  the  country,  and  you  may  remember  that  1  executed  many. 
This  determination  was  more  especially  taken  in  regard  to 
the  troop  of  the  famous  Corse  de  Leon,  then  consisting  of 
more  than  two  hundred  men.  He  set  all  my  measures  at 
defiance,  however,  while  I  easily  got  hold  of  inferior  leaders. 
As  I  did  so,  I  gradually  discovered  that  many  of  these  bands 
consisted  of  men  driven  to  despair  by  the  tyranny  and  op- 
pression of  their  petty  Italian  lords,  and  I  gi-adually  fell 
upon  the  ])lan  of  offering  them  their  choice  between  death 
and  regular  service  under  me.  In  the  meantime,  I  every  day 
heard  more  and  more  of  this  extraordinary  man,  of  his 
generosity,  his  daring,  his  wisdom,  and  even  his  humanity 
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and  kindness.  I  heard  of  peasants  and  humble  citizens  pro- 
tected, supported,  and  relieved.  I  heard  of  base  plans  and 
iniquitous  schemes  frustrated  in  the  most  marvellous  manner. 
I  heard,  indeed,  of  signal  and  somewhat  barbarous  acts  of 
vengeance  upon  oppressors,  extortioners,  and  evil  doers, 
while,  at  the  same  time,  I  had  myself  indubitable  proofs  of 
skill  and  talent,  such  as  are  rarely  met  with.  Thus  I  adopted 
gradually  very  different  views  with  regard  to  Corse  de  Leon. 
I  acted,  perhaps,  somewhat  rashly  in  the  business,  cast 
myself  almost  entirely  into  his  power,  but  succeeded  in 
making  him  a  fi'iend,  and  have  since,  fi'om  his  aid,  derived 
infinite  benefit  to  the  cause  of  France.  How,  then,  am  I  to 
deal  with  him  now }  I  must  not  suffer  him — if  I  remain  in 
command  here — I  must  not  suffer  him,  I  say,  to  carry  on  the 
system  in  which  I  found  him  engaged ;  but,  at  the  same 
time,  I  cannot  show  myself  so  ungrateful  to  him  as  to  cast 
him  off"  the  moment  his  services  are  no  longer  needful  to  me. 
Father  Willand  here,"  he  continued,  "  advises  me  to  offer 
him  some  high  command  in  the  army  under  me,  and  I  would 
stretch  my  authority  to  the  very  utmost  so  to  gratify  him. 
What  think  you,  De  Rohan  .?" 

"  I  fear,  my  lord,"  replied  the  young  cavalier — "  I  fear 
that  he  will  not  accept  it.  But  your  only  way  is  to  see  him 
yoiu'self,  and  to  speak  to  him  frankly  and  boldly,  as  you 
always  do.  At  all  events,  he  will  understand  and  appreciate 
your  conduct,  and  perhaps  point  out  himself  some  means  of 
freeing  you  from  your  present  embarrassment.  When  are 
you  likely  to  see  him  ?" 

"  Immediately,"  replied  De  Brissac.  "  He  promised  to 
visit  me  here  this  night.  But  stay  you  with  me — both  of  you 
— and  let  us  all  try  to  persuade  him  to  what  is  right." 

"  Ay,  Marechal !"  answered  the  priest ;  "  but  recollect  that 
there  are  many  sorts  of  right  in  this  world.  What  is  right 
for  the  lion  is  not  right  for  the  lamb.  You  do  not  put  a 
bottle  of  Avignon  claret*  into  an  earthen  pitcher.  What 
suits  Brissac  wont  suit  Corse  de  Leon.  So  don't  make  up 
your  mind,  as  most  men  do,  to  think  everybody  in  the  wrong 
that  is  not  pleased  with  what  pleases  you." 

Some  farther  conversation  took  place,  but  no  new  sugges- 
tion was  elicited ;  and  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  Corse 
de  Leon  himself  entered  the  room  unannounced,  and  placed 
himself  standing  at  the  end  of  the  table  opposite  Brissac. 
His  countenance  was  mournful  and  somewhat  stern  ;    and 

*  The  first  wine  that  I  find  called  claret  is  the  wine  of  Avignon,  very  different 
from  that  to  which  we  now  give  the  name. 
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Brissac,  feeling  that  he  had  an  ungrateful  task  to  perform, 
laid  aside  the  usual  ceremony  which  he  maintained  as 
governor  of  Piedmont,  and  going  round,  shook  the  Brigand 
by  the  hand. 

Corse  de  Leon  gazed  in  his  countenance  with  a  meaning 
smile.  "  I  have  heard  the  news,  my  lord  !"  he  said.  "  Peace 
is  signed  !  A  peace  as  disgraceful  to  France  as  it  is  advan- 
tageous to  our  enemies,  and  especially  to  the  great  tyrant  of 
the  day,  Philip  of  Spain.  I  have  heard  the  news !  I  have 
heard  the  news  !  And  now,  my  lord,  to  make  the  way  easy 
for  you,  I  will  speak  upon  one  of  the  subjects  which  em- 
barrass you  in  this  matter.  There  must  be  many  that  both 
embarrass  and  grieve  you,  or  I  know  not  the  Marechal  de 
Brissac.  But  to  the  matter  in  hand.  Peace  is  signed ;  and 
you  do  not  know  what  to  do  with  Corse  de  Leon  !  The 
very  hesitation  does  you  honour,  ray  lord.  There  is  scarcely 
any  other  general  in  Europe  who  would  not  bring  his 
provost,  with  half-a-dozen  arquebusiers  to  the  back  of  that 
door,  and  have  out  the  Brigand  in  the  churchyard,  and  shoot 
him  within  half-an-houi'." 

"  Nay,  nay  !"  answered  Brissac,  laughing,  "  I  would  rather 
be  shot  myself,  my  good  friend  ;  but  you  have  touched  upon 
my  embarrassment.  You  know  that  in  this  government  of 
Savoy  I  must  maintain  an  established  order,  now  that  peace 
is  restored.  In  the  meantime,  I  scruple  not  to  acknowledge 
before  these  two,  as  I  would  before  the  whole  world,  that  in 
the  latter  wars  of  Piedmont  you  have  served  me  nobly, 
generously,  and  bravely.  I  would  fain  recover  you  from  this 
wild  and  wandering  life  which  you  pursue,  and  at  the  same 
time  offer  you  that  high  distinction  and  rank  which  you 
merit.  Doubtless  we  shall  have  to  maintain  a  very  strict 
and  careful  watch  upon  the  frontier  of  the  Milanese,  es- 
pecially towards  the  mountains  ;  and  if  you  will  consent, 
you  shall  have  the  command  of  that  district,  together  with 
two  of  what  are  called  The  New  Bands,  and  a  couple  of 
companies  of  pikes.  You  will  form  your  own  men  into 
another  company,  and  having  the  fonnal,  authorized  com- 
mand of  the  whole,  will  ])e  under  the  orders  of  no  one  but 
myself." 

Th(!  Brigand  smiled,  not  exactly  contemptuously,  but 
certainly  with  a  look  of  amusement,  at  the  very  proj)Osal. 
"  What,  Monsieiu-  de  Brissac  !"  he  said,  "  Corse  de  Leon  a 
colonel  of  f/ms-d't/n/iis?  Oh!  my  good  lord,  that  were  a 
miracle,  indeed  !  which  would  make  the  lishes  of  Como  raise 
their  heads  out  of  the  water  to  see  it,  more  merrily  than  they 
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did  to  hear  the  preaching  of  Saint  Anthony  of  Padua.  No, 
my  good  lord  !  No ! — When  you  train  the  chamois  of  the 
mountains  to  draw  farmers'  carts,  then  you  may  hope  to  see 
Corse  de  Leon  manoeuvring  his  men  at  a  moatre?'' 

"  But  wliat  then  can  I  do  for  you  ?"  said  Brissac.  "  Name 
it,  my  good  friend  ;  name  it.  I  ask  you,  as  a  new  service  and 
a  new  favour,  after  many,  to  deliver  me  from  the  difficulty  in 
which  I  am  placed  regarding  you." 

"  My  lord,  you  are  a  noble  gentleman  !"  replied  Corse  de 
Leon,  warmly  ;  "  and  I  thank  you  for  making  me  think  well 
of  at  least  one  man  in  high  station ;  but  it  is  not  I  who  will 
deliver  you  from  the  difficulty  in  which  you  are  placed. 
Time  will  do  it — ay,  and  very  speedily  !  With  all  your 
knowledge  of  courts,  you  are  deceived  as  to  your  future 
situation.  You  will  not  long  have  any  difficulty  with  the 
affiiirs  of  Piedmont  at  all,  nor  with  those  of  Corse  de  Leon 
either." 

"How  so?  How  so?"  demanded  Brissac.  "Have  you 
any  news  from  Paris  ?" 

"More  cei'tain  than  you  have,  my  lord,"  replied  Corse  de 
Leon.  "You  only  know  that  peace  is  signed.  I  have  to 
tell  you,  that  Savoy  and  Piedmont  are  to  be  restored  to  the 
Duke,  together  with  Corsica  and  all  that  you  have  gained 
upon  the  side  of  the  Milanese.  Five  towns  alone  are  to  be 
retained  for  France,  merely  as  security  for  the  execution  of 
the  treaty." 

"  By  Heaven !"  exclaimed  Brissac,  starting  up,  "  I  will 
resist  for  the  honour  of  my  country,  and  with  my  own  hand 
carry  on  the  war.  I  and  my  soldiers  in  this  are  one.  Let 
the  King  of  France,  if  he  have  signed  this  act,  put  us  to  the 
ban  as  rebels,  so  that  he  may  not  himself  be  compromised 
by  our  deeds  ;  but  let  me  maintain  the  glory  of  my  country, 
and  hold  for  her  those  territories  which  we  have  won  for  her 
with  our  blood."* 

"  If  such  be  your  determination,  my  lord,"  replied  Corse 
de  Leon,  "  and  if  you  so  act,  I  will  be  your  soldier,  too — so 
then  the  difficulty  will  be  at  an  end." 

"  That  is  to  say,"  cried  the  priest,  laughing,  "  there  is  only 
one  trade  he  can  choose  if  prevented  from  being  a  brigand, 
which  is  that  of  a  rebel.  No,  no !  my  good  Lord  of  Brissac, 
if  it  were  not  for  many  another  consideration,  you  would 
never  set  the  example  of  opposing  the  will  of  your  sovereign, 

*  These  are  the  very  words  afterwards  addressed  by  Brissac  to  the  King  of 
France  himself. 
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nor  show  one  more  great  and  noble  man  in  arms  against 
legitimate  authority." 

Brissac  bowed  his  head  upon  his  hands  and  sat  silent, 
while  Corse  de  Leon  added,  "  I  have  told  you  what  I  know, 
my  lord — there  is  much  more,  of  which  I  am  as  sure  as  if  I 
had  seen  it.  They  will  disband  your  troops.  They  will  take 
from  you  your  government.  They  will  leave  your  soldiers  to 
follow  Corse  de  Leon,  and  yourself  without  reward  or  recom- 
pence.  I  repeat  again,  that  such  is  the  baseness  of  courts 
and  statesmen,  that  your  gallant  troops,  ere  three  months  be 
over,  will  be  brigands  among  these  mountains." 

"  No,  no,  no  !"  exclaimed  Brissac,  vehemently  ;  "  that 
they  will  never  be." 

"  Where  will  they  find  bread .-'"  demanded  Corse  de 
Leon.  "  I  know  the  intention  is  gone  forth  to  disband  them. 
Where  will  they  find  bread  .''" 

"  In  my  house,"  replied  Brissac,  "  as  long  as  I  am  alive 
and  have  it  to  share  with  them.  But,  my  good  fiiend,"  he 
added,  more  calmly,  "  I  will  not  doubt  that  what  you  have 
told  me  is  true  ;  and  if  it  be  so,  the  difficulty  is  removed 
from  me.  I  will  never  treat  as  an  enemy  the  man  who  has 
fought  by  my  side  as  a  friend  ;  but  if  Piedmont  be  given  up 
to  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  with  the  Duke  of  Savoy  will  you  have 
to  deal." 

"  And  with  the  Duke  of  Savoy  I  will  deal !"  replied  Corse 
de  Leon,  significantly.  "  In  the  meantime,  I  will  betake 
myself  to  the  mountains,  beyond  the  range  of  your  command. 
I  have  some  traffic  to  carry  on  with  one  or  two  good  lords  in 
the  Milanese.  There  was  one  of  them — last  Saturday  was 
ten  days — flogged  a  poor  peasant  lad  to  death  for  defending 
the  honour  of  his  bride,  and  striking  the  keeper  of  the  toll 
upon  the  river.  He  forgot  that  there  was  such  a  man  as 
Corse  de  Leon,  and  I  must  call  it  to  his  mind.  With  this 
and  other  things  somewhat  like  it,  I  shall  have  good  occu- 
pation for  my  time  till  you,  my  lord,  are  gone ;  so  you  need 
not  be  uneasy  about  me." 

"  Nay,  but  I  still  am,"  replied  Brissac :  "  I  would  fain 
give  you  some  token  of  my  gratitude.  I  would  fain,  too,  see 
you  devote  your  vast  courage  and  the  groat  powers  of  your 
mind  to  some  more  noble,  great,  and  expansive  things  than 
those  which  now  occupy  you." 

"  Oh,  let  me  join  my  voice,  too  !"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan. 
"  You  have  been  my  friend,  my  companion,  my  deliverer  ! 
Make  me,  oh,  make  me  ])r()ud  of  the  man  to  whom  I  owe 
such  benefits  !    and  instead  of   glorying  in   pursuits  which 
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have  become  but  too  odious  by  the  deeds  of  others,  cany 
your  strong  arm,  your  noble  heart,  and  your  powerful  mind 
to  the  achievement  of  some  noble  undertaking,  to  the  support 
of  some  noble  cause  !  Is  not  the  infidel,  even  now,  preparing 
to  attack  the  last  Christian  bulwark  in  the  Mediterranean?" 

"  You  forget,"  replied  Corse  de  Leon,  with  a  curling  lip, 
"  that  the  blood  which  flows  in  these  veins  is  not  noble ;  that 
I  cannot,  that  I  must  not  show  myself  amongst  the  brethren 
of  St,  John  but  as  a  servitor.  No,  no !"  he  added,  crossing 
his  arms  upon  his  broad  chest ;  "  for  awhile  longer  I  will 
live  as  I  have  lived ;  but  I  see  things  gathering  far  in  the 
north  which  will  end  in  a  tempest  fit  for  me  to  move  in,  I 
see,  too,  under  those  dark  clouds,  the  dawning  of  a  light 
which  shall  bring  forth  a  new  day  upon  the  world.  I  see  the 
time  coming  when  the  Spanish  tyrant  fehall  bow  before  the 
indignant  vigour  of  a  roused-up  nation,  I  see,  not  far  off, 
the  time  when  an  oppressed  people  shall  break  the  chains 
that  bind  them,  and  call  to  the  free  and  generous  hearts  of 
every  land  for  aid,  encouragement,  and  support.  When  that 
time  comes,  my  friends — and  I  dare  to  call  you  so — you  may 
perchance  see  Corse  de  Leon  with  another  name,  winning 
honour  in  the  way  that  you  would  have  him  !" 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  and  left  them,  and  was  heard  of 
no  more  in  Savoy  till  his  prophecy  was  accomplished  in  the 
shameful  abandonment  of  Brissac  and  his  soldiers. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

Although  Monsieur  de  Nanse  had  received  distinct  orders 
to  hasten  his  return  to  Paris  with  Bernard  de  Rohan,  several 
weeks  elapsed  ere  the  journey  was  accomplished;  and  every 
excuse  that  human  ingenuity  could  devise  was  resorted  to 
with  a  view  to  delay  their  arrival  in  the  capital.  Now,  the 
chancellor  directed  the  captain  of  the  King's  guard  to  wait 
at  Fountainbleau  for  farther  orders.  Now,  the  King  was  said 
to  be  at  Villers-Cotterets ;  and  it  was  necessary  to  send 
thither  to  know  whether  the  prisoner  should  be  brought  there 
or  not :  then  news  arrived  that  the  royal  party  had  left  that 
place,  and  a  new  delay  occurred  to  give  time  for  inquiry  as 
to  where  it  had  gone. 

The  secret  of  all  this  was,  that  the  fi'iends  of  the  Count  de 
Meyrand  and  the  many  noble  families  with  whom  he  was 
connected,  were  using  every  endeavour  to  a  obtain  pardon 
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for  his  past  conduct,  and  to  prejudice  the  mind  of  the  King 
against  one  whom  they  justly  considered  as  his  enemy.  They 
feared  that  these  schemes  and  pm-j^oses  woidd  be  overthrown 
by  the  coming  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  to  Paris  ;  and  in  Mon- 
sieur de  Nanse  they  found  a  willing  instrument  in  keeping 
him  away  from  the  capital. 

At  length,  however,  Bernard  de  Rohan  would  no  longer  be 
trifled  with.  There  was  no  pretence  now  either  for  keeping 
fi'om  him  his  attendants,  or  debarring  him  from  communica- 
tion with  his  friends ;  and  he  found  that  Isabel  herself  had 
reached  Paris  before  him.  In  the  letter  by  which  she 
informed  him  of  this  fact,  she  told  him  that  the  King  himself 
was  in  the  capital,  and  had  been  so  for  some  time  ;  that  she 
had  not  been  admitted  to  his  presence,  however ;  and  that 
she  feared  there  were  many  intrigues  taking  place  in  order 
to  influence  the  royal  mind. 

The  moment  that  he  received  this  letter,  Bernard  de 
Rohan  sat  do^vn  and  addressed  the  King  himself,  in  writing, 
demanding  to  be  admitted  to  his  presence,  and  informing 
him  that  he  had  been  detained  for  several  weeks,  unwillingly 
and  unreasonably,  at  a  distance  from  the  court.  As  soon  as 
Monsieur  de  Nanse  appeared,  the  young  nobleman  notified 
to  him  what  he  had  done  ;  but  the  captain  of  the  guard,  now 
ch-iven  from  all  evasion,  infonned  him  that  it  was  his  intention 
to  carry  him  innuediately  to  Paris. 

"  In  the  first  place,  however.  Monsieur  de  Rohan,"  he 
continued,  endeavouring  to  bend  his  features  into  a  persuasive 
smile,  which  was  not  at  all  natural  to  them — "  in  the  fii'st 
place,  ]\Ionsieur  de  Rohan,  I  have  a  proposal  to  make  to  you 
on  behalf  of  the  friends  and  family  of  Monsieur  de  Meyrand, 
which,  as  a  generous  and  kind-hearted  gentleman,  you  will, 
I  am  sure,  consent  to.  It  is  merely  this  :  the  whole  of  that 
family — and  you  must  know  how  influential  it  is — will  join 
their  voice  to  yoiu's  in  beseeching  the  King  to  sanction  at  once 
your  marriage  with  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  provided  that 
you  not  only  abstain  from  saying  anything  to  inculpate 
farther  my  cousin  Adrian,  but  do  also  yourself  petition  his 
majesty  to  grant  him  a  pardon  for  the  past,  and  suffer  him  to 
return  to  France." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  gazed  upon  him  with  indignation,  and 
replied  at  once,  "  Monsieur  de  Nanse,  if  you  had  not  pro- 
posed to  me  this  matter  in  the  terms  of  a  negotiation,  I  might 
have  been  tempted,  at  your  solicitation,  to  do  all  that  I  coidd 
in  favour  of  Monsieur  de  Meyrand ;  but,  by  holding  out  to 
me,  as  an  inducement,   your  interest  to  obtain  the  hand  of 


CORSE   DE   LEON.  377 

Mademoiselle  de  Brienne — to  which  I  have  an  undoubted 
right,  and  with  the  disposal  of  w  hich  you  have  nothing  to  do 
whatever — you  prevent  nie  from  saying  one  word  in  su])port 
of  the  object  you  desire.  I  will  hear  no  more  upon  tlie 
subject,  sir.  The  hand  of  Isabel  de  Brienne  is  not  a  bribe 
which  you  can  dispose  of  at  your  pleasure." 

"  Very  well,  Baron  !  very  well !"  replied  De  Nanse,  with 
a  bitter  smile.  "  You  may  have  forgotten  his  majesty  swore 
by  his  honour  and  his  life,  that  so  long  as  he  wore  the  crown, 
you  should  never  wed  the  lady,  if  you  drew  your  sword  upon 
the  Count  de  Meyrand.  The  King  may  have  forgotten  it 
too  ;  but  he  shall  soon  be  made  to  remember  it,  if  you  continue 
in  the  resolution  which  you  have  expressed." 

"  I  shall  not  change  it,"  replied  De  Rohan,  firmly ;  but,  at 
the  same  time,  the  words  of  his  companion  created  some 
unpleasant  feelings  of  apprehension  in  regard  to  the  view 
which  Henry  might  take  of  his  oath. 

On  the  next  day,  towards  noon,  a  packet  arrived,  the 
contents  of  which  caused  Monsieur  de  Nanse's  brow  to 
contract  heavily.  Orders  were  immediately  given,  however, 
for  saddling  horses,  and  for  preparing  to  proceed  to  the  capital ; 
and  ere  night,  Bernard  de  Rohan,  with  such  attendants  as  he 
had  now  gathered  round  him,  the  King's  officer,  and  a  small 
party  of  guards,  were  once  more  on  their  way  towards  Paris. 
They  did  not  go  far,  however,  that  evening,  as  Monsieur  de 
Nanse  had  still  a  courier  to  send  off,  in  order  that  his  friends 
might  fully  prepare  the  way  for  what  w^as  no  longer  avoid- 
able— an  interview  between  Bernard  de  Rohan  and  the 
King  himself 

It  was  in  the  evening  of  a  bright  summer's  day  that  Bernard 
de  Rohan  once  more  entered  the  capital  of  his  native  country ; 
and  the  aspect  of  the  gay  and  cheerfid  metropolis  of  a  gay 
and  cheerful  people  seemed  to  offer  to  his  eyes  a  more  lively 
and  bustling  scene  than  it  had  ever  before  presented  ;  more 
living  beings  moving,  thronging,  singing,  talking,  in  streets, 
in  doorways,  in  shops,  and  at  windows,  than  he  had  ever 
before  beheld. 

This  was  not  only  in  the  seeming,  but,  perhaps,  it  was 
true  ;  for  those  days  were  days  of  peculiar  merriment  and 
splendour  in  the  French  capital.  The  nation  was  rejoicing 
at  the  newly-recovered  peace,  and  cared  not  what  had  been 
paid  for  it.  The  royal  espousals  of  Philip  of  Spain  to  the 
unfortunate  Elizabeth,  and  the  Duke  of  Savoy  to  another 
princess  of  France,  gave  new  interest  to  the  times ;  and  the 
magnificent  and  chivalrous  monarch  who  then  sat  upon  the 
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French  throne  showed  a  resolution  to  lead  the  way  in  all 
pageantry  and  revelry,  and  to  keep  up  as  long  as  possible  the 
gladness  and  rejoicings  of  his  people. 

Such  was  the  moment  at  which  13ernard  de  Rohan  and  his 
companions  rode  through  the  long  street  of  houses,  gardens, 
churches,  and  monasteries,  which  then  led  through  the 
suburb  towards  that  gate  of  the  city  known  by  the  name  of 
the  Porte  Antoine.  Every  house  had  its  decoration  and  its 
sign  of  festival ;  garlands  were  hanging  over  the  door-])osts, 
tapestries  and  silks  spread  out  from  the  Avindows ;  the  very 
convents  and  abbeys  looked  gay,  and  the  bells  in  all  the 
quarters  of  the  town  were  ringing  gaily.  When  the  gate  had 
been  passed,  however,  and  the  dark  towers  of  the  Bastile  left 
behind,  an  obstacle  presented  itself  to  the  farther  course  of 
the  horsemen  in  the  shape  of  great  barriers  of  wood  drawn 
nearly  across  the  street. 

The  party  of  travellers  paused  to  examine  what  was  the 
cause  of  this  precaution,  and  saw  an  immense  number  of 
workmen  busily  engaged  in  marking  out  the  centre  of  the 
street  with  posts  and  palings,  covering  them  with  silks  and 
tapestries,  and  branches  of  laurels  and  other  evergreens 
entwined  ;  while,  at  a  distance,  appeared  a  high-raised  plat- 
form, with  a  canopy  ornamented  with  crimson  and  gold,  and 
bearing  embroidered  upon  the  hangings  a  thousand  fanciful 
devices,  alluding,  in  quaint  ways,  to  the  restoration  of  peace, 
and  to  the  friendly  union  of  France,  Spain,  and  Savoy. 

At  one  side  of  this  enclosed  space,  which  formed,  in  fact, 
the  lists  for  the  approaching  tournament,  a  sufficient  space 
Mas  left  for  two  horsemen  to  ride  abreast ;  and  along  this 
narrow  alley  Bernard  de  llohan  and  his  companions  took 
their  way,  amongst  crowds  of  peo])le  on  foot  assembled  to 
witness  the  preparations,  who  greeted  them  with  laughter 
and  good-humoured  jests,  and  vowed  that  they  were  knights 
come  to  break  a  lance  in  the  sports  of  the  succeeding  days. 

Making  tlieir  way  slowly  onward,  they  at  length  approached 
the  royal  palace,  called,  in  those  days,  the  Tournelles,  the 
King  having  given  up  his  other  dwelling  at  the  Louvre  to  the 
ambassadors  from  Spain  and  various  princely  personages, 
wlicj  had  lately  arrived,  together  with  a  splendid  train  of  full 
five  hundred  gentlemen  of  the  first  distinction. 

The  old  palace  of  the  Tournelles,  which  has  now  been 
demolished  nearly  two  centuries  and  a  half,  was  an  immense 
and  magnKiccnt  ])ile  of  Gothic  building,  nearly  surrounded 
by  magnihc(;nt  gardens,  occu])ying  a  large  sj)ace  in  the  city 
of  Paris,  very  nearly  opposite  the  well-known  hotel  of  Saint 
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Paul,  at  the  side  of  the  Rue  Saint  Antoine.  The  whole  of 
the  Place  Royale,  and  a  vast  number  of  the  streets  surround- 
ing it — spots  which  themselves  have  since  become  fauious  in 
the  ancient  history  of  Paris — were  then  either  covered  with 
the  vast  buildiugs  of  the  Tournelles,  or  enclosed  within  the 
walls  of  its  gardens.  Externally,  it  presented  an  iunnense 
mass  of  grev  stone  masonry,  studded  with  a  nuiltitude  of 
windows,  and  flanked  at  very  short  intervals  by  a  number  of 
small  tall  towers,  each  also  full  of  windows  and  loo])holes. 

Such  was  the  general  aspect  of  the  place ;  but  the  face  of 
the  building,  which  was  usunlly  somewhat  stern  and  harsh, 
though  majestic  enough,  was  on  the  present  occasion  en- 
livened in  an  extraordinary  manner  by  the  flags,  pennons, 
and  banners  that  fluttered  from  every  tower,  and  by  the  gay 
shields  of  arms  which  were  suspended  from  the  various 
windows. 

Quite  enough  of  the  chivalrous  spirit  of  the  day  existed  in 
the  bosom  of  Bernard  de  Rohan  to  make  his  heart  beat  high 
at  the  sight  of  such  preparations,  and  a  longing  seized  upon 
him  to  take  a  part  in  the  exercises  about  to  be  performed. 
He  well  knew  that  few  who  would  there  appear  were  at  all 
competent  to  meet  him  lance  to  lance,  and  he  hoped,  at  all 
events,  to  obtain  permission  to  share  in  what  was  to  take 
place ;  but  bitter  disappointment,  alas  I  awaited  him.  Mon- 
sieur de  Nanse,  according  to  the  commands  he  had  received, 
rode  at  once  to  the  gates  of  the  Tournelles,  and  caused  his 
arrival  to  be  reported  to  the  King.  Half-an-hour  of  ex- 
pectation succeeded  ;  and  then  that  officer  and  his  prisoner 
were  summoned  to  the  presence  of  Henry,  who  received 
them  alone,  but  with  a  frowning  brow. 

"  Monsieur  de  Nanse,"  he  said,  "at  the  best,  your  conduct 
has  been  very  unwise  and  ill-judged.  I  trust  that  there  is 
no  reason  for  me  to  believe  that  these  delays  have  been  in- 
tentional." 

The  officer  of  the  guard  excused  himself  as  best  he  might ; 
but  Henry,  who  was  evidently  in  haste,  soon  interruj^ted  him, 
waving  his  hand,  and  saying,  "  Enough,  enough  I  sir. — Mon- 
sieur de  Rohan,  it  is  to  you  that  1  have  principally  to  speak." 
Bernard  de  Rohan  thought  the  King's  tone  and  manner 
was  softened  when  he  had  turned  to  address  him  ;  and  ad- 
vancing gi*acefully,he  bent  the  knee  and  kissed  his  sovereign's 
hand,  saying,  "  I  trust,  sire,  that  I  have  your  pardon  for  flying 
from  the  arm  of  the  law,  when  I  knew  most  perfectly  my  own 
innocence  and  the  impossibility  of  proving  it." 

"  Sir,  I  thank  you  for  so   doing,"  replied  the  King,  "  for 
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thereby  you  have  spared  me  many  a  bitter  regret.  I  have 
seen  this  morning  the  young  Count  de  Brienne,  and  have 
heard  all  that  he  has  to  say.  Your  innocence  and  truth  are 
beyond  all  doubt ;  and  I  have  also  to  thank  you  for  many 
services  since  rendered  to  my  crown  in  Savoy.  Most  willing 
shall  I  be  to  show  my  gratitude  to  you,  and  to  make  you  full 
reparation  for  what  you  have  suffered,  in  such  manner  as  a 
king  may  wisely  and  honourably  do.  But,  alas  !  sir,  there  is 
one  point  in  which  I  must  still  give  you  pain,  and  refuse  you, 
probably,  the  boon  that  you  are  most  anxious  to  demand. 
Hear  me  out !  for  I  say  this  to  prevent  all  needless  aj)plication. 
In  regard  to  your  marriage  with  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  I 
have  taken  an  oath,  such  as  no  power  on  earth  shall  ever 
induce  me  to  break.  That  you  drew  your  sword  upon  the 
Count  de  Meyrand  is  incontestably  proved ;  that  you  drew 
it  the  first  is  asserted " 

"  But,  sire,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  I  may  now,  I 
know,  appeal  to  one  who  probably  can  satisfy  your  majesty." 

"  You  mean  the  Dauphin,"  said  the  King.  "  Long  ago, 
Monsieur  de  Rohan,  he  acted  as  became  my  son,  and  informed 
me  of  the  whole  particulars ;  but  when  pressed  to  the  minute 
facts,  he  acknowledged  that  he  could  not  say  which  first  drew 
upon  the  other,  having  his  back  turned  at  the  commencement 
of  the  affray." 

Bernard  de  Rohan's  head  drooped,  and  he  replied  not  a 
word.  "  I  grieve  for  you,  my  friend,"  continued  Henry,  "  I 
grieve  for  you  much.  I  grieve  for  myself,  that  I  am  compelled 
to  make  one  of  my  most  noble  and  faithful  subjects  wish  for 
ray  death  !  But  to  show  you  that  I  would  not  for  worlds 
take  any  unjust  means  to  change  such  a  wish,  I  have  this  day 
solemnly  promised  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  that  she  shall 
never  be  pressed  either  to  choose  another  husband,  or  take 
the  veil." 

Still  Bernard  de  Rohan  re])lied  not,  but  stood  before  the 
King,  as  if  grief  had  turned  him  into  stone.  Henry,  however, 
rose,  adding,  "  Another  day,  De  Rohan,  you  shall  tell  me 
what  boon  I  can  bestow  upon  you,  but  on  this  subject  you 
nuist  never  touch  more.  ()n  this  subject,  I  am  as  inexorable 
as  the  grave." 

Jiernard  de  Rohan  raised  his  head  sadly,  but  firmly: 
"  Sire,"  he  said,  "  whatever  be  your  decision,  may  you  live 
long  for  the  ha])])iness  and  the  blessing  of  your  subjects  !  and 
may  1  be  the  only  ])erson  amongst  your  people  who  can 
accuse  vou  of  injustice  !  In  a  former  instance,  when  I  was 
wrongfully  eondennied,  you  were,  as  you  say  you  now  will 
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be,  inexorable  to  me.  My  truth  and  honour  have  since 
been  fully  re-established,  beyond  the  ])ossibiUty  of  doubt ; 
and  by  that  truth  and  honour  I  ]iledge  myself  that  this  last 
only  remaining  accusation  against  me  is  as  false  as  the  other: 
an  accusation  made  by  the  darkest  of  criminals,  and  abetted 
by  a  convicted  traitor.  You  do  not  indeed  take  from  me  life  in 
this  case,  but  you  take  from  me  hopes  that  I  value  more  than 
life ;  &,nd  I  must  add,  that  if  I  have  served  your  majesty — 
and  to  do  so  faithfully  has  always  been  my  purpose — bitter 
have  been  the  fruits  of  that  service,  and  lamentable  to  me  the 
result." 

Henry's  cheek  had  grown  very  red;  and  though  he  made 
an  effort  to  govern  his  anger,  yet  it  so  seldom  happens  that 
the  words  of  truth  come  straightforward  upon  a  royal  ear, 
that  the  reproach  which  burst  fi'om  the  agonized  heart  of 
Bernard  de  Rohan— however  well  deserved,  and  however 
much  called  for  by  the  very  act  he  was  committing — seemed 
to  the  monarch  the  most  dai'ing  insolence. 

"  Leave  my  presence,  sir  !"  he  said — "  leave  my  presence ! 
I  esteem  yom*  services,  regret  your  late  sufferings,  and  pity 
your  pi'esent  disa})pointment  sufficiently  to  forgive  you  the 
language  you  have  used.  But  I  must  not  suffer  you  to  speak 
farther,  lest  grief  should  cause  you  to  say  things  I  cannot 
forgive.  Leave,  me,  sir!  I  say,  and  without  reply.  You  are 
free  to  come  and  go,  whither  you  will ;  and  I  will  take  care  that 
full  justice  be  done  in  reversing  the  sentence  which  was 
mistakenly  pronounced  against  you." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  bowed  his  head  and  withdrew.  As  he 
passed  out  of  the  palace,  the  preparations  for  the  tournament 
again  met  his  eye  ;  but  they  now  fell  upon  his  sight  as  a  matter 
in  which  he  had  no  interest,  as  one  of  the  many  idle  occu- 
pations of  a  world  which  had  lost  to  him  all  zest  and  all 
attraction.  For  the  time,  hope,  the  light  of  life,  was  extin- 
guished, and  all  was  grey  darkness  in  the  same  scenes  which 
before  had  presented  nothing  but  beauty  and  splendour. 


CHAPTER  XLVL 

It  was  the  bright  morning  of  a  June  day.  The  whole  merry 
world  of  Paris  was  turned  out,  to  display  their  holy  day  dresses 
on  scaffoldings  covered  with  every  rich  cloth,  and  ornamented 
with   every    fanciful  device.     Beauty   and   brightness  shone 
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around;  and  all  that  was  gay,  and  witty,  and  splendid  in  a 
nation  famous  for  gaiety,  wit,  and  splendoiu',  was  collected  to 
witness  that  pageant  which  was  intended  to  be  the  last 
splendid  festival  in  honour  of  the  marriage  of  Elizabeth  of 
France  with  Philip  of  Spain,  but  which  was  destined  in 
reality  to  be  the  last  tournament  held  in  Europe.  Every 
spot  Avhich  was  not  occupied  by  high  princes  and  nobles  was 
crowded  by  the  populace  of  the  capital;  and  though* some 
discontent  had  been  occasioned  during  the  preceding  days 
by  the  arrest  of  various  distinguished  Protestants,  yet  the 
people  were  now  in  high  good  humour,  the  more  esj^ecially 
as  the  French  knights  had  decidedly  the  advantage  of  the 
foreigners  in  those  military  exercises  wherein  all  nations  of 
Europe  at  that  time  took  a  pride. 

At  the  head  of  the  six  challengers,  whose  shields  orna- 
mented the  eastern  end  of  the  lists,  was  Henry  the  Second 
of  France  himself,  who  was  still  one  of  the  most  eminent  of 
his  comt  for  all  such  sports  and  pastimes.  The  Marechal 
de  Vieilleville  was  another ;  but  as  it  is  not  necessary  here — 
after  the  manifold  descriptions  of  tournaments  and  passes  of 
arms  that  have  been  given  elsewhere,  and  esjjecially  that 
surpassing  description  of  the  field  of  Ashby  de  la  Zouch, 
which  proceeded  from  the  great  master's  pen — to  dwell  upon 
the  manifold  encounters  that  now  took  place,  I  shall  notice 
none  of  the  combatants  except  those  Avhom  I  have  named, 
and  the  ])ersons  whom  they  encountered. 

The  day  had  advanced  some  way ;  many  courses  had  been 
run ;  and  Henry  himself  had  broken  a  lance  with  his  brother- 
in-law,  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  with  infinite  skill  and  grace,  no  eye 
being  able  to  perceive  that  the  shock  of  the  lances  had,  in 
the  slightest  degree,  shaken  the  monarch  in  tlie  saddle.  The 
Duke,  however,  had  wavered  considerably,  and  it  was  evident 
that  Henry  was  pleased  at  his  triumjih.  Each  of  the  chal- 
lengers was  a]ipointed  to  run  three  courses,  and  a  fi-esh 
lance  was  delivered  into  Henry's  hand,  as  the  Duke  of 
Guise  presented  himself  at  the  opj^osite  side  of  the  lists. 
Again  the  trumpets  sounded,  and  again  the  King  ran  his 
course  with  the  same  success.  Both  lances  were  shivered 
in  a  moment,  and  the  air  echoed  and  re-echoed  with  the 
shouts  and  a])plauses  of  the  ])eople,  while  many  a  beautiful 
lip  from  the  balconies  and  galleries  around  exclaimed  aloud, 
"  Jiong  live  tlic  King!      TiOng  live  King  Henry  !" 

Ilemy  smiled  and  Ijowed,  and  raising  thi'  visor  of  his 
helmet,  gazed  around  liim,  marking  with  a  slight  inclination 
of  his  head   such   meuilKUs   of  the  court  as  he  knew  more 
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intimately.  Amongst  the  faces  round,  the  fair,  but  now  ])alc, 
countenance  of  Isabel  dc  Bricnne  was  to  be  seen,  led  thither 
by  some  vague  hopes  regarding  the  fate  and  fortune  of  him 
she  loved. 

Nor  was  he  absent ;  for  after  a  long  conversation  during  the 
morning  with  the  Marechal  de  Yieilleville,  he  had  stationed 
himself,  when  the  lists  opened,  near  the  barrier  by  which  the 
challengers  entered.  He  was  unarmed,  indeed,  except  with 
the  ordinaiy  sword  which  every  gentleman  then  wore  as  a 
part  of  his  apparel ;  and  his  dress,  though  rich  in  materials, 
was  accidentally — for  he  had  not  chosen  it  with  any  care — 
sad  and  sombre  in  colour. 

The  King  had  taken  no  notice  of  him  as  he  rode  in,  and 
at  the  time  did  not  seem  to  remark  him ;  but  the  immediate 
glance  with  wdiich  the  monarch's  eye  now  wandered  from 
the  countenance  of  Isabel  to  that  of  her  lover,  showed  that, 
in  fact,  Henry  had  seen  him  as  he  passed.  As  he  thus 
turned,  he  smiled  slightly  upon  the  young  nobleman ;  and 
while  they  were  bringing  him  another  lance,  to  run  the  last 
course,  he  bent  his  head  towards  the  barrier,  saying,  "  How 
is  it  you  are  not  armed.  Monsieur  de  Rohan  ?  You  should 
have  been  amongst  our  adversaries  there." 

"  I  had  no  heart,  sire,  to  put  on  armour  to-day,"  replied 
Bernard  de  Rohan ;  and  before  he  could  say  more,  the  lance 
was  given  into  the  King's  hand,  and  the  young  Count  of 
Montgomery,  the  son  of  the  Count  de  Lorges,  presented 
himself  as  the  King's  last  opponent. 

Whether  Henry  was  himself  tired,  or  whether  his  horse 
was  fatigued  with  the  encounter,  cannot  be  said,  but  certainly 
he  did  not  sit  so  firmly  as  in  the  preceding  conrse,  and,  in 
the  shock  of  the  lances,  was  bent  considerably  back  in  the 
saddle.  In  the  meantime,  the  Marechal  de  Yieilleville,  who 
stood  by  the  paling  completely  anned,  and  ready  to  succeed 
the  King,  beckoned  to  Bernard  de  Rohan,  and  spoke  a  few 
words  to  him  over  the  barrier.  The  young  cavalier  imme- 
diately sprang  over  into  the  lists ;  and  Yieilleville  said,  point- 
ing to  the  Iving,  who  was  at  that  very  moment  in  full  career 
towards  Montgomery,  with  the  whole  trumpets  sounding  a 
charge,  so  that  it  was  scarcely  possible  for  any  one  to  hear  at 
a  distance,  "  Now,  De  Rohan,  now !  Now  is  your  time,  or 
never;  he  is  in  high  good  humour  at  this  moment  with  his 
success.  He  was  somewhat  moved  by  what  I  said  last  night. 
Speak  to  him  Avhenever  he  returns :  I  will  second  you  warmly, 
and  in  this  joyfid  moment,  perhaps  we  may  succeed." 

"  God  grant  it!"  replied  Bernard  de   Rohan;  "  but  1  do 
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not  think  it.  I  feel  a  degree  of  despondency  upon  me, 
which  makes  me  view  everything  in  a  dark  light. — I  dreamt 
last  night  that  I  had  killed  the  King. — It  was  something 
which  he  said  about  my  wishing  for  his  death  Avhich,  I  know, 
was  the  occasion  of  such  idle  nonsense  coming  into  my 
head;  but  still  it  has  made  me  feel  unhappy." 

"  I  di'eamt  last  night  that  I  saw  him  dead,"  replied  De 
Vieilleville,  "  and  cannot  get  it  out  of  my  mind — but  here  he 
is  coming  back. — Now,  De  Rohan,  now !" 

Neither  of  the  two  had  remarked  accurately  how  the  last 
course  had  gone.  They  saw,  alone,  that  two  lances  had  been 
shivered,  and  that  the  King  kept  his  seat ;  but  they  had  not 
seen  the  little  mortification  that  he  had  undergone :  neither 
could  they  tell  what  were  his  feelings  by  the  expression  of 
his  countenance,  for  his  visor  w^as  still  down.  Under  these 
circumstances,  the  Marechal  and  the  young  nobleman  ap- 
proached his  stirrup  as  he  rode  up.  The  latter  addressed  a 
few  words  to  the  monarch  which  he  did  not  appear  to  hear ; 
and,  raising  his  visor,  Henry  bent  down  his  head,  with  a 
fi'owning  brow  and  a  reddened  cheek,  demanding  somewhat 
sharply  what  was  the  boon  he  asked.  De  Vieilleville  was 
coming  up  to  support  him  in  his  petition — a  petition  which 
the  reader  may  well  divine ;  but  the  King's  unhappy  jester, 
whose  malice  was  certainly  far  greater  than  his  wit,  and  who, 
in  other  days,  had  caused  a  breach  well  nigh  irreparable 
between  Henry  and  his  father,  now  interposed,  as  if  to  explain 
what  Bernard  de  Rohan  desired. 

Whether  he  had  been  tutored  by  the  friends  of  the  Count 
de  Meyrand,  or  spoke  solely  for  the  purpose  of  making  mis- 
chief, cannot  be  told,  but  he  said,  "  The  noble  Baron,  my  lord 
King,  seeks  only  to  unhorse  you  fi'om  your  vow,  as  my  cousin 
Montgomery  had  well  nigh  done  just  now  from  your  beast's 
back.  1  think  you  are  somewhat  shaken  in  the  saddle,  Henry. 
Cannot  you  slip  off  over  the  horse's  tail  before  the  force  of 
his  petition,  and  let  him  win  the  day .?" 

"  Get  out  of  the  way,  fool  !"  cried  Henry.  "  Now,  sir, 
Avhat  is  it  that  you  want  ?"  In  the  noise  all  round,  T  did  not 
hear  you." 

"  May  it  please  you,  sire,"  said  Vieilleville,  in  his  blunt  but 
respectful  manner,  "  he  comes  to  ask,  and  I  to  second  him  in 
asking,  that  which,  if  you  refuse,  it  can  be  but  for  the  sole 
])ur])Ose  of  showing  that  once  in  your  reign  you  refused  jus- 
tice to  a  subjci't.  He  beseeches  your  majesty,  either  at  once 
to  give  him  the  hand  of  Mademoiselle  de  Brienne,  or  to  pro- 
claim a  pardon  to  the  Count  of  Meyrand,  upon  condition  that 
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he  comes  back  and  does  battle  with  him  he  has  slandered, 
according  to  the  law  of  anns.  He  thinks  that,  in  this  moment 
of  joy  and  triumph,  you  will  not  refuse  him." 

"  He  thinks  wrong,"  replied  the  King,  "  and  you  think 
wrong,  too,  De  Vieilleville.  I  have  not  forgotten  the  business 
of  Jarnac;  so  no  more  of  such  proposals  to  me:  and  then 
again  for  the  other  part  of  your  demand — I  answered  this 
young  man  yesterday,  and,  moreover,  I  forbade  him  ever  to 
mention  this  subject  to  me  again.  If  I  live  till  I  am  as  broken 
with  age  as  that  broken  truncheon,"  and  he  cast  from  him  the 
remains  of  the  lance  he  had  lately  held,  "  he  shall  not  wed 
Isabel  of  Brienne  till  my  dying  day ! — Let  the  lists  be  cleared. 
There  are  many  persons  within  the  barriers  who  have  no 
business  here.  Herald,  go  to  the  Count  of  Montgomery, 
and  tell  him  the  King  Avill  break  another  lance  with  him." 

"  I  beseech  you,  sire,"  said  the  Marechal  de  Vieilleville, 
"  do  not  think  of  doing  so.  You  have  run  three  courses  with 
all  honour.  It  is  my  turn  to  run  as  the  next  challenger ;  and 
I  would  have  yon  remember  that  these  exercises  sometimes 
have  dangerous  consequences.  I  dreamed  last  night  evil 
dreams  of  your  majesty,  and  so  did  Monsieur  de  Rohan." 

"  Psha  !"  cried  the  King — "  talk  of  auguries  to  the  Queen. 
She  deals  in  dreams  and  prognostications,  not  I.  What 
were  your  dreams,  De  Vieilleville  .?" 

"  I  dreamed  that  your  majesty  was  dead,"  replied  De 
Vieilleville,  "  and  so  did  Monsieur  de  Rohan." 

"  Perhaps  he  wished  it,"  said  Henry,  somewhat  bitterly  ; 
"  for  until  I  be  dead,  my  word  is  unchangeable." 

"  Oh,  sire  I"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  with  a  reproach- 
fid  look. 

"  Well,  well !"  replied  Henry,  somewhat  touched  by  the 
expression  of  the  young  nobleman's  countenance — "  there 
I  believe  I  did  you  wrong." 

"  If,  sire,"  replied  Bernard  de  Rohan,  "  the  best  blood  in 
this  heart  could  give  one  year  more  of  your  life  to  the  people 
that  love  you,  I  would  shed  it  right  willingly  ;  and  would  to 
God  you  would  now  let  me  mount  Monsieur  de  Vieilleville's 
horse,  and  in  this  silken  jerkin,  as  I  am,  ride  the  next  course 
instead  of  you ;  for  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  my  heart  mis- 
gives me  sadly." 

"  Nonsense,  nonsense  !"  cried  Henry.  —  "  What  says 
Montgomery,  herald  }     Wliy  has  he  dismounted  ?" 

"  Sire,  he  beseeches  your  majesty  to  pardon  him,"  replied 
the  herald ;  "  but  he  says,  his  is  not  the  next  course,  and  the 
other  gentlemen  will  take  it  ill  if  he  runs  out  of  his  due  turn." 

c  c 
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"We  will  satisfy  them!"  replied  the  King— "  we  will 
satisfy  t\iera !  Tell  him  perforce  he  must  ride  another 
course  .vith  me,  for,  by  the  Lord  !  he  well  nigh  unhorsed  me, 
and  I  must  have  my  revenge." 

The  herald  proceeded  to  execute  the  King's  commands, 
•and  spoke  to  the  Count  of  Montgomery  at  the  other  side  of 
the  lists,  who  thereupon  turned  round,  as  if  apologizing  to  a 
gentleman  near,  who  was  just  putting  his  foot  in  the  stirrup. 
The  young  Count  then  mounted  slowly,  and  evidently  un- 
willingly. It  seems  as  if  every  one,  but  the  King  himself, 
presaged  some  accident.  Henry,  however,  sat  calm  and 
tranquil  on  his  horse,  chose  a  lance  out  of  a  number  of  stout 
staves  that  were  brought  to  him,  and  as  soon  as  he  saw 
Montgomery  ready,  gave  the  signal  for  the  trumpets  to  sound. 
The  trumpets  did  sound  accordingly ;  but — whether  it  was, 
that  the  course  was  out  of  the  usual  order  of  the  tournament, 
or  that  the  many  prognostications  of  evil  which  the  astro- 
logers and  dreamers  of  dreams  had  been  visited  with,  created 
a  more  than  ordinary  interest  in  this  last  course  that  the 
King  was  to  run — not  only  was  every  head  bent  forward 
from  windows,  balconies,  and  barriers,  but  every  lip  was 
silent  in  expectation ;  and  to  the  surprise  of  all,  the  trumpets 
and  clarions  suddenly  ceased,  after  once  sounding  the 
charge,  and  instead  of  deafening  the  ear  with  loud  and 
reiterated  notes,  as  was  customary,  left  a  dead  stillness  over 
the  whole  field,  through  which  was  heard  alone  the  galloping 
forward  of  the  champions'  horses. 

They  met  in  full  career,  and  Hemy,  sitting  his  horse 
strongly,  splintered  his  lance  in  a  moment  against  the  breast 
of  Montgomery.  The  Count  shivered  his  upon  the  shield  of 
the  King,  and  for  a  single  instant  the  eyes  of  those  who  were 
so  eagerly  watching,  thought  that  the  course  was  ended,  and 
the  King  secure :  but,  earned  on  by  the  fiery  speed  at  which 
they  had  been  going,  the  two  horses  rushed  on  after  the 
shock;  and  at  that  moment  it  was  remarked,  that  the  Count 
of  Montgomery  had  not  cast  away  the  truncheon  of  his 
splintered  lance,  but  carried  it  still  in  the  rest.  Some  of  the 
gazers  saw,  and  some  did  not  see,  that  the  staff  of  the  broken 
lance  struck  the  King  on  the  helmet;  but  it  seemed  so 
slight  a  blow,  even  to  those  who  remarked  it,  that  no  appre- 
hensions were  entertained,  though  the  monarch  wavered  a 
little  in  the  saddle. 

A  moment  after,  however,  it  was  seen  that  he  had  let  go 
his  liold  of  the  reins;  and  ere  the  horse,  galloping  on  unre- 
strained, reached  the  opposite  side  of  the  lists,  the  King  fell 
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forward  on  his  neck,  and  had  well  nigh  been  oast  to  the 
ground. 

The  master  of  the  horse,  and  the  chief  equerry,  whose 
task  it  was  to  meet  the  King  at  the  end  of  the  course,  and 
aid  him  to  dismount,  now  sprang  forward  j  and  w])ile  the 
one  seized  the  bridle,  the  other  caught  the  monarch  in  his 
arms.  It  was  then  seen  that  blood  was  dropping  through 
the  bars  of  his  helmet,  and  he  exclaimed,  in  a  faint  Yoice,^ 
"  Take  off  the  casque  !  take  off  the  casque  !  Ah,  cursed 
course  !  If  I  had  listened  to  Vieilleville,  this  would  not  have 
happened!     I  feel  that  I  am  a  dead  man  !'^ 

They  hastened  to  remove  his  head-piece  as  he  com- 
manded, and  then  indeed  a  terrible  sight  presented  itself; 
for  the  splintered  end  of  the  lance  had  struck  him  in  the 
right  eye,  which  it  had  utterly  destroyed,  and  entered  ap« 
parently  some  way  into  the  brain.  He  had  not  lost  all  his 
strength,  however,  nor  had  his  intellect  as  yet  been  affected. 
"  Where  is  De  Vieilleville  ?"  he  said — "  where  is  De  Vieille- 
ville?" 

"  Here,  sire,"  said  the  Marechal  de  Vieilleville,  who,  the 
moment  the  accident  had  happened,  had  hurried  across  the 
lists  with  Bernard  de  Rohan, — "  here,  sire.  I  hope  your 
majesty  is  not  much  hurt." 

"  To  the  death,  Vieilleville !  to  the  death !"  replied  Henry. 
"  Would  that  I  had  taken  your  adWce !  But  one  cannot 
avoid  one's  destiny. — Take  me  to  my  chamber,  my  good 
friend:  I  make  you  superintendent  thereof.  Let  no  one 
enter  on  any  pretence  but  the  surgeons.  No,  not  one ;  for  I 
feel  my  mind  begin  to  wander,  and  no  one  must  see  me  thus. 
Ah !  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  if  you  wished  me  dead,  you  are 
now  satisfied !" 

Thus  speaking,  he  was  led  away  by  De  Vieilleville  and 
the  master  of  the  horse,  taking  advantage  of  their  support, 
apparently  more  on  account  of  the  agony  he  suffered,  than 
from  loss  of  strength  in  consequence  of  his  wound.  . 

Bernard  de  Rohan  gazed  after  him  with  a  deep  sigh,  and 
was  then  turning  to  the  part  of  the  lists  where  Isabel  de 
Brienne  sat.  He  had  seen  her  for  a  short  time  the  night 
before,  and  they  had  parted  with  feelings  akin  to  despair. 
Now,  however,  he  might,  indeed,  bear  to  her  a  renewal  of 
hope  ;  but  that  hope,  he  felt,  must  be  shadowed  by  grief  for 
his  King,  and  dark  apprehensions  for  his  native  land,  that  it 
could  scarcely  afford  any  comfort  to  her  or  to  himself.  Ere 
he  had  half  crossed  the  open  space,  however,  a  group  of 
three  or  four  persons,  consisting  of  officers  of  the  court,  who 
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had  been  conversing  eagerly  together  after  the  King  was  led 
awav,  followed  the  young  cavalier  at  a  quick  pace,  and  came 
somewhat  closer  to  him  than  seemed  necessary.  As  all  was 
bv  this  time  confusion  and  dismay,  he  took  no  notice,  but 
was  walking  on,  when  he  was  suddenly  seized  by  both  arms, 
and  one  of  the  gentlemen,  whom  he  did  not  know,  told  him 
he  was  a  prisoner. 

"  The  King's  words.  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  were  too  sig- 
nificant to  be  mistaken,"  he  said.  "  We  cannot  suffer  you 
to  quit  this  place  till  the  matter  has  been  reported  to  the 
prevot,  and  his  opinion  taken." 

"  Let  it  be  quickly,  sir,"  said  Bernard  de  Rohan.  "  The 
King's  words  bore  a  very  different  signification  ft'om  that 
which  you  attribute  to  them,  as  Monsieur  de  YieiUeville  can 
explain  to  you  at  once." 

"  We  have  already  sent  to  the  prevot,"  said  the  gentleman, 
"  and  here  comes  om'  messenger  back  agam." 

"  Well,  sir,  what  says  the  prevot  ?"  said  Bernard  de 
Rohan,  as  another  oflicer  came  up.  "  Application  had  better 
at  once  be  made  to  Monsieur  de  Vieilleville." 

"  Monsieur  de  Vieilleville  is  shut  up  in  the  King's  cham- 
ber," replied  the  officer,  "  and  no  one  is  admitted  except  the 
surgeons.  The  reply  of  the  prevot  is,  that  Monsieur  de 
Rohan  must  be  kept  under  arrest  in  the  Chatelet  till  the 
King's  words  are  properly  exjjlained." 

In  half-an-hour  more,  Bernard  de  Rohan  found  himself 
once  more  a  prisoner  in  the  tower  of  the  Chatelet.  The 
governor  grinned  as  he  received  him ;  and  though  he  was 
not  now  put  in  one  of  the  lower  dungeons,  every  other  sort 
of  severity  was  exercised  upon  him,  on  the  pretence  of 
insuring  against  his  escape.  Bernard  de  Rohan,  however, 
bore  the  whole  lightly,  perfectly  certain  that  sooner  or  later 
this  new  difficulty  would  vanish  from  his  path.  His  grief 
for  the  King,  indeed,  was  deep  and  sincere ;  and  as  every 
sort  of  information  was  refused  him  regarding  Henry's  state, 
he  was  left  in  all  the  pain  of  uncertainty.  On  the  third  day 
of  his  imprisonment,  some  sounds  of  lamentation  and  prayer 
reached  his  e.ir,  as  if  rising  from  the  comt  below ;  and  about 
h:ilf-an-liour  after,  just  as  night  was  falling,  the  governor  told 
hiin,  with  a  meaning  smile,  that  the  noise  he  had  beard  was 
occasioned  by  the  execution  of  two  wretched  men*  who  had 
been  decapitated  that  afternoon,  in  consequence  of  an  order 

*  This  execution  was  probably  that  of  two  men,  whose  heads  were  struck  off 
in  the  court  of  tlie  ()hateU;t,  for  the  purpose  of  giving  the  surgeons  of  Henry 
the  Second  au  opportunity  of  examining  auatoniically  the  seat  of  his  wound. 
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from  the  palace.  Although  these  tidings  did  not  produce 
such  apprehensions  in  regard  to  his  own  fate  as  the  governor 
expected,  yet  it  saddened  him  much,  for  the  thought  sug- 
gested by  such  acts  were  all  painful  to  a  kind  and  feeling 
heart  like  his. 

He  sat  up  pondering  these  things  till  nearly  midnight, 
when  suddenly  the  great  bell  of  the  gate  was  heard  to  ring; 
and,  shortly  after,  he  could  distinguish  various  steps  ascend- 
ing the  stairs.  The  bars  were  cast  down,  the  door  was  un- 
locked, and  the  governor  appeared,  followed  by  two  officers 
of  the  prevot.  They  seemed  surprised  to  find  him  up,  but 
informed  him  that  he  was  to  be  conducted  immediately  to  the 
palace  of  the  Tournelles. 

To  the  governor  Bernard  de  Rohan  would  not  apply  for 
information  of  any  kind;  and  the  prevot's  officers,  though 
extremely  civil,  could  alibrd  him  none.  The  order  they  had 
received,  they  said,  appeared  to  emanate  from  the  grand 
master;  and  having  set  off  instantly,  they  had  not  even 
heard  a  report  of  what  was  the  ulterior  object  of  sending  for 
the  prisoner  to  the  palace. 

The  young  cavalier,  however,  made  no  delay  ;  and  though 
the  distance  was  considerable,  he  soon  reached  the  spot 
where  the  Tournelles  rose  in  one  large  dark  mass,  at  the 
side  of  the  Rue  de  Saint  Antoine,  bearing,  in  the  calm  solemn 
moonlight,  a  very  different  aspect  from  that  which  it  had  dis- 
played when  last  he  beheld  it.  It  was  now  the  abode  of 
mourning  and  grief;  and  as  Bernard  de  Rohan  was  led 
along  through  many  a  wide  hall  and  long  conidor,  no  sound 
met  his  ears,  in  a  place  usually  so  full  of  gaiety  and  mirth. 
He  was  at  length  conducted  into  a  small  tapestried  chamber, 
where  an  usher  sat  reading  by  a  solitary  lamp.  The  moment 
the  man  saw  him  he  started  up,  and  said,  "Wait  for  one 
moment,  sir,  and  I  will  announce  that  you  are  here.  You  may 
go,"  he  added,  speaking  to  the  two  officers  ;  "you  will  not  be 
wanted  any  more." 

The  two  men  obeyed  at  once,  and  Bernard  de  Rohan  was 
left  alone  for  a  few  minutes.  At  length  the  usher  returned, 
and  merely  saying  in  a  low  tone,  "  Follow  me,  sir,"  he  led 
the  way  onward,  with  a  noiseless  foot,  to  a  small  antechamber, 
where  two  or  three  of  the  royal  servants  were  standing  in 
silence  on  either  side.  Upon  a  table  in  the  midst  appeared 
many  drugs  and  some  surgical  instruments;*  and  the  awful 

*  In  the  famous  collectiou  called  "  les  quarante  tableaux"  which  contains  a 
representation  of  the  chamber  of  Henry  11.  at  his  deaih,  this  table  is  placed  in 
the  bed-room. 
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Stillness  was  only  broken  by  a  faint  voice   speaking  in  the 
room  beyond. 

To  the  door  of  that  room  the  usher  now  led  him,  and 
opened  it  gently,  saying,  in  a  low  tone, "  You  are  to  go  in,  sir." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  entered  accordingly,  and  found  himself 
in  the  death-chamber  of  Henry  the  Second.  There  were 
two  or  three  persons  standing  round  the  rich  carved  bed  at 
the  farther  side  of  the  room,  amongst  whom  the  young  cavalier 
distinguished — though  there  was  no  light  but  that  which  pro- 
ceeded from  a  shaded  lamp — the  forms  of  a  priest  and  Mon- 
sieur de  Vieilleville.  The  latter,  on  seeing  some  one  enter, 
came  forward  with  a  noiseless  step,  and  took  De  Rohan's 
hand.  "  The  King  has  recovered  his  senses,"  he  said,  in  a 
whisper ;  "  and  having  seen  the  Queen  and  the  Dauphin,  with 
whom  he  is  now  speaking,  ordered  you  to  be  sent  for." 

"I  rejoice  to  hear  he  is  better,"  replied  the  young  cavalier. 

But  Vieilleville  shook  his  head  with  a  melancholy  gesture. 
"  It  is  death,  De  Rohan,"  he  said — "  it  is  death,  not  recovery, 
that  gives  him  back  his  reason.  Come  quietly  up  to  his  bed- 
side, and  I  will  mention  your  name  in  a  moment." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  followed  him  with  a  noiseless  step  to 
the  bed,  where,  pale  and  haggard,  with  his  head  covered  with 
bandages,  lay  the  once  gay  and  powerful  Henry  the  Second. 
As  they  advanced,  the  figure  of  the  Dauphin  flitted  past  from 
the  other  side  ;  but  the  priest  remained  by  the  King's  pillow, 
and  the  surgeon  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  couch. 

"  Here  is  Monsieur  de  Rohan,  sire,"  said  De  Vieilleville, 
in  a  low  tone. 

"  Ha  !"  said  the  King,  turning  uneasily  in  his  bed, — "  ha  ! 
I  am  glad  you  are  come.  You  have  accused  me  of  injustice, 
Monsieiu*  de  Rohan ;  and,  perhaps,  I  have  been  harsh 
towards  you.  Harsh,  but  not  willingly  unjust.  However, 
I  cannot  make  a  clear  breast  without  asking  yoin-  forgive- 
ness   " 

"  And  doing  what  you  can  to  atone  for  all  the  gentleman 
has  suffered,"  said  the  priest. 

"  Well,  I  will  atone,  too,"  said  the  King.  "  There  is  but 
one  thing,  De  Rohan,  which  I  can  give,  that  you  hold  to  be 
worth  having.      It  shall  be  yours,  notwithstanding  all " 

Bernard  de  Rohan  knelt  down  by  the  King's  bedside,  and 
kissed  his  burning  hand.  "  Speak  not  of  it  now,  sire,"  he 
said  ;  "  nor  say  one;  word  that  can  trouble  or  agitate  you  at 
the  ])resent  moment.  Be  assured  that  1  have  ever  loved  you  ; 
that  I  love  you  still ;  and  that  if  I  coidd  restore  you  to  health, 
my  own  life  would  be  but  a  poor  sacrifice." 
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"  Ah !  there  you  make  it  worse,"  said  the  King,  "  by  speak- 
ing such  affection,  when  I  have  not  deserved  it.  However, 
you  forgive  me.     Is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  If  there  be  aught  to  be  forgiven,  sire,"  replied  de  Rohan, 
"  I  do  forgive  it  from  my  very  heart." 

"  Then  go  to  my  son  Francis,"  said  the  King.  "  He  will 
be  soon  King  of  France.  A  young  and  inexperienced  one, 
alas !  Uphold  him  with  yoiu:  sword,  De  Rohan,  and  with 
your  counsel.  Go  to  him,  De  Rohan.  He  knows  my  will 
regarding  you,  and  will  prize  you  highly." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  once  more  kissed  the  King's  hand,  and 
silently  quitted  the  room.  As  he  passed  through  the  ante- 
chamber, one  of  the  servants  stepped  forward,  saying,  "  The 
King  Dauphin" — so  Francis  was  called  after  his  man-iage 
with  the  beautiful  Mary  Queen  of  Scots — "  the  King  Dau- 
phin, sir,  has  ordered  me  to  conduct  you  to  him.  He  is  now 
in  the  Green  Hall." 

Bernard  de  Rohan  merely  motioned  with  his  hand  to  lead 
on,  and  followed  ;  and  at  the  other  end  of  the  building  he  was 
led  into  a  large  room  covered  with  green  tapestry,  and  but 
dimly  lighted.  The  prince,  who  was  soon  to  receive  the 
crown  of  that  great  emjjire,  was  leaning  on  the  table,  speak- 
ing low,  but  earnestly,  to  the  fair  young  being  who  had  lately 
become  his  bride.  Behind  her  stood  a  lady  of  the  middle 
age ;  but  on  her  left  hand  was  one,  the  sight  of  whom,  though 
her  face  was  shaded  from  the  light,  caused  Bernard  de  Rohan's 
heart  to  beat  high. 

"  Ah,  De  Rohan  !"  said  the  Dauphin,  tm'ning  round  to 
greet  him,  "  this  is  a  tenible  horn*  in  which  we  meet  once 
more.  However,  my  father  has  commissioned  me  to  do  this." 
And,  taking  the  hand  of  Isabel  de  Brienne,  he  placed  it  in  that 
of  her  lover,  never  to  be  separated  fi'om  it  again. 

We  need  say  but  little  more.  In  the  table  of  contents 
attached  to  an  old  book,  the  greater  part  of  which  is  not  to 
be  met  with,  I  find  these  words,  which  probably  give  us  a  brief 
account  of  the  farther  history  of  one  of  our  characters : — 

"  Jttcnrantt,  tijc  CTount  of,  abandons  tf)r  srrbtrc  of  JTrancc— 
goes  obrr  to  tl)C  fitcmtj  ftoitf)  i^is  compann— grief  anU  sf)amr  of 
1)13  fricnlfs — l)is  miserable  lieatf)." 

The  pages  to  which  these  heads  refer  are  marked  down 
carefully ;  but,  as  those  pages  are  now  lost  for  ever,  we  can 
give  no  farther  information  on  that  point. 

It  only  remains  to  be  said,  that  some  years  after  the  period 
of  which  we  have  just  been  writing,  there  might  be  foimd,  not 
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far  from  the  frontiers  of  Savoy,  a  fine  old  hall  in  one  of  the 
castles  of  the  time,  wherein  sported  a  group  of  beautiful 
children  round  an  old  man  dressed  in  the  ecclesiastical  habit, 
who  amused  them,  even  then,  with  many  a  quip,  and  sally, 
and  gay  jest  and  trick,  though  age  had  cast  winter  upon  his 
brow,  and  dimmed  the  brightness  of  his  eye. 

A  renowned  warrior,  and  a  lady  still  in  the  brightness  of 
her  beauty,  sat  at  the  head  of  the  hospitable  table  which  that 
hall  daily  displayed ;  and  on  the  right  hand  of  that  lady, 
each  day,  appeared  the  good  old  almoner  we  have  mentioned ; 
while  still,  before  the  carvers  began  to  do  their  duty,  she 
turned  round  with  a  kindly  smile,  and  asked  Father  Willand 
to  bless  the  meat. 


THE  END. 


9' 


r 


T.  C.  SavUl.  Printer,  4,  Chonilos  Street,  Covent  Garden. 


IHIUIIllii"!"""" 


,111111  111 llin mil •"'■ ^  A-7    ~? 

L  005  277  947  7 


uc 


SOUTHERN  REGIONAL  UBRARY  FACILITY 


AA    000  369  863    6 


